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Prelude  to  Peaksville  is  a  novel  written  with  the  intention 


of  presenting  as  completely  as  possible  the  life  and  manners  of  a  small  town 

in  Alberta  as  distinct  from  life  and  manners  anywhere  else  in  the  world. 

There  is  the  usual  plan  of  the  town  with  the  main  street  rising  from  the 

railway  station  to  come  to  a  dead  end  four  blocks  away;  there  is  the  double 

row  of  false-fronted  buildings  of  the  business  district,  and  the  Chinese 

restaurants  open  all  night;  there  are  the  board  sidewalks  with  the  planks 

running  latitudinally.  Sven  the  weather  is  distinctive,  with  brilliant 

sunshine  sparkling  on  the  snow  when  the  temperature  is  thirty  below  zero, 

the  sudden  Chinooks  roaring  out  of  a  pass  in  the  mountains  to  send  the 

thermometer  up  eighty  or  even  a  hundred  degrees,  and  the  sudden  drop  in 

temperature  that  covers  every  tree  and  twig  with  thick  white  frost.  And 

then  there  are  the  people.  Only  in  a  western  town  such  as  Peaksville  can  be 

found  the  hotel  clerk  who  is  also  a  Doctor  of  Philosophy,  a  tailor  harmlessly 

✓ 

mad  whose  madness  does  not  interfere  with  the  perfection  of  his  craft,  or  the 
bootlegger  who  is  also  a  member  in  good  standing  of  the  Chamber  of  Commerce. 

Even  the  social  and  business  leaders  are  indigenous  to  such  a  small  town 
alone,  with  the  faults  and  virtues  they  display  alike  the  product  of  a 
distinctive  environment.  Their  opinions  are  western  opinions  expressed  in 
the  direct  language  of  the  West. 

Against  this  background  is  shown  George  Tirnford,  one  time  town 
bum,  ex-flight-sergeant,  and  by  chance  the  editor  of  the  Peaksville  Independent, 
fighting  to  make  Peaksville  the  kind  of  town  it  ought  to  be,  a  proper  environ¬ 
ment  of  a  happier  rising  generation. 
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Chapter  1  . 


The  long  freight  clicked  in  slowing  rhythm  over  the 
switch  at  the  lower  end  of  the  Peaksville  yard,  pushed  through  the  cobwebs 
of  an  early  morning  ground  mist  and  jerked  to  a  stop  in  front  of  the  station, 
its  air  lines  leaking  in  weary  whispers.  Back  at  the  tail  end  a  lantern 
gleamed  faintly,  its  light  fading  in  an  unequal  struggle  with  dawn.  From 
a  gondola  twelve  cars  behind  the  engine,  a  slim,  dishevelled  man  slipped 
awkwardly  to  the  ground,  jerked  a  small  blue  dunnage  bag  to  his  shoulder 
and  plunged  from  the  right  of  way.  He  hesitated  momentarily  as  the  company 
hedge  loomed  out  of  the  mist  to  block  his  path,  then  swerved  quickly  to 
the  left  and  slipped  through  a  break  in  the  dripping  foliage.  On  the  other 
side  he  stopped,  kicked  his  bag  under  the  hedge,  and  almost  casually  flipped 
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tobacco  and  papers  from  the  pocket  of  his  grey  flannel  shirt. 

From  the  station  came  the  sound  of  a  window  being  thrust  open 
and  a  thin,  reedy  voice  called  through  the  mist, 

"You  call  this  midnight?  M.O's  kept  me  waiting  since  23.30, 
and  now  it's  A.  13.  You  hogheads  are  enough  to  make  a  man  quit  railroading. 
Whatcha  been  doing,  anyhow?" 

The  second  voice  was  deep  and  disgusted,  "Not  sittin'  in  a  soft 
office  chair,  that's  for  sure.  We'd  have  been  in  a  couple  of  hours  ago  if 
the  company  had  sense  enough  to  keep  a  night  man  at  Brinely. " 

"You  going  to  tie  up  here?"  the  first  voice  enquired  hopefully, 

"Fat  chance  of  that.  We  got  three  hours  to  go,  and  the  tail  end 
won't  quit.  Them  soft-headed  brake  monkeys  wanta  get  back  to  Benton  for 
the  fights  tonight.  We'll  pull  out  again  about  six,  I  guess." 

"Yeah?  So  I  don't  get  no  sleep  at  all." 

"Aw,  quit  your  beefin'.  You're  gettin'  lazier  than  George 
Tirnford.  One  of  these  days  ..."  The  station  door  slammed,  cutting  off 
the  deep  growl  of  the  engineer. 

The  man  behind  the  hedge  shrugged  and  scraped  a  match  on  the 
seat  of  his  war  surplus  pants,  his  unshaven  face  twisted  half  mockingly 
as  he  lighted  his  cigarette.  So,  after  five  years  and  more  they  still 
remembered  him,  and  still  used  the  expression  Walter  Morgan  had  made  into 
a  popular  by-word,  "As  lazy  as  George  Tirnford"  -  a  sort  of  verbal  monument 
to  his  reputation  in  the  town.  Local  boy  makes  good,  or  something.  George 
Tirnford  flipped  the  spent  match  in  a  long  arc  and  started  across  the  grass 
toward  Main  Street. 

It  was  too  bad  he  hadn't  arranged  his  homecoming  for  a  better 
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hour,  and  given  folks  warning.  They' d’ve  had  the  band  out  at  the  station 
for  sure,  and  a  glad  hand  committee  making  speeches.  Peaksville  would 
know  how  to  do  things  up  properly  for  her  favorite  son,  For  George  Nelson 
Timford,  town  bum.  Well,  they'd  have  to  be  satisfied  with  this  half¬ 
accidental  one  day  visit  before  he  moved  on  again,  and  nuts  to  them.  At 
least  he  had  learned  one  thing  in  the  war  -  that  there  were  other  places 
in  the  world  besides  Peaksville, 

The  grass  on  the  company  lawn  needed  cutting,  and  the  heavy  dew 
soaked  through  his  unpolished  boots  and  felt  cold  on  his  feet  before  he 
had  gone  half  way  to  the  fence  that  divided  lawn  and  street.  The  first 
breath  of  early  morning  wind  stirred  up  the  mist  in  eddies  around  him  and 
drove  damp  chills  through  his  faded  airforce  windbreaker.  He  felt  for  the 
buttons  at  the  neck  of  his  shirt,  remembered  they  were  missing,  and  thrust 
his  hands  into  his  pockets.  After  a  minute  he  reached  the  fence  at  the 
comer  and  vaulted  on  to  the  board  sidewalk  that  led  anglewise  to  where 
Main  Street  started  its  long,  steep  climb  to  the  hospital  at  the  other  end. 

There  had  been  crowds  at  the  Peaksville  station  six  years  ago 
when  he  had  gone  away,  but  that  was  because  Bill  Forsland  and  Alf  Taylor, 
Jim  Sadler  and  Don  Williston  were  leaving  at  the  same  time.  Henry  Timson 
had  been  away  on  business,  and  no  one  had  paid  very  much  attention  to 
Timford  except  Sven  Hjalmer  and  his  wife  Jean. 

They  had  been  there  to  see  him  off,  but  most  because  of  Dinty. 

The  Hjalmers  had  wanted  his  dog  almost  from  the  first  day,  and  it  had 
been  as  no  favor  to  him  that  they  had  agreed  to  take  him  while  George 
wa3  away.  At  the  same  time  they  did  think  they  owed  him  something,  so 
they  stood  around  the  platform  until  the  train  was  ready  to  pull  out. 
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They'd  put  on  their  best  clothes,  too,  probably  to  show  folks  they  weren't 
in  the  same  class  as  the  town  bum  even  if  they  did  come  down  to  see  him  off. 
George  had  caught  himself  wishing  the  train  would  get  moving  and  bring  an 
end  to  the  waiting, 

Sven  had  shifted  from  one  foot  to  the  other  uneasily,  trying  to 
think  of  something  to  talk  about,  "I  locked  up  Dinty  in  the  bam, 11  he'd 
explained  for  the  tenth  time,  "He  would  want  to  go  too.  War  iss  no  place 
for  dogs,  but  he  don't  know  that.  Maybe  yet  he  ron  away  and  yoin  up,  yah." 
The  joke  hadn't  been  much  good,  and  Sven  had  been  the  only  one  to  laugh, 

"Dogs  iss  like  peoples, "  his  wife  had  said.  "Iss  used  to  place, 
they  don't  like  moving.  Pretty  soon,  though,  he  iss  used  to  uss." 

Yeah,  that  was  it.  Already  they  had  been  planning  it  so  they 
wouldn't  have  to  give  the  dog  back.  Well,  they  wouldn't  be  worried  about 
that  now.  A  five-year-old  dog  wouldn't  last  the  six  years  he  had  been  away. 

His  heavy  boots  clattered  on  the  uneven  boards  of  the  sidewalk 
as  he  turned  up  Main  Street,  and  almost  unconsciously  he  tried  to  walk 
softly,  A  couple  of  doors  beyond  the  drab  mass  of  the  Elks'  Hall  a  light 
gleamed  in  Dick  Wong's  Laundry,  George  clung  close  to  the  wall  until  he 
satisfied  himself  that  it  was  only  the  night  light,  with  no  one  inside  to 
see  him  go  past.  In  a  few  hours  he  would  be  strolling  this  same  street 
in  broad  daylight,  but  he  didn't  want  word  of  his  homecoming  to  run  too 
far  ahead  of  him.  If  it  did,  he  wouldn't  have  the  fun  of  seeing  the 
undisguised  reactions  of  honest  citizens  to  the  surprise  reappearance  of 
the  town  bum, 

A  few  steps  more  brought  him  to  Weaver's  Barber  Shop  and  the 
narrow  bench  set  in  the  sloping  doorway.  It  was  too  early  for  his  appearance 
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to  keep  customers  away.  A  year  or  so  before  he  had  left  town  he’d  had  that 
explained  to  him  by  Frank  Weaver  himself,  and  had  been  requested  to  find 
some  other  place  to  do  his  lounging.  He  couldn’t  blame  the  fat  little 
barber,  but  perhaps  now  he  would  concede  him  five  or  six  minutes,  one  for 
each  year  he  had  been  away. 

The  wind  was  a  little  stronger  now  and  the  mist  was  thinning 
into  long,  fleeing  wisps.  From  the  railway  yards  came  the  crash  and 
squeal  of  freight  cars  being  shunted  carelessly  into  place.  Across  the 
street,  store  signs  were  beginning  to  glow  with  the  anticipation  of  sun¬ 
rise.  George  slouched  on  the  bench  and  built  himself  another  cigarette, 
his  dark  eyes  staring  in  front  of  him  to  where  Morgan's  Home  Grocery 
flaunted  its  entrance  way  of  yellow  and  blue. 

Morgan's  meant  something  to  George.  It  stood  as  a  landmark,  a 
reminder  of  his  first  job,  and  of  the  first' time  he  had  been  fired.  James 
Morgan  hadn't  been  too  anxious  to  hire  him  in  the  first  place,  but  there 
hadn't  been  another  boy  willing  to  do  the  work  for  the  wages  offered.  It 
could  have  been  good  business  to  hire  the  boy  who  was  virtually  an  orphan 
since  his  father  had  drifted  away  to  escape  the  town's  sneers  at  his  Indian 
wife.  With  his  mother  gone  back  to  her  tribe  on  the  reservation,  there 
hadn't  been  anyone  to  advise  him  what  to  expect  for  the  long  hours  Morgan 
demanded.  Here  was  labor  cheap  enough  to  satisfy  even  the  pudgy,  thick- 
lipped  grocer,  and  he  could  smile  greasily  and  claim  praise  at  Board  of 
Trade  meetings  for  his  tolerance.  Best  of  all,  he'd  have  someone  for  his 
own  son  Walter  to  order  around  without  interfering  with  his  other  employees. 

It  was  too  bad  it  hadn't  worked  out  that  way.  If  Walter  had 
remembered  to  lock  the  back  door  behind  his  extract-drinking  customers, 
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George  might  have  been  there  for  quite  some  time,  but  the  door  had  been 
left  open,  and  someone  had  taken  the  chance  to  stock  up  enough  free  grocer¬ 
ies  for  the  winter.  In  the  morning  it  had  been  George  who  was  blamed  for 
the  younger  Morgan's  carelessness.  Even  now  the  injustice  of  it  rankled. 

"I  was  willing  to  take  a  chance  with  you, "  James  Morgan  had 
raged  at  George.  "I  should  have  known  you  can't  trust  a  breed.  Your  job 
was  to  see  all  doors  were  locked.  Now  you've  cost  me  a  wagon  load  of 
groceries,  if  you  didn't  steal  them  yourself," 

"How  do  you  know  I  left  the  door  open?"  George  had  demanded. 
Morgan's  eyes  had  been  cold  as  dead  fish.  "Walter  was  the  first 
one  down  this  morning,  I  got  my  information  from  him. " 

Sitting  there  in  front  of  the  barber  shop,  George  smiled.  Even 
as  a  kid  he  had  a  knack  of  making  the  truth  unpalatable  -  like  giving 
James  Morgan  the  real  lowdown  on  his  son, 

"Walter's  just  about  the  biggest  liar  in  town,"  he  had  declared 
hotly.  "I'll  bet  he  left  the  door  open  himself." 

Well,  after  that  he  had  been  out  of  a  job,  and  seething  inside 
at  the  unfairness  of  it.  Catching  Walter  in  an  alley  a  couple  of  nights 
later  and  beating  him  senseless  had  been  balm  to  his  wounded  pride,  but  it 
didn't  make  anything  easier,  and  if  Henry  Timson  hadn't  been  justice  of  the 
peace  George  would  have  gone  to  jail. 

Most  folks  didn't  seem  to  think  much  of  Henry  Timson,  George 
thought  wonderingly.  They  did  admit  he  was  a  good  enough  editor,  but  they 
were  a  little  resentful  when  he  was  appointed  J.P.  He  didn't  have  any 
dignity,  they  said.  But  he  was  honest,  and  that  was  something  in  Feaks- 
ville,  and  he  saw  more  through  those  thick  lenses  of  his  than  most  people 
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thought.  He’d  been  able  to  see  through  the  Morgans  anyhow,  and  at  the  end 
of  things  father  and  son  were  tight-lipped  with  anger  and  he,  George  Tim- 
ford,  was  free. 

George  got  to  his  feet  again,  flexing  his  shoulders  to  shake  the 
cold  out  of  him,  and  moved  on  up  the  street. 

George  had  worked  for  the  little  editor  occasionally  after  that, 
but  there  wasn’t  much  he  could  do  around  the  print  shop,  and  Henry  Timson 
had  not  been  able  to  afford  to  keep  him.  The  rest  of  the  business  men 
in  town  had  listened  to  James  Morgan,  and  had  lined  up  solidly  behind  the 
Morgan  policy  toward  George.  A  sensible  kid  would  have  left  town  for 
some  place  where  he  wasn't  known,  but  someone  had  to  show  a  little  more  of 
the  Tirnford  stubbornness  than  his  father  had  been  able  to  muster,  enough 
at  least  to  stick  to  his  little  shack  at  the  edge  of  town  and  manage  to 

f 

live  somehow. 

Once  the  Board  of  Trade  had  tried  to  have  him  moved  out  and 
sent  to  a  government  home,  but  the  fact  that  he  was  sixteen  and  had  Henry 
Timson  on  his  side  spoiled  their  plans.  As  long  as  he  paid  his  taxes  on 
the  shack  and  didn't  become  a  public  charge  on  the  town  there  was  nothing 
they  could  do. 

There  was  a  light  in  Mah  Wing's  All-Nite  Restaurant,  washed-out 
and  tired  looking  in  the  broadening  daylight.  George  drifted  across  the 
street  to  avoid  passing  the  place.  He  reached  the  far  sidewalk  in  front 
of  Mrs,  Conroy's  Hat  Shop  and  paused  to  look  in  the  window.  Mrs.  Conroy 
was  a  pleasant  woman,  George  remembered,  but  somehow  he  had  always  felt 
she  was  being  kind  to  him  in  a  patronizing  way  that  made  him  uncomfortable. 
Her  hats  were  as  modern  and  a  good  deal  better  made  than  most  one  saw  in 
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the  cities,  but  her  shop  hadn't  grown  any  in  the  last  six  years.  Probably 
the  women  of  Peaksville  still  bought  their  hats  in  Benton  whenever  they  had 
cash  to  spend, 

George  could  have  worked  steadily  even  through  the  depression  if 
he  had  been  willing  to  leave  town.  From  somewhere  he  had  inherited  a 
natural  understanding  of  animals,  and  could  handle  them  with  an  ease  that 
real  farmers,  and  some  of  the  ranchers  farther  out,  could  appreciate. 
Somehow,  though,  it  had  been  a  matter  of  pride  with  him  to  stay  in  town 
as  much  as  he  could,  lounging  along  Main  Street  and  making  the  respectable 
citizens  angry  and  uncomfortable.  Once  in  a  while  he  did  have  to  take  a 
country  job,  and  it  was  on  one  of  these  occasions  that  Frank  Daniluk  had 
given  him  the  cocker  pup, 

"I  got  already  too  much  dogs, "  Frank  had  explained,  grinning 
at  the  delighted  amazement  on  George's  face,  "Dogs,  dogs,  all  over  place 
is  dam'  dogs.  You  take  one  for  favor,  I  no  want  so  too  much  dogs," 

George  had  chosen  one  that  was  at  least  principally  cocker,  a 
black  ball  of  fat  with  a  pink  tongue  that  lolled  comically  from  one  comer 
of  its  mouth,  and  a  way  of  canting  its  head  to  one  side  over  a  problem. 

When  he  left  the  Daniluk  place  he  had  taken  the  dog,  already  christened 
Dinty,  to  be  his  partner  in  the  little  outskirts  shack. 

Peaksville,  George  recalled,  had  accepted  Dinty  in  the  same  way 
it  accepted  him,  from  necessity  and  with  a  bad  grace.  They  had  blamed 
the  dog  for  every  possible  misdemeanor,  but  when  challenged  had  never  been 
able  to  offer  proof.  Ben  Seevers,  obsequious  and  fawning  before  the  great 
ones  of  Peaksville,  had  tried  to  poison  the  dog,  but  had  been  clumsy  about 
it.  George  had  spotted  the  poisoned  meat  in  time.  Joe  kimler  had  sought  to 
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bully  Dinty  as  he  dared  not  bully  George,  and  had  kicked  the  pup  from  the 
sidewalk  almost  into  the  path  of  Mayor  Gordon's  car.  George's  dark  face 
wore  a  half  smile  as  he  moved  on  up  the  street.  When  Ben,  the  poison 
artist,  had  come  out  of  hospital,  he  had  thought  it  wiser  to  pretend 
ignorance  of  the  person  who  had  put  him  there,  and  Joe  Kimler  had  salvaged 
his  pride  with  the  story  that  his  broken  jaw  had  come  from  a  fall  from  a 
ladder.  The  townsfolk  had  appeared  to  accept  their  stories,  but  they  had 
left  Dinty  alone  after  that. 

Mayor  Gordon's  Bijou  was  offering  a  special  attraction,  a  picture 
George  had  seen  in  Nijmegen  more  than  two  years  ago,  though  the  notices 
outside  the  theatre  suggested  a  world  premiere  or  something.  George  passed 
on  with  a  shrug  and  stood  in  front  of  Ollie  Craig's  Hardware,  wondering  if 
Ollie  had  given  up  the  habit  of  wearing  military  clothes.  To  anyone  else 
a  desk  job  in  Ottawa  during  World  War  I  wouldn't  have  been  reason  enough 
to  play  soldier  for  the  next  thirty  years.  Ollie  had  come  home  a  veteran, 
and  had  played  it  for  all  it  was  worth.  That  was  one  thing  about  Ollie  that 
disgusted  even  Sven  Hjalmer. 

"Iss  not  much  hero  makes  such  fuss, "  Sven  had  said  about  Ollie 
the  day  the  big  Swede  had  come  to  offer  George  ten  dollars  for  his  dog. 

"Iss  crooked,  too, "  Hjalmer  had  added  as  a  further  condemnation. 

The  sun  was  up  enough  now  to  catch  the  tops  of  the  signs  along 
the  west  side  of  the  street.  The  rearguard  of  the  mist  had  retired  to 
the  low  ground  back  of  the  station.  George  angled  back  across  the  street 
again,  debating  with  himself  whether  he  should  go  in  and  register  at  the 
Gregory  Hotel,  If  old  man  Gregory  were  still  alive  he  wouldn't  like  it, 
probably.  He  had  made  it  pretty  clear  to  George  that  he  didn't  care  for 


0  ,9;  h-d  .*on  benab  erf  ns  yiciia  ^Hud 

<?o  ^  1  not  \o'  'so  riiaq  orii  oini  ieo!r>.[B  rflswsbie 

dj  tnoo  nsi\  .oso-.is  t  i  an  no  bovo/ii  ori  as  slim  XXed  b  s*icw 

i.  ill;  i/nrfi  erf  tX*iiqeorf  lo  ii/o  eraos  barf  ^isiiiB 

r  £  ori  i  -jkoo  bjsrf  iBl  nsjicnd  siri  i.~rfi  ^oie  erfi  rfiiw  ebiiq  eirf 

.•  i  o  .3  cic,  liorfj  cqe&os  oi  hi ■■  noqq;  barf  Uclanwoi  srfT  .*r9bbal 

,  i  '  -ilr  9i.ols  ilel 

•  .  ,’i  ,  1?p  T'toeq  v'-s'i  iiErii  31  ora  neseafciW  ni  nsss  barf  ©sioei) 

Boa  .  *■  ®i8&SSWi  eiis&rfi  erfi  obieiuo 

t  lo  incil  ni  booie  bria  jinrfe  s  rfih 

.ssrfiolo  list.  hr.  (la saw  lo  iidarf  srfi  qn  rievi^  barf  ei  . 
-o3Bai  Keen  evarf  i'rt  /.trow  I  tbw  blio'rf  ^nxinb  swaiiO  ni  cfot  tfseb  s 
,  ioi-j  s  9rao,  3  ifirf  9J.110  .si£3^  viilrii  ixen  erfi  tol  isibloa  ^alq  oi 
or  110  job.'  •  9 no  ?.s*r  isuT  .riiiow  saw  ii  11b  io!  ii  be-^slq  barf  bna 

.*iyra.i'fi;.rf  n9vb  nore  b9iengsib 
■1  nov.  "  ,eei'i  ns  n  ?  >. -  oiert  doura  ion  sel5' 

. 

.  •:  j  ••  i  l£«(,H  "  toci  ,bi>j(or.TD  re.  ' 

ji.u!  i  oic^ie  orfl  lo  eqoi  orfi  rfoiao  oi  won  rigoocie  qu  saw  nn«  orfT 

cl  :  :  :  •  si^-froi  »rfT  ,ioeii  erfi  lo  obis  isow  9rfi 

a  ■■  .  .  -.oiip.ie  3rfi  i .  aoad  bn^ois  wol  oiii 

f  b  -  -  , i?  erf  lorii’jrfw  lley-Jri  rfiiw  gniisdeb  ,niss« 

•xol  tnts  '  b  oti  iarii  ©a':  isaio  'Ciisiq  ii  ebaax  barf  eH  .^Idsdonq 


10 


breeds  around  his  hotel,  but  he  couldn't  very  well  refuse  an  ex-flight- 
sergeant  . 

When  he  got  right  down  to  it,  George  couldn't  think  of  any  good 
reason  for  his  return  to  Peaksville.  Certainly  he  knew  he  wasn't  wanted. 
He  hadn’t  written  in  the  six  years  he  had  been  away  simply  because  there 
hadn't  been  anyone  to  write  to.  He  had  thought  of  dropping  a  line  to 
Henry  Timson,  but  the  old  editor  would  have  taken  it  as  a  news  story, 
probably  have  printed  it  in  his  paper,  and  the  town  would  have  laughed 
itself  sick.  As  for  the  Hjalmers,  they  had  got  what  they  wanted  out  of 
him  and  that  was  that.  The  only  creature  in  all  Peaksville  who  would  have 
been  pleased  to  see  him  was  Dinty,  and  he'd  have  died  long  ago.  Still, 
here  he  was  back  in  his  old  home  town,  with  the  idea  half  formed  in  his 
mind  that  he  might  threaten  to  stay  to  haunt  Main  Street  between  jobs  and 
^give  the  solid  citizens  something  to  talk  about.  Then  when  he’d  got  them 
all  worked  up  he'd  pull  out  again,  laughing  at  their  discomfiture.  It 
wasn't  much  of  an  ambition  for  a  man  of  twenty-nine,  but  since  when  did 
ambition  pay  off? 

On  second  thought  he  decided  to  pass  up  the  hotel,  not  wanting 
people  to  think  he  was  playing  the  returned  veteran  line.  Instead,  he 
decided  to  walk  out  back  of  the  hospital  and  see  what  was  left  of  his 
shack.  By  that  time  the  town  would  be  waking  up,  and  he  could  make  his 
official  entrance.  He  was  crossing  Elm  Street  when  the  cenotaph  in  the 
middle  of  the  road  caught  his  attention,  and  lie  whistled  soundlessly.  Of 
course  he  had  known  that  some  of  Peaksville 's  sons  would  have  returned. 

He  himself  had  been  reported  killed  in  action  once.  It  just  didn't  seem 
natural  that  the  citizens  would  30  publicly  remind  themselves  they  owed 
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anyone  for  keeping  their  lousy  little  town  safe  for  democracy.  George 
stepped  from  the  sidewalk  and  moved  across  the  dusty  street  for  a  better 
look. 

The  cenotaph  wasn't  large  -  just  a  plain,  square  granite  column. - 
but  the  workmanship  was  perfect  from  the  simple  "For  Freedom"  on  its  face 
to  the  neat  rows  of  names  on  the  other  three  sides.  That  would  be  Joe 
Zimski's  work,  George  decided,  and  turned  his  attention  to  the  names. 

Barker,  Collins,  -  so  Mama's  boy  had  joined  up  after  all  -  Finley,  Graham, 
Kitchen  -  he  had  known  them  all,  of  course,  all  worthy  sons  of  good,  respect¬ 
able  families,  Lumley,  Moore,  Moxon  -  the  one  kid  in  the  school  who  had 
taken  his  side,  whatever  the  reason  -  Pervis,  Quillam  -  why, the  thing  read 
like  a  social  register.  And  here  on  the  third  side  -  Sadler,  Timson  -  it 
would  be  tough  on  the  old  man  to  have  no  one  to  carry  on  his  beloved 

Independent .  Let's  see,  where  was  he?  Oh,  Sadler,  Timson,  Tirnford,  Tra - 

Timfordl 

Why,  he  was  Tirnford,  just  as  it  was  on  the  sone  -  Tirnford,  G.N! 
They  must  have  got  that  mistaken  war  bulletin,  and  there  he  was,  with  Timson 
above  him  and  Travis  below,  just  as  though  he  belonged.  In  spite  of  all  the 
things  they  had  thought  him,  bum,  lounger,  drunk  -  even  thief  according  to 
James  Morgan  -  it  didn't  make  any  difference,  and  there  he  was,  Tirnford, 

G.N.,  right  up  there  with  the  fellows  who  had  been  something,  "honored  by  a 
grateful  community  -  remembered  forever."  That's  what  it  said  on  the  stone  - 
"Remembered  Forever. "  George  Nelson  Tirnford  sat  down  quickly  on  the  curb, 
his  eyes  fastened  on  the  square-cut  stone, 

A  thing  like  this  was  something  you  had  to  puzzle  out.  Why,  most 
likely  James  Morgan  had  paid  his  share  toward  the  cost  of  the  cenotaph,  and 
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Walter  was  his  father's  partner.  They  would  have  been  on  the  memorial 
committee.  Almost  certainly  Ollie  Craig  would  have  been  chairman,  and  the 
rest  of  the  members  would  have  been  chosen  from  the  Board  of  Trade.  Henry 
Timson  would  have  wanted  him  there,  but  his  voice  would  have  been  just  one 
among  many,  and  the  people  whose  sons  and  husbands  were  listed  there  would 
have  had  some  say.  Out  of  the  whole  bunch,  Henry  Timson  had  been  the  only 
one  who  would  speak  to  him  as  an  equal,  the  only  one  who  hadn't  thought 
Peaksville  better  off  without  him.  Yet,  there  he  was.  A  fellow  just  couldn't 
figure  it. 

The  skirmish  between  sun  and  mist  was  over  now  and  the  street  was 
clear  right  down  to  the  railway  yards  where  the  freight  fireman  was  building 
up  his  steam.  Up  the  other  way,  the  yellow  stucco  of  the  hospital  gleamed 
almost  golden.  A  single  ray  of  sunlight  cut  through  between  the  hotel  and 
Martin's  Music  Store  to  pick  out  in  sharp  relief  the  cenotaph  and  the  letters 
carved  upon  it.  George  stirred  uneasily. 

A  block  away  to  the  east  the  Peaksville  Public  and  High  School 
stood  silhouetted  against  the  bright  sky,  its  long  shadow  reaching  out  toward 
him.  They'd  kicked  him  around  there  too,  but  all  the  same  it  was  the  one 
place  he  could  remember  with  any  pleasure.  The  kids  had  ganged  up  against 
him,  of  course,  following  the  lead  of  their  parents,  had  taunted  him  with 
Indian  calls  and  cries  of  "Breed!"  until  he  had  been  forced  to  smash  their 
teeth  in;  and  even  inside  the  school  the  teachers  had  been  unwillingly  fair 
to  him,  as  though  it  somehow  undermined  their  belief  in  respectability  to 
give  him  first  class  marks.  But  there  had  been  books  in  the  school  library, 
books  with  beautiful,  living  words  in  them,  and  he  had  read  and  tried  to 
write  until  at  last  some  of  those  words  did  the  things  he  wanted  thorn  to  do 
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for  him  -  not  as  well  as  he  had  wanted,  but  Henry  Timson  had  thought  it 
worth  while  to  print  a  couple  of  his  articles. 

Maybe  you  could  figure  it  out  after  all.  Maybe  folks  thought 
that  being  killed  trying  to  do  a  job  sort  of  made  up  for  what  a  fellow  had 
been  before.  Some  fellows  just  couldn’t  make  a  go  of  anything  until  some 
emergency  came  along,  and  then  they'd  turned  out  to  be  big  men.  Maybe  that 
was  the  way  it  was  supposed  to  be  with  him.  Perhaps  folks  forgot  the  things 
they'd  thought  about  him  because  in  their  minds  he  had  had  a  vital  part  in 
saving  something  they  thought  a  lot  of.  He'd  done  something  for  them,  for 
Peaksville,  and  they  had  paid  him  in  full  with  the  gift  they  prized  most, 
the  gift  of  respectability.  In  Peaksville,  George  Nelson  Timford  was  a 
success.  ' 

Oh,  he  was  a  success  all  right  -  just  as  long  as  he  was  dead! 

Let  one  person  recognize  him  and  spread  the  word  that  he  was  alive,  and  the 
whole  thing  would  be  finished.  He'd  be  back  where  he  started,  with  the 
town  a  little  resentful  of  the  hoax  he  had  unwittingly  played  on  them. 

George  could  just  hear  the  town's  voices, 

"Yes,  that's  George  Timford."  That  would  be  James  Morgan  talking. 
"He  never  was  one  to  be  trusted.  Even  pretended  to  be  killed  in  action  so 
we'd  put  his  name  up  there  on  the  cenotaph,  and  then  he  came  back  here  as 
much  of  a  bum  as  ever.  Why,  I  was  just  saying  to  Walter  ..." 

Or  perhaps  Mrs.  Conroy  would  have  a  word  to  say.  "Of  course  I 
do  try  to  be  charitable,  you  know,  and  think  -  yes,  even  think  the  best  of 
everyone,  especially  the  unfortunates,  you  know.  Hut  it  does  seem  to  me 
he  might  have  let  us  -  well,  there  must  have  been  someone  he  could  have 


written  to." 
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Sven  Hjalmer  and  his  wife  would  hiss  over  it  seriously  as  they 
drank  their  thick,  bitter  coffee, 

"Iss  not  seeming  honest,  sort  of," 

"Iss  better  he  should  let  uss  know,  yah," 

Henry  Timson  might  guess  at  the  truth  of  it,  but  he  would  know 
better  than  to  try  to  explain  to  an  outraged  town. 

Surprised  a  little,  George  realized  that  it  wasn't  just  what 
happened  to  him  that  mattered  so  much.  There  was  something  in  Peaksville 
itself  -  the  something  that  made  their  gesture  toward  him  possible  -  that 
was  somehow  worth  protecting.  In  a  way  it  wouldn't  be  quite  fair  to  come 
back  now.  It  was  as  though  underneath  all  its  meanness,  its  narrow-minded 
smugness,  the  town  did  have  a  soul  or  whatever  you'd  call  it  that  made  up 
for  all  the  rest.  It  wouldn't  be  fair  to  show  folks  that  even  that  was  just 
a  mistake, 

George  glanced  down  at  the  square,  expensive  German  watch  on  his 
wrist.  It  was  now  5.39.  The  freight  he  had  come  on  was  going  back  at  six. 
He  would  pick  up  his  bag  where  he  had  left  it  behind  the  hedge  and  climb 
into  another  gondola,  or  an  empty  box  if  he  were  lucky,  and  no  one  would 
be  the  wiser.  Folks  would  go  right  on  glancing  occasionally  at  his  name 
and  saying,  "Oh  ye3,  George  Timford.  For  a  long  time  we  used  to  think  him 
a  bum,  but  he  showed  he'd  good  stuff  in  him  at  the  end."  Whether  they 
thought  of  him  or  not,  he'd  still  be  "honored  by  a  grateful  community  - 
remembered  forever,"  There  was  almost  sure  to  be  a  town  somewhere  -  some¬ 
where  far  enough  away  -  that  needed  a  town  bum.  The  grim,  sardonic  thought 
died  half  formed  in  his  mind.  Somehow  George  knew  he'd  never  really  be  a 
bum  again.  Maybe  it  was  the  things  they  do  to  you  before  they  make  you  an 
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N.C.O.  Well,  he’d  better  get  along.  He’d  better  catch  that  freight. 

There  wasn’t  one  single  sould  in  town  who  would  be  glad  to  see  him  anyhow. 
George  Tirnford  turned  to  go,  but  the  names  on  the  cenotaph  drew  him  back. 
Barker,  Collins,  Finley  .  .  . 

From  up  the  hill  and  off  to  the  side,  on  Mountain  Street,  came 
the  sound  of  iron  shod  wheels  bumping  and  scraping  over  rocks  and  gravel. 
That  would  be  Sven  Hjalmer  delivering  his  milk  before  going  to  work  at  the 
mill.  In  the  old  days  he  would  have  had  Dinty  racing  ahead  of  the  wagon, 
enjoying  a  morning's  nan  before  settling  down  to  help  George  with  his 
loafing.  Well,  in  a  minute  Sven  would  be  turning  on  to  Main  Street,  and 
then  it  would"  be  too  late  to  get  away.  Well,  so  long,  Peaksville. 

George  turned  town  the  hill.  His  heavy  boots  had  taken  three 
full  steps  when  suddenly  he  stopped.  Of  course  it  was  just  in  his  mind, 
but  somehow  he  was  sure  he  had  heard  a  familiar  bark.  It  had  seemed  to 
come  from  behind  him,  from  up  the  hill  near  Mountain  Street,  just  one 
sharp  bark  packed  full  of  sudden  recognition  and  sheer  doggie  delight. 

Why,  it  sounded  like  -  it  sounded  like  Dinty* 

For  a  moment  george  stood  as  though  rooted,  nor  daring  to  turn, 
and  then  he  did  turn,  and  a  lump  rose  in  his  throat  and  something  seemed 
to  tug  at  his  chest.  His  eyes,  staring  up  Main  Street,  seemed  all  out  of 
focus  until  he  could  hardly  make  out  the  miracle  that  was  happening  there. 
The  trees  and  the  houses  and  the  street  itself  dissolved  around  him,  and 
all  he  Could  see  was  a  mass  of  black  fur  charging  downhill  toward  him,  ears 
flying,  paws  ripping  at  the  hard  road  in  a  wild  frenzy  of  haste,  every 
muscle  straining  to  reach  the  seedy,  unshaven  creature  by  the  cenotaph. 

The  last  ten  feet  was  a  single  wild,  excited  leap,  and  George  came  suddenly 
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alive  to  open  his  arms  and  brace  himself  to  catch  the  hurtling  mass  of  fur. 
Then  he  was  down  on  his  knees  in  the  dust,  his  arms  around  the  dog,  his 
fingers  tingling  with  the  quivering  joy  of  each  muscle  beneath  the  black 
coat. 

"Dinty!  Dinty  dog,fn 

George  Timford  did  not  hear  the  wagon  turn  the  corner  on  to 
Main  Street  and  bump  its  way  down  the  hill.  He  did  not  hear  the  big  blond 
man's  amazed  "Whoa!"  as  he  jerked  his  horses  to  a  sliding  stop  and  leaped 
from  his  wagon.  Only  when  a  big  hand  was  laid  upon  his  shoulder  did  George 
look  up,  his  grin  crooked  as  he  saw  Sven  Hjalmer  looking  down  at  him  in 
amazement,  and  the  realization  reached  him  that  George  Timford,  Peaksville 
hero,  was  no  more, 

"Hello,  Sven." 

Sven's  blue  eyes  opened  still  wider  and  a  delighted  grin  spread 
across  his  wide,  windswept  face.  "By  gosh,  man,  iss  Yorge.  Yorge,  you 
old  yigger,  you]  By  gosh,  iss  good  to  see  you! " 

The  big  man  laughed  out  loud  like  a  boy,  and  George  felt  his  own 
whiskery  face  breaking  into  a  grin. 

"I  -  it  sure  was  a  surprise  to  see  Dinty, "  he  said,  grasping 
Sven's  hand.  "I  thought  he'd  have  died  long  ago.  Say,  he  sure  knew  me, 
didn't  he?" 

"Yah,  sure.  Iss  taking  good  care  of  him  for  you.  He  thinks  with 

l 

uss  you  came  back  maybe.  By  gosh,  Yorge,  iss  something,  yah?"  He  ran  back 
to  his  wagon  and  turned  again  with  a  quart  bottle  of  milk  in  his  huge  fist. 
"Iss  last  one.  Then  we  take  good  news  to  Yean.  By  gosh,  iss  good  news  for 


town  too.  You  wait." 
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Sven  Hjalmer  started  across  the  street,  his  big  boots  churning 
up  the  dust,  the  milk  bottle  swinging  in  his  hand,  George  hugged  Dinty* s 
wriggling  body  close  and  turned  again  to  the  cenotaph,  his  eyes  drawn 
irresistibly  to  his  name  engraved  there.  They’d  have  to  call  Joe  Zimski 
back  and  have  it  taken  off.  One  of  Peaksville’s  sons,  Tirnford,  G.N.,  was 
home  again. 
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Chapter  2 


At  ten  minutes  to  seven  that  morning,  Henry  Timson 
sighed  and  turned  back  to  fasten  the  gate.  The  catch  never  had  worked 
properly  since  Willie  Forman  had  fixed  it  that  time,  and  Martha  had  paid 
him  fifty  cents  for  the  job.  His  thin  shoulders  settling  into  their  long 
habit  of  patience  at  such  things,  Henry  pulled  the  gate  shut  carefully, 
jiggled  the  catch  into  place,  and  turned  away  once  again. 

Whoever  had  coined  the  word  "handyman",  Henry  thought,  must  have 
intended  it  as  a  joke  to  describe  such  men  as  Willie  Forman.  Why,  right 
here  in  Peaksville  there  must  be  a  hundred  squeaking  doors  and  stuck  windows 
and  crooked  hinges  -  yes,  and  open  gates  -  to  prove  Willie  anything  but 
handy.  Still  people  hired  him,  and  for  better  wages  each  year,  and  Willie 
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made  a  good  living.  Making  a  living  wasn’t  to  be  taken  lightly  these  days. 

"I  could  use  that  for  next  week’s  editorial,"  he  muttered  to  him¬ 
self,  and  then  decided  against  it.  "They  wouldn’t  think  I  knew  enough 
about  being  a  success, "  he  concluded  wryly. 

For  a  minute  he  stood  looking  down  at  Martha's  lobelia  flanking 
the  cracked  cement  of  a  Willie  Forman  sidewalk,  and  then  turned  from  his 
own  half-cared-for  property  and  started  up  the  street  past  Jim  Grainger's 
new  stucco  cottage,  Bert  Willoughby' s  storey-and-a-half,  and  Ollie  Craig's 
big  bungalow  on  the  comer.  As  he  walked  he  tried  to  settle  his  mind  to 
composing  the  editorial  that  was  his  excuse  for  being  out  so  early. 

Ollie 's  grounds  were  larger  than  the  rest,  and  marked  off  with 
Manitoba  maples  that  he  been  transplanted  from  the  back  half  of  the  cemetery. 
Henry  was  grateful  for  the  shade  that  kept  the  early  morning  sun  from 
flashing  on  the  heavy  glass  of  his  steel-rimmed  spectacles,  but  the  very 
act  of  enjoying  something  of  Ollie 's  made  him  feel  uncomfortably  like  a 
conspirator.  It  was  as  though  he  were  accepting  a  tiny  fraction  of  the 
graft  that  was  Ollie' s  life  blood. 

Even  with  his  uncertain  memory  Henry  had  no  difficulty  remembering 
the  year  when  Ollie  Craig's  big  new  bungalow  had  been  built.  It  was  1937, 
the  year  after  the  town  hospital  had  been  finished  and  the  Daughters  of 
Peaksville  had  started  their  five  year  campaign  to  raise  the  extra  six 
thousand  the  estimates  had  not  included.  Ollie  had  been  chairman  of  the 
hospital  board  and  had  approved  all  the  expenditures.  Until  Henry  had 
announced  it  on  the  front  page  of  the  Independent,  it  had  not  been  generally 
known  that  all  electrical  material  and  hardware  used  in  the  building  had 
been  bought  through  Ollie 's  hardware  store.  Henry  sighed  as  he  came  to  the 
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end  of  the  shade  and  once  more  stepped  into  the  bright  sunshine.  He 
hadn't  had  one  single  bit  of  advertising  or  printing  business  from  Ollie 
in  the  last  ten  years,  and  Martha  was  just  about  the  only  one  in  Peaks- 
ville  who  didn't  think  he  had  been  a  fool. 

Mountain  Street  rose  more  sharply  once  it  had  crossed  Craig 
Avenue,  and  Henry's  half  shuffle  slowed  a  little.  Probably  Doc  Settle 
was  wrong  about  his  heart  as  he  was  wrong  about  most  other  things,  but 
it  wouldn't  be  smart  to  take  chances.  Anyway,  he  wasn't  really  in  as 
great  a  hurry  as  he  had  pretended  to  Martha.  He  did  have  the  editorial 
to  write,  of  course,  and  Mike  Fleming  would  be  pretty  sour  about  it  if 
the  press  weren't  ready  to  roll  by  nine  o'clock.  Printers  -  even  uncertain 
ones  like  Mike  -  were  pretty  independent  these  days.  Henry  took  his  big 
railroad  watch  from  his  pocket  and  held  it  close  to  his  face.  Well,  it 
was  only  seven-ten.  Even  without  hurrying  he'd  have  plenty  of  time, 
especially  if  he  half  composed  his  editorial  on  the  way. 

His  editorial  this  week  was  going  to  be  something  unusual,  a 
far  cry  from  the  simple, folksy  stuff  he  was  accustomed  to  write.  Let's 
see.  Last  week  he  had  urged  more  swings  for  the  Elks'  playground,  and 
the  week  before  that  he  had  commended  the  Board  of  Trade's  clean-up 
campaign.  He  thought  it  was  good  stuff,  and  the  subscribers  seemed  to 
like  it.  But  this  week  he  had  a  real  scoop,  the  biggest  news  since  the 
end  of  the  war.  This  week  he  was  going  to  write  a  news  editorial  in  a 
box  right  on  the  front  page. 

A  dozen  feet  in  front  of  him  young  Jessie  Miller  burst  out  on 
the  sidewalk,  a  ten  pound  lard  pail  swinging  in  her  hand.  In  her  hurry 
she  almost  collided  with  him,  and  then  flashed  him  a  quick  smile. 
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"I  gotta  get  the  milk, 11  she  explained  breathlessly,  and  dashed 
off  across  the  street  and  through  a  vacant  lot  towards  the  once-red  bam 
where  Sven  Hjalmer  would  be  busy  milking  his  three  cows, 

Jessie’s  feet  weren't  winged,  Henry  thought;  they  were  -  jet- 
propelled.  He  was  a  little  pleased  with  himself  for  thinking  of  so  modern 
a  term.  It  would  be  nice,  though,  to  have  a  fraction  of  her  energy.  He 
couldn't  remember  a  time  when  she  wasn't  running.  Martha  said  she  must 
have  something  inside  her  that  drove  her,  something  like  a  dynamo. 

There  really  wasn't  anyone  else  in  town  to  compare  with  Jessie 
Miller  for  energy,  unless  perhaps  it  was  Windy  Landsturm,  and  Windy  didn't 
use  his  energy  just  for  the  joy  of  it.  Right  after  he  had  talked  himself 
out  of  the  army  and  was  home  again  he  had  started  to  amount  to  something, 
or  what  he  called  amounting  to  something. 

It  must  have  been  within  a  week  of  Windy's  less  than  triumphant 
homecoming  that  young  Eddie  Stewart  had  joined  the  army  and  old  Eddie's 
pacifist  heart  had  been  unable  to  stand  the  shock.  For  three  days  after 
the  funeral  the  little  Stewart  butcher  shop  had  gone  begging,  and  then 
Windy  had  picked  it  up  for  a  song.  With  the  business  he  got  a  long  list 
of  unpaid  bills  to  collect  if  he  could  -  and  Windy  could.  Within  the 
month  he  had  the  price  of  the  business  back  again  and  used  the  money  to 
move  into  a  larger  place.  He  added  a  few  lines  of  groceries  to  start  with, 
increasing  the  number  as  he  went  along.  Now  Windy  owned  a  new  car  and 
Peaksville's  version  of  the  Super-Market.  Eddie  Stewart  was  back  in  town 
too,  but  for  some  reason  he  hadn't  accepted  Windy's  offer  of  a  Job  in  the 
meat  department. 


Despite  the  care  he  had  taken  not  to  hurry,  Henry  was  puffing 
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when  he  reached  the  top  of  Mountain  Street  and  stood  with  the  hospital 
grounds  on  his  left.  The  hospital  was  built  on  a  piece  of  ground  Mayor 
Gordon  had  been  trying  to  sell  for  ten  years,  but  for  all  that  the  location 
was  a  good  one.  From  the  business  district  you  could  look  up  and  see  it 
facing  over  the  dead  end  of  Main  Street,  its  yellow  stucco  standing  four¬ 
square  as  a  monument  to  the  Daughters  of  Peaksville  and  the  town's  leading 
citizens. 

As  Henry  stood  looking  down  at  the  business  section,  Old  Man 
Greene  clattered  his  lawn  mower  around  a  lilac  bush  and  stopped  a  few 
feet  away, 

"You  might  as  well  set  on  a  bench  and  rest  a  bit, "  he  said. 

"Them  benches  cost  Peaksville  fifty  dollars  apiece,  not  includin'  paint. 
There  might  as  well  be  someone  usin'  them." 

"Why,  thank  you, "  Henry  said,  grateful  to  the  caretaker  for 
making  the  suggestion.  Henry  didn't  really  need  the  rest,  of  course, 
but  it  wouldn't  be  kind  to  the  old  man  to  refuse.  Besides,  up  here 
away  from  his  cluttered  office  was  a  good  place  to  think  over  his 
editorial, 

"Ain't  got  time  to  talk,  though,"  the  old  man  declared.  "I 
gotta  get  this  grass  mowed  before  the  dew  gets  off  it.  That  way  it 
stays  green."  He  shoved  his  battered  hat  farther  back  on  his  bald  head, 
grinned  toothlessly  at  Henry,  and  departed  in  pursuit  of  the  clattering 

mower. 

There  were  limits,  Henry  knew,  to  his  literary  gifts,  and 
though  the  ordinary  comment  on  civic  affairs  came  easily  enough  from 
his  rattly  old  typewriter,  today's  editorial  would  require  the  full 
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measure  of  his  ability,  Henry  shut  his  eyes  and  tried  to  concentrate  on 
the  opening  lines. 


The  end  of  the  present  month  will  mark 
the  end  of  an  era  in  the  business  life  of  Peaks¬ 
ville,  At  that  time  something  new  will  appear  in 
our  midst,  .  . 

That  was  good.  Every  reader  of  the  Independent  would  be  curious 
enough  to  read  more,  Henry  smiled  to  himself.  After  thirty  years  any 
fisherman  worth  his  salt  should  know  what  bait  to  use. 

One  of  our  major  businesses.  .  . 

That  was  good  too.  Keep  them  guessing  all  along  the  line. 

One  of  our  major  businesses,  one  upon 
which  so  many  of  us  have  come  to  depend,  will 
pass  from  the  control  of  its  single  proprietor 
and  citizen  of  Peaksville  into  the  control.  .  , 

No,  that  wouldn't  do.  It  wouldn't  sound  right  to  use  "control" 

twice  so  close  together.  Let's  see.  .  . 

.  .  .into  the  hands  of  a  chain  organization 
whose  branches  already  include  most  of  the  towns  in 
this  section  of  the  province.  This  will  mark  the  first 
departure  from  what  has  been  the  rule  in  Peaksville. 

This  will  be  the  first  business  ever  to  be  owned  and 
controlled  by  other  than  purely  local  people. 

Peaksville  was  exceptional  that  way,  Henry  mused,  and  opened 

his  eyes  to  look  down  Main  Street  to  where  the  Gregory  Hotel  marked  the 

beginning  of  the  business  district.  Past  the  hotel  were  Martin's  Music 

Store,  Bill's  Barber  Shop,  the  Bon  Ton,  Mah  Wing's  and  so  on,  and  on  the 

other  side  Craig's  Hardware,  the  Bijou,  Billy  Hogge's  Pool  Hall,  the 

Super-Market,  Mrs.  Conroy's  Hat  Shop,  every  one  of  them  owned  and  operated 

by  someone  right  here  in  town.  Even  the  business  blocks  were  owned  by 

local  men  -  Bert  McNeil  and  Pete  Zskorovitch  -  and  were  filled  with 
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the  offices  of  local  boys  and  girls  who  had  gone  away  and  come  back  again 
with  new  skills.  There  were  newcomers  like  Doc  Mills,  the  dentist,  and 
J.  Fred  Brander  who'd  started  in  real  estate  and  insurance  right  after  the 
war,  but  they  had  brought  their  wives  with  them  and  settled  down  to  stay. 
The  Doc  was  even  on  the  town  council.  Most  towns  would  have  had  a  chain 
store  before  they  had  a  post  office,  and  be  on  the  circuit  of  some  theatre 
corporation  soon  after.  That  was  one  thing  Peaksville  could  boast  of  - 
until  the  end  of  the  month, 

Jim  Bartlett's  year-old  cocker  came  bounding  out  from  the 
shrubbery  across  the  path  from  Henry's  bench,  its  over-size  paws  digging 
huge  holes  for  Old  Man  Greene  to  curse  over.  The  dog  wriggled  to  a  stop 
in  front  of  Henry,  its  pink  tongue  hanging  comically  from  one  side  of 
its  mouth,  its  face  deadpan  black  save  for  the  brown  eyes  inviting  Henry 
to  join  the  hunt  for  the  chipmunk  that  sat  smugly  on  a  branch  overhead. 
Henry  reached  out  ink-blackened  fingers  and  fondled  the  big  silky  ears. 

The  movement  disturbed  the  chipmunk,  who  scampered  down  the  tree  trunk 
and  disappeared,  the  cocker  once  more  hot  on  its  trail.  Henry  went  back 
to  his  editorial. 

Perhaps  some  of  our  readers  will  regret  the 
passing  of  an  old  order,  and  will  detect  in  the  new 
arrangement  something  just  a  little  less  personal  than 
formerly,  but  we  are  sure  the  proprietor  has  considered 
everything  before  deciding  to  sell.  Businesses  are 
sometimes  more  successful  when  the  public  knows  it  is 
dealing  with  a  corporation  and  can  expect  no  favors  for 
which  it  is  unwilling  to  pay.  To  the  retiring.  .  . 

The  cocker  flashed  by  again,  this  time  the  quarry  as  Old  Man 

Greene  sputtered  behind.  "Dratted  dog  digs  up  more  flowers  than  I  can 

plant, "  he  fumed. 
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Henry  opened  his  eyes  with  a  start  and  glanced  at  his  watch. 
Why,  it  was  a  quarter  to  eight.  Now  he  would  have  to  hurry  if  he  were 
not  to  keep  Mike  waiting.  He  eased  himself  from  the  bench  and  stood  up. 

'•Some  folks  say  there’s  going  to  be  a  change  down  there,  "  Old 
Man  Greene  said,  motioning  with  his  thumb  down  Main  Street.  "They  say 
some  chain  outfit’s  cornin’  in.  That  right?” 

"I’m  afraid  so,”  Henry  said,  "It’ll  all  be  in  the  paper 

tonight, ” 

"Well,  it’s  too  bad,  I  say.  Mostly  when  I  get  my  things,  why, 

I  like  to  know  the  feller  I  get  'em  from.  Chain  outfits  is  too-  too 
bustly,  like  they  didn't  care  who  you  was.  Drat  that  dogj"  he  exclaimed 
as  the  cocker  reappeared  in  a  flower  bed.  The  dog  scampered  for  safety 
as  the  old  man  took  up  the  chase. 

There  were  signs  of  life  now  in  the  houses  Henry  passed  as  he 
started  down  Main  Street,  the  thick  white  smoke  of  newly  kindled  kitchen 
fires,  the  quick  blinking  of  sleepily  raised  blinds,  the  rattle  of  pots 
from  kitchens  and  the  slamming  of  unseen  doors.  Mrs.  Ben  Feldman  was 
hanging  out  her  first  line  of  washing,  even  more  jealous  than  Martha  of 
her  reputation  as  an  early  riser.  In  front  of  George  Billings'  high  gate 
a  black  and  white  cat  stretched  itself  lazily  and  marched  off,  tail  high. 
A  moment  later  young  Hughie  Travis  appeared,  his  paper  sack  over  his 
shoulder,  his  freckled  face  puckered  in  a  grin  that  showed  the  absence  of 
three  teeth. 

"You're  out  early  this  morning,"  Henry  said. 

"I'm  always  around  this  time  on  Thursdays,"  the  boy  told  him. 
"The  Toronto  Stars  come  in  Thursdays.  I  gotta  get  them  delivered  before 


•  -  ■ '  1 r 

.  -  -'J  i&Hbop  .s  8Bw  .fi  tyQiW 

B06  fJt&t  o>lLs:  qse>i  oi  ion 

' 

icoxi«B  fbJtxe  naitf.  MM 
••  -Vi'nh  ■  ■’■:  ,i-  .00  n'  +j'  Jrc  nisric  ecioe 

isqaq  erii  nx  sd  LL&  Il'ii"  .  ’ll  « 

"  iginoi 

,  .  ^  :  nsfiw  y;Iieo:-l  «tecf  oci  e'ii  fII©W" 

;  ,»i  — oc.j  -■  3  xlv  so  risrfO  .  noil  r»'  i&§  I  isllol  »rfi  wortrf  oi  eail  I 

«  .  •  '  •  :  ■  iPrf 

c  .  v9i  ->c-  od  Q:  ,6m  t -Moil  h  fir  beifisqqsei  *xe>»ooo  srfi  8£ 

,s*<  3  .  >iO<  f  -  bio  ..  1i  as 

si*  3.3  bv  ifi  _ :  es80Q(i  ii  nuc  ran  sill  1o  en^xa  s*isk  vied! 

?.  :•  gni^nxlcf  tioiup  srii  e£9*iil 

.o  i.l  .  :*ioob  :•  -izu. r  "co  ■  rL,...,.;Ic  ©ri  bn&  enartoixa  inert '.t 
'.iinj-;  nsrii  ji/oIssc  t  tom  >sv8  ildas*  lo  ©nil  iRixl  Tori  iuo  ^nisnarf 
.ii  1  I.lJ  i  osO  x  inon’  n  .  .eir  cl*;  .ra  n  cb  noiJfii  jqorr  isri 
.ri-.id  Ii£i‘  ,  *ti  >s  1  brx  rjlissl  :. !  lil  b  rioieru  :  ifio  si.tbv  bn  :  rfojsid  a 
c  M  -:ov  ;  s  •  :ar  q  eif.  ,bo’i£  .qqn  sivmT  sxxlrjt>H  grt'o^  *i»ii&I  inemojn  A 

.  iiaei  osnrii 

,  ,  •  -<•  a '  t'i-  >  iuo  e>-: 1  ltoY" 

.  tc  •  v  ",  r-:  nii,/.'  n  si’ ii  eJtrii  br\ao*L6  evawlc-.  ra’I" 

’  Jo-  rtf  or  I  .s'iBben/ri?  nl  9'rioo  _  i<  oinoioT  9rfT" 


26. 


school  if  I  want  to  play  ball  at  noon.  I  don't  usually  see  you,  though, 
Mr.  Timson." 

"I  guess  maybe  I  am  ahead  of  usual,"  Henry  atmitted.  "I've  got 
to  write  an  editorial  I  put  off  from  yesterday," 

"Gee,  I  sure  wish  I  had  a  paper,  Mr,  Timson.  It  must  be  swell 
to  write  stuff  and  then  see  it  come  right  out  in  print  in  your  very  own 
paper.  You  aren't  thinking  of  selling  or  anything,  are  you?" 

"Would  you  be  interested?"  Henry  wanted  to  know, 

Hughie  Travis'  grin  widened,  "Well,  not  just  right  away,  Mr, 
Timson,  but  I  would  be  as  soon  as  I  got  out  of  school.  If  I  pass  this 
month  I'll  only  have  five  years  to  go, 

"That'll  give  me  just  nice  time  to  think  it  over,"  Henry  said. 
The  boy  cut  across  to  Feldman's  and  Henry  hurried  on  down  the 
street.  Just  before  he  reached  Elm  Street  the  road  divided  to  leave  a 
little  island  of  green  grass  with  a  small  cenotaph  in  the  middle.  Well, 
that  was  one  fight  we  won  with  our  paper  anyway,  Henry  reflected.  The 
town  council  had  wanted  to  put  the  cenotaph  in  the  cemetery,  close  to 
that  of  World  War  I,  but  he  had  stirred  people  up  enough  to  insist  on 
having  it  right  on  Main  Street,  somewhere  where  people  could  see  it  and 
remember  it  once  in  a  while. 

There  were  names  on  three  sides  of  the  square-cut  stone,  with 
"For  Freedom"  done  in  flowing  letters  on  the  front.  Joe  Ziniski  had  done 
the  work  on  it.  He'd  been  a  stonecutter  or  something  in  Poland.  As 
always,  Henry  stopped  for  a  minute  in  front  of  the  third  side. 

Sadler,  J.  N. 

Taylor,  A.  W. 

Timson,  D.  B. 
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Timford,  G.  N. 

Travis,  J.  V. 

Zimski,  M. 

Yes,  there  was  Joe  Zimski* s  own  boy  Metro  right  at  the  end  after  Hughie 
Travis’  brother  Jack,  It  was  hard  having  to  inscribe  your  own  boy’s 
name  on  a  cenotaph. 

In  one  way,  Henry  thought,  it  was  right  and  proper  that  the 
names  of  Travis  and  Zimski  should  be  together,  for  from  the  time  they 
could  toddle  into  trouble  the  two  boys  had  been  inseparable.  He’d  even 
had  to  hire  both  of  them  to  run  his  errands  because  neither  one  would 
go  anywhere  without  the  other.  In  '40  they'd  joined  the  Air  Force  together, 
and  shared  the  doubtful  pleasures  of  Manning  Pool,  After  that,  though, 
Metro's  command  of  several  European  dialects  had  got  him  a  commission,  while 
Jack  Travis  went  overseas  as  an  LAC,  It  had  taken  three  years  to  bring 
them  together  again. 

It  was  the  spring  of  '44  when  they  walked  into  his  office 
together  to  pay  him  a  surprise  visit,  two  boys  grown  taller  and  broader 
and  very  much  older  than  he  had  remembered  them. 

"They  sent  me  back  to  take  officer's  training,"  Jack  had 
explained.  "Now  I'm  a  lousy  P/o  while  this  lug's  a  flight  looie.  He's 
going  to  be  my  boss  when  we  get  back  overseas." 

"I  guess  Peaksville  looks  pretty  much  the  same, "  Henry  had 

suggested. 

"Well  yes,  it  does, "  Metro  had  agreed  seriously,  "and  I  hope 
it  always  will.  Vve've  both  been  around  quite  a  bit,  and  there  isn't  one 
of  the  cities  that's  got  what  Peaksville  has." 

"What  do  you  mean?"  Henry  had  wanted  to  know. 

"I  bet  I  know,"  Jack  had  cut  in.  "Hero  in  Peaksville  you're 
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an  individual,  and  so  is  everyone  else.  And  if  you  want  a  suit,  you  get 
it  from  old  Tony  Stanislaus,  or  maybe  on  credit  from  Bert  Williams* 

Toggery  Shop.  You  buy  meat  from  Gus  Frizzel  or  Ben  Striker,  and  if  it 
isn't  good  you  offer  him  a  punch  in  the  nose.  It's  -  well,  it's  sort  of 
personal. " 

"It's  a  good  deal  more  than  that,"  Metro  had  insisted.  "Here 
you've  got  a  -  well,  a  sense  of  security  you'd  never  have  in  a  big  city. 

A  fellow  can  look  forward  to  joining  his  dad  in  business,  or  to  starting 
one  of  his  own,  or  at  the  worst  to  working  for  one  of  the  fellows  he  went 
to  school  with.  In  most  places,  even  small  towns,  a  man  just  works  for  a 
chain  or  a  corporation  and  is  lucky  if  he  even  owns  his  own  home." 

"He'd  get  better  wages  than  he  would  in  Peaksville, "  Henry  had 
reminded  him. 

"Maybe,  and  he'd  have  more  things  to  spend  it  on.  The  trouble, 
though,  is  that  he's  just  a  number,  a  cog  in  a  machine,  while  here  he's 
a  part  of  the  town  and  yet  an  individual.  Jack  and  I  are  planning  our 
own  service  station  when  we  get  back  for  good."  Metro  had  smiled  his 
dark,  half  serious  smile.  "We'd  sure  hate  to  have  anything  changed." 

Tony  Stanislaus  was  in  front  of  his  shop  and  raised  a  big, 
shovel-like  hand  as  Henry  shuffled  by.  It  was  a  miracle  how  a  man  with 
hands  like  that  could  be  such  a  fine  tailor.  Folks  said  with  some  reason 
that  Tony  was  a  little  queer,  but  no  one  ever  denied  he  could  make  fine 
suits.  Why,  the  very  one  Henry  was  wearing  came  from  Tony's  a  couple  of 
years  before  the  war.  It  couldn't  be  expected  to  look  like  much  after 
all  these  years,  and  the  print  shop  wasn't  kind  to  clothes,  but  the  quality 
and  workmanship  were  still  there  just  the  same.  You  couldn't  get  that  kind 
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of  work  in  a  department  store. 

Jack  Travis  and  Metro  Zimski  wouldn't  be  coming  back  to  start 
their  service  station.  Maybe  they  wouldn't  have  wanted  to  anyway.  The 
deal  he  would  announce  in  his  paper  today  would  be  the  first  of  a  number 
like  it,  big  chains  coming  in  to  buy  out  the  independent  little  fellow. 

In  five  years  or  so  everybody  would  be  working  for  outsiders,  the  cream 
of  the  town's  wealth,  draining  out  to  build  fine  houses  elsewhere,  and 
town  youngsters  leaving  to  look  for  opportunity  away  from  home.  Henry 
knew  half  a  dozen  old  time  business  men  who  were  expecting  to  find  the 
going  pretty  tough  under  the  threat  of  chain-store  competition. 

In  a  way  the  people  were  bringing  the  change  on  themselves, 
crowding  like  sheep  to  patronize  mail  order  houses,  shopping  in  Benton 
at  the  flashy  department  stores  and  foodaterias.  There  they  would  pay 
cash  for  everything,  and  let  their  fellow  citizens  wait  indefinitely 
for  the  little  money  they  spent  at  home.  One  of  these  days  they'd  wake 
up  and  wonder  why  their  sons  and  daughters  went  away. 

Of  course  the  change  hadn't  started  yet.  It  wouldn't  start  until 
the  end  of  the  month,  until  the  first  big  business  moved  in.  The  first  one 
would  bring  more,  and  soon  there  wouldn't  be  more  than  a  handful  of  little 
men  left.  The  Peaksville  that  had  been  worth  coming  back  to  would  be  a 
thing  of  the  past,  and  there  would  have  to  be  some  explaining  done  to  other 
boys  like  Metro  Zimski  and  Jack  Travis. 

Oh,  the  whole  thing  could  be  explained  honestly  and  reasonably 
enough.  Times  weren't  like  they  used  to  be  when  those  boys  were  growing 
up.  Costs  of  operation  had  soared  in  every  line,  the  prices  of  materials  - 
his  own  struggles  to  get  newsprint  at  any  price  was  example  enough  -  had 
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skyrocketed  and  steady  patronage  couldn't  be  counted  upon  any  more.  It 
wouldn't  be  fair  to  blame  the  proprietor  of  the  first  business  to  be 
forced  to  the  wall  just  because  his  was  the  first  business.  If  someone 
could  explain  these  things,  the  boys  would  understand. 

Of  course  they'd  understand.  They'd  realize  a  man  couldn't  be 
expected  to  mortgage  his  home  and  family,  cash  in  his  insurance  policies 
and  sell  everything  else  he  owned  just  to  keep  up  a  business  that  didn't 
pay.  Why  they'd  be  the  first  to  admit  that  such  a  quixotic,  senseless 
way  of  doing  things  would  be  ridiculous  for  a  proper  business  man.  They 
wouldn't  press  the  point  that  sometimes  there  is  a  duty  that  goes  with 
leadership,  and  they'd  never  mention  that  perhaps  they,  too,  had  under¬ 
stood  the  futility  of  it  and  had  made  the  sacrifice  all  the  same.  Perhaps.  .  . 

"You  gonna  get  that  editorial  written  today?" 

Henry  started.  He  had  not  realized  that  he  had  reached  his  office 
and  settled  into  his  chair  until  the  middle-aged,  disapproving  face  of 
Mike  Fleming  appeared  around  the  door  and  Mike's  half  insolent  voice  had 
startled  him  from  his  thoughts.  "The  editorial?" 

"Maybe  if  there  wasn't  one,  folks  would  get  the  idea,"  Mike 

suggested. 

Henry  turned  in  his  chair  and  looked  straight  at  Mike  Fleming, 
his  short-sighted  eyes  taking  in  everything  from  the  pale,  bloodshot  eyes 
and  loose  mouth  to  the  drooping,  baggy  trousers  and  scuffed  shoes.  "Go 
and  get  yourself  a  cup  of  coffee,"  he  said.  "The  editorial  will  be  ready 
when  you  get  back. 

The  printer  went  out  and  left  Henry  alone.  Henry  stood  up, 
took  his  hat  from  its  peg  and  brushed  it  off  with  his  sleeve.  Settling  it 
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on  the  back  of  his  head,  he  sat  down  again  and  pulled  the  Remington  No. 5 
to  the  edge  of  the  desk.  Probably  this  was  another  time  when  everyone 
but  Martha  would  think  him  a  sentimental  old  fool,  he  thought,  bending 
over  the  keyboard.  Slowly  at  first,  and  then  faster,  his  fingers  tore 
letters  and  words  from  the  tired  keys. 

Declaration  of  Independence 


Our  regular  subscribers,  and  the  cheapskates  who 
look  over  their  shoulders,  will  be  interested  to  learn 
that  the  Peaksville  Independent  is  not  for  sale.  We 
have  had  a  very  attractive  offer  from  a  well-known 
newspaper  chain  -  an  offer  no  hard-headed  business  man 
could  refuse  -  but  we  have  decided  to  decline  it.  Instead 
we  shall  continue  to  serve  those  who  think  it  worthwhile 
to  support  us  -  and  those  who  don't  -  with  local  opinions 
on  local  affairs.  The  Independent  will  remain  so. 

To  sell  out  our  interest  would  be  to  change  something 
about  Peaksville  that  has  come  to  mean  a  lot  to  us,  its 
record  of  100$  home-owned  business.  Maybe  those  who  spend 
their  money  in  Benton  won't  appreciate  that  record,  but 
we  notice  they  don't  go  to  live  there.  Some  of  our  boys 
who  have  returned  to  Peaksville  have  been  drawn  back  by 
the  personal  nature  of  life  here,  and  by  the  individual 
expression  possible  only  when  a  man  is  his  own  boss. 

Some  of  our  other  boys  who  planned  to  come  back  haven't 
come  -  because  they  died  for  what  they  thought  was  a 
swell  home  town.  As  long  as  we  have  a  nickel  left  to 
keep  it  going,  the  Independent  won't  be  the  one  to  break 
the  record  of  our  town. 

We  admit  that  for  a  while  we  were  nearly  ready  to 
quit.  Thirty  years  of  printing  honest  news  and  sincere 
opinions,  and  losing  our  advertising  through  it,  has 
just  about  stripped  us  down  to  our  shirt.  Perhaps  had 
we  still  a  boy  of  our  own  to  inherit  our  business  interests, 
we  could  not  have  made  the  decision  that  will  most  likely 
cost  us  even  that,  though  we  believe  he  would  have  under¬ 
stood.  Unless  our  figuring  is  wrong,  or  people  start 
paying  their  subscriptions  and  printing  bills,  we  can 
hold  out  for  somewhere  around  two  years.  After  that,  we 
hope  they  are  still  paying  the  old  age  pension. 

The  Independent  will  continue  to  be  published  every 
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Thursday,  and  our  printing  business  -  what  there  is 
of  it  -  will  continue  to  be  done  as  cheaply  and  as 
expertly  as  always.  And,  as  always,  if  you  have 
anything  to  beef  about,  we  are  in  our  office  during 
the  usual  business  hours. 


Henry  D.  Timson  -  Editor 
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Chapter  3 


By  half  past  nine  all  the  mail  for  the  Gregory 
Hotel  and  its  guests  had  been  sorted  into  dusty  pigeon  holes  behind 
the  heavy  curved  counter,  and  Tom  Maxwell  was  free  for  the  main  busi¬ 
ness  of  the  day.  Lounging  comfortably  in  his  ancient  leather  armchair 
by  the  window,  he  ignored  the  argument  going  on  in  the  corner  between 
two  oilmen  and  a  candy  salesman  and  gazed  with  friendly  interest  down 
the  sloping  length  of  Peaksville's  main  street,  through  a  haze  of  blue- 
white  smoke  that  seeped  from  the  tangled  profusion  of  his  grizzled 
whiskers  and  rose  slowly  past  kindly,  red-rimmed  eyes.  Gus  Trimmer1 s 
black  and  white  setter  was  dozing  again  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  its 
muzzle  cradled  contentedly  upon  the  remains  of  a  well-chewed  bone,  while 
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Gus  himself  drooped  over  the  edge  of  the  slanting  sidewalk  in  front  of 
his  shoe  shop,  watching  Billy  Hogge  lower  the  faded  awning  of  the  window 
of  his  pool  room. 

From  his  higher  position,  Maxwell  could  see  over  the  green  half 
curtains  of  Brock*  s  Law  Office  to  where  Milly  Strassman  worked  steadily 
over  her  typewriter.  In  the  striped  entrance  to  his  barber  shop  next  door, 
Ernie  Steeves  had  spread  his  long,  spindly  frame  comfortably  while  he  watched 
for  the  time  when  Millie  would  be  alone.  Two  blocks  away  the  station  sprawled 
across  the  foot  of  the  street,  the  oiled  shingles  on  its  roof  shimmering  in 
the  morning  sun.  From  Soong  Yee's  restaurant  on  the  lower  corner  the  high 
false  fronts  of  the  stores  and  offices  struggled  in  giant  steps  up  the 
street,  matched  irregularly  by  the  black  shadows  of  the  buildings  on  the 
west  side  that  marched  through  the  dust  into  the  larger  shadow  of  the  hotel 
itself, 

Tom  Maxwell  took  his  short,  well-seasoned  pipe  from  an  unidentifiable 
place  in  his  whiskers  and  shifted  in  his  chair  as  a  smart  cream  convertible 
skidded  into  Main  Street  from  the  highway  and  boiled  up  the  dust  as  it  climbed 
the  hill.  The  car  slammed  to  a  stop  in  front  of  the  hotel,  the  dust  sliding 
away  in  clouds  as  the  driver  swung  open  the  door  and  scrambled  to  the  sidewalk. 

The  stranger  was  a  tall,  rather  heavy-set  man,  thirty-five  perhaps, 
with  rimless  glasses  beneath  heavy,  colorless  eyebrows.  His  nose,  thin  and 
pointed,  played  centre  to  the  faintly  condescending  twists  at  the  comers  of 
his  mouth,  giving  him  a  look  of  too  insistent  superiority.  His  unmatching 
jacket  and  trousers  were  razor  sharp  in  their  creases,  and  just  loud  enough 
to  avoid  any  contrast  with  the  shiny  yellow  bag  he  took  from  the  seat  and 
carried  into  the  oak-stained  shadows  of  the  hotel  lobby.  Tom  Maxwell's  pipe 


.  1  >!tt  io  op  be  ir.  ■ .  9 vo  beqoonb  Hoamiri  suO 

,  :  :)on  icoq  exrl  lo 

.<(•  no/  aoe  bio  o  Il9w>  vi  cnoWi3oq  norfpiri  Bin  mon**I 

•  ;i:  onoriw  oi  .  1  oon£  lo  enLsinjJO 

n]  isrf  novo 

.  v.['  In  '  n-.  o  .  •  1  1  £bniqs  t;-  no!  eiri  bsenqe  tad  sovssd-2  eimS 
e  .  ed  blum  oilllM  n9rfw  ejiLtt  edJ  nol 

loon  s  '  o  a  ,  -  vile  add  lo  doo\  erid  eeonoa 

'  •  ;  ■  ©8  aen.%  .nos  snixriom  odd 

as.  bslgpirls  ?ooi:Tio  bin-  sonoia  orid  lo  ednonl  aalsl 
no  -r.nxi  xi .  •' .  odd  .•>  ? /ob  '  :  ,‘r  *f.;  arid  y,<  ylnoXn^smi  bs.iodBM  tioeni8 
x  ‘to  obaris  nognxi  9rfd  odni  da ub  add  d^uoarld  bononain  dfirfd  ebxs  daow 

,ll9adi 

iblitu  fun  monl  eqxq  bsnoeaoe-XIow  t diode  add  tfood  XxowxbM  moT 

niBiio  aid  nx  bedlxrfa  brx  • 

o  'll"  -  '•Jr  ■ ; J T  jiic-n'.T  ds-'id  ,:£r.K  odn?  bebb.'^e 

.  [XXrf  9rii 

n  ■  .«•  .ve  -ifei/*  1)  ebi  SB  ebifolo  oi  vjsvrc 

,ft  jon  exrl  ,  //c/ido^o  eeeinoloo  t^vaorf  ddRensd  soebbIs  Reolnutn  rfdivr 

'0  ^IvtnxRl  arid  od  endnso  bo^alq  ,b©irtioq 

. 

,  *••  *  nl  qnnPe  iosrr  oiew  enwetfoid  bna  ds>l0Bt, 

1  wo  I  r-r  '■_!  I.;.::  end  id/.v  .feanJnc?  yna  biovc  od 
.  iol  :  id  l«i  ewobr.  le  beni ede -olao  erld  odnl  beinnao 


35 


returned  to  his  whiskers,  and  he  continued  to  look  out  of  the  window. 

After  a  moment  of  clicker  heels  on  the  bare  floor  the  bell  on 
the  counter  clanged  sharply.  Maxwell  pulled  a  small,  engraved  gold  watch 
from  his  pocket,  consulted  it,  sighed  deeply,  and  rose  stiffly  from  his 
chair.  The  bell  clanged  again  as  he  moved  quietly  behind  the  counter.  The 
stranger  regarded  him  without  enthusiasm. 

11 1  want  a  room,  "  he  said, 

Tom  Maxwell's  whiskers  moved  in  the  professional  equivalent  of  a 
smile.  "Certainly,  sir.  Will  you  be  staying  long?"  he  asked,  offering  the 
register. 

The  stranger  scrawled  a  heavy  "J.B.Danson,  M.Ed. "  across  two  lines 
and  shoved  the  book  back.  "That  all  depends  upon  what  accommodation  is 
offered  teachers  in  this  town.  I  may  have  to  stay  here,"  he  remarked  with 
the  resigned  air  of  a  man  who  is  unwilling  prepared  to  suffer  hardship. 

"You're  a  teacher,  Mr.  -  Danzon?" 

"I  am.  What  number  is  my  room,  please?" 

"I  hadn't  heard  that  any  changes  were  contemplated  here  in  town. 

Of  course,  with  your  car  you  could.  .  ." 

"I  don't  suppose  the  school  board  discusses  such  matters  -  er  - 
generally.  Now,  my  room?" 

"Why,  No.  17  should  suit  you  very  well,  Mr.  Danzon.  The  first  door 
to  the  left  at  the  head  of  the  stairs  -  and  the  noisiest  one  in  the  hotel, " 
he  added  quietly  as  the  Danzon  heels  clicked  decisively  on  their  way  to  the 

stairs. 

As  the  door  of  No.  17  slammed,  Clim  Early  appeared  from  the  beverage 
room  and  waddled  across  the  lobby  to  wedge  his  stomach  against  the  counter. 
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"It's  hot,"  he  announced,  scrubbing  his  thick  neck  with  a  red 
bandana.  He  stuffed  the  handkerchief  back  in  his  pocket  and  squinted  short¬ 
sightedly  at  Maxwell. 

Tom  Maxwell  laughed  and  moved  around  the  counter  again  back  to  his 
chair.  "It’s  only  63,"  he  announced,  glancing  through  the  window  to  where 
the  thermometer  hung  just  outside.  "I  wouldn't  call  that  hot." 

"You  would  if  you  was  me,"  Early  insisted.  "It  don't  matter  what 
I  do,  I  get  too  hot  if  it's  more'n  forty.  If  I  had  your  whiskers  I'd  smother, 
that's  all.  Say,"  he  said,  having  worked  the  register  around  within  range 
of  his  short-sighted  eyes,  "who's  this  here  Danzon  -  a  new  traveller  or 
somethin'?" 

"He  says  he's  a  teacher.  I  gather  he  expects  to  teach  right  here 
in  town.  You  haven't  heard  of  any  of  the  teachers  resigning,  have  you?" 

"Resignin'?  No," 

"Well,  then.  .  .?"  The  old  man  turned  in  his  chair  and  looked 
full  at  the  fleshy  face  of  Slim  Early.  "You  wouldn't  know  something  about 
it,  would  you?" 

"Well,  it  ain't  my  doin'  Tom.  All  I  know  is  what  Mrs.  Desmond 
told  me.  She  says  she's  been  hearin'  kicks  about  Bill  Jackson,  and  so.  .  ," 

"So  it's  Bill  Jackson  who's  to  get  the  axe?  Have  you  heard  any¬ 
thing  against  Bill  Jackson,  Slim?" 

Slim  Early  stammered  uncomfortably,  his  eyes  shifting  in  search 
of  an  escape.  "Well,  no,"  he  admitted,  "but  like  I  say,  it  ain't  my  doin', 
and  after  all,  there  ain't  nothin'  settled  yet." 

"You're  right  there,  Slim  -  nothing  isj  settled  yet.  Do  you  know 
if  this  town  gives  up  Bill  Jackson  for  that  -  upstairs  -  I'll  be  ready  to 


•  o  i  •)  5  ' '  ■  -:or  •  1  tdc  e'dl” 

aldonexbueri  ©rid-  ballt/da  eH  .sn£r 

.lisi-ecsM  da  'clbadrigis 

-  nuoo  s  •  h  y  -is  avo.u  bus  be.igusl  IlewxsM  moT 

: 

'  .sbiads/o  iadamofTTrarid  arid 

/'  ,  V  ■  .be  ?  •:  .1  ilif  "  m  3BW  iro  1  blvaw  woY" 

i  '  '  non  e*d.fe  Ti  dorf  ood  dag  I  .  ,ob  I 

ixniiw  bru/o*rjj  trad-  •  t  t  .XI  s  1 

- 1  "  cs©^9  bed  -diorie  elrf  lo 

1  ?  *  nxrfdainoe 

t  •-  ,  :  -•&  :  '  •'•  s?Hn 

;„o.:  ningls 9H" 

•  *,  ulri  a 1  hsms/i  n £jt.  bio  atiT  '*?,  .  .neri 

1  II  low  (jr.’fv  •*  f.  laxlo  lo  y.ria all  add  dr  Hot 

u?vcv4  blxrow  ,di 

'•....  *  r±  1  , 

.  .  .  ,  .  :  'nlTflori  need  q*s  '  ::  •  . e 

J-j  ’  i'orfw  flOSylOH  UxQ  e’dl  c 

ini!  , iios^osl*  1113  JTH Legs  gnlrld 

Ti  ft:..  I  y  •  '  ,  v;lbB  lolxiioam;  bsiouT.teda  xXfstt  iolI8 

«'  1  ,  ,  •  a  \:>c  ,  .-w.'oee  rtr.  lo 

1  il  l: on  i'nir  •  •carl.:  tIIs  tail?,  hns 
.  ■;  f  r  r. .  d  -  f  i i  ,tne  d  drigii  an'iioY’1 

t  '  u  -  1-  d  io  not- lost*  I.  1?  qw  exvlg  rwod  alrid  11 


37 


throw  in  my  hand.  Peaksville  will  deserve  just  what  it  gets.”  Maxwell 
turned  back  to  the  window,  leaving  Slim  Early  shifting  uncomfortably  from 
one  foot  to  the  other.  "You’d  better  get  back  to  your  hardware,  Slim,  It 
looks  as  though  business  were  booming." 

After  the  tubby  little  man  had  waddled  out,  Tom  Maxwell  settled 
back  in  his  chair  again,  his  eyes  once  more  seeking  their  accustomed  view 
of  Peaksville’ s  main  street,  Gus  Trimmer’s  dog  had  shaken  the  dust  of  the 
street  from  his  coat  and  had  gone  to  stand  expectantly  at  the  side  door  of 
Striker’s  Meat  Market,  Ernie  Steeves  was  leaning  over  Millie  Strassman’s 
desk  behind  the  half  curtains,  while  a  red-faced  farmer  fumed  in  the  un¬ 
tended  barber  shop.  Big,  solid  smoke  rings  jerked  into  view  behind  the 
station  and  pulled  out  into  wispy  cotton  wool.  Slim  Early  reached  the  other 
sidewalk  and  disappeared  in  the  cool  shadow  of  his  hardware  store. 

As  a  normal  Peaksville  morning  wore  away,  Tom  Maxwell  sank  lower 
and  lower  in  his  chair  and  seemed  almost  to  be  asleep.  Only  the  very  obser¬ 
vant  ones  among  the  farmers  and  ranchmen,  the  few  townsmen  and  the  carriage¬ 
pushing  morning  shoppers,  would  have  noticed  that  the  eyes  under  those  bushy 
grey  eyebrows  were  open  and  attentive,  or  would  have  caught  the  faintest 
wisp  of  colorless  smoke  that  rose  in  a  single  thread  from  the  half-hidden 
pipe.  Mr.  Danzon,  when  he  heeled  his  way  down  the  stairs  at  the  end  of  an 
hour,  did  not  notice  these  faint  signs  of  wakefulness,  and  punched  impatiently 
at  the  bell  on  the  counter, 

"You  wish  for  something,  Mr.  Danzon?"  Tom  Maxwell  did  not  move  as 

he  spoke. 

"I  imagine  that  is  the  purpose  of  this  bell." 

"To  summon  ever-present  air?  Precisely."  He  rose  without  haste 
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and  moved  once  more  behind  the  counter.  "I  am  always  here  to  serve  you, 

Mr.  Danzon  -  until  five  o’clock,  of  course.  After  that.  .  . " 

'’I’m  sure  I'm  not  concerned  with  what  you  do  after  five  o'clock. 

I  suppose  you  could  arrange  to  have  this  letter  delivered  before  that?"  He 
slapped  a  letter  on  the  counter  in  front  of  the  old  man. 

"It  could  be  included  with  the  regular  mail, "  Maxwell  suggested, 

"or  perhaps  I  could  get  Hughie  Travis  to  deliver  it.  Of  course,  a  small 
charge.  ,  . " 

"You  may  give  the  boy  ten  cents  and  add  it  to  my  bill, "  the  young 
man  announced,  and  clicked  smartly  toward  the  door.  "I  suppose  there  is 
some  suitable  place  where  I  may  lunch?"  he  asked,  pausing  at  the  entrance. 

"I  can  think  of  several, "  Tom  Maxwell  told  him.  "Mah  Wing,  a  few 
doors  down,  should  prove  equal  to  the  occasion."  He  turned  his  back  on  the 
guest  and  began  recharging  his  stubby  pipe.  The  hotel  door  slammed. 

"The  perfect  host  as  usual,  Tom?"  a  new  voice  enquired,  Henry 
Timson  walked  quietly  across  the  lobby  and  leaned  shiny  elbows  on  the  counter. 
"It  just  goes  to  prove  what  I've  always  said,  Tom.  Age  mellows  a  man." 

The  grizzled  whiskers  seemed  to  arrange  themselves  in  a  half  smile 
for  a  moment,  and  then  Tom  Maxwell  frowned, 

"You  saw  him,  didn't  you?" 

"We  passed  as  perfect  strangers  at  the  door.  Has  he  been  trying 
to  sell  you  something?" 

"He  says  he's  a  teacher." 

"Really?  He  doesn't  look  it.  At  least,  not  like  any  teacher 
around  here.  Is  he  just  passing  through?"  Henry  Timson  selected  the  less 
worn  chair  by  the  window  and  settled  into  it. 
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"Not  according  to  him.  He  claims  he  is  going  to  teach  right 
here,  and  Slim  Early  just  admitted  that  Mrs.  Desmond  is  after  Bill  Jackson’s 
scalp  again.  Oh,  it’s  perfectly  evident  what  she’s  doing.  She’s  got  in 
touch  with  this  -  this  Danzon  -  and  arranged  for  him  to  come  here  and  apply 
for  Bill’s  job.  She's  been  trying  to  get  at  Bill  because  he  hasn't  got  a 
university  degree,  and  probably  this  creature  has  his  sheepskins  tucked 
neatly  in  his  yellow  bag.  As  though  degrees  made  teachers, "  he  finished 
disgustedly. 

Henry  Timson  grinned.  "If  Mrs.  Desmond  is  so  fond  of  degrees, 
why  don't  you  apply  for  Bill's  job  yourself?  You  must  have  at  least  four 
more  degrees  than  this  fellow  has.  Couldn't  you  unroll  your  sheepskins  for 
a  good  cause?" 

Maxwell  snorted.  "Don't  be  silly,  Henry.  You  know  I  couldn't 
teach,  and  you  know  Bill  Jackson  can.  Why,  look  what  he's  making  of  some 
of  the  youngsters  in  this  town.  Isn't  what  Bill  Jackson  can  give  them 
worth  fighting  for?" 

"Perhaps  I  can  quote  you  in  the  Independent. " 

"Oh,  be  serious,  Henry.  All  this  degree  cant  is  serious,  because 
enough  of  the  people  in  Peaksville  could  believe  it  and  let  Bill  Jackson 
go.  It  wouldn't  do  any  good  to  tell  them  that  Harvard  itself  couldn't  give 
me  what  I  lack  -  and  what  Bill  has.  God  knows  they  tried  hard  enough,  but 
a  teacher  is  born,  not  made.  Anyway,  you  know  it  isn't  degrees  Mrs.  Clarendon 
Desmond  is  interested  in.  She  just  wants  to  get  rid  of  Bill  Jackson. 

"Well,  what  are  you  going  to  do  about  it?" 

"That's  just  what  I  don't  know,  Henry.  Mrs.  Desmond  can  hold  up 
this  Danzon  as  the  perfect  man  for  the  job,  and  unless  the  whole  town  objects, 
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she  and  Slim  Early  will  out-vote  me  and  have  their  way.  Why,  he's  just 
given  me  a  letter  -  probably  an  application  -  to  be  delivered  right  away. " 

"What?  An  application  to  one  member  of  the  board?" 

"I  suppose  so.  .  .Mo,  Henry.  It's  addressed  to  the  secretary, 

Ernie  Steeves." 

"Oh,  I  see.  That's  very  clever  of  Mrs.  Desmond,  but  it  may  be 
just  the  chance  you're  looking  for," 

"I  don't  see  how." 

"Mrs.  Desmond  believes  in  doing  her  shopping  in  Benton,  Tom,  I 
saw  her  take  the  bus  out  this  morning.  I  imagine  she'll  be  back  again  when 
the  bus  comes  in  at  four  o'clock,  but  in  the  meantime  wouldn't  you  say  that 
you  are  acting  Chairman  of  the  board?" 

"That's  right,  I  am,"  Tom  Maxwell  struck  a  match  and  regarded  the 
editor  ofer  a  flame  that  hovered  perilously  close  to  his  whiskers.  "Henry, 

I  think  you've  got  something."  He  scooped  up  the  letter  and  turned  back  with 
a  grin.  "Perhaps  I  should  give  this  matter  my  personal  attention  and  not 
keep  the  young  man  waiting.  Could  you  spare  a  few  minutes  here  while  I.  .  .?" 

"It  will  be  a  pleasure, "  said  Henry  Timson,  "and  a  new  experience 
to  be  associated  with  a  successful  business.  You  run  right  along,  Tom." 

Gus  Trimmer's  dog  was  back  in  the  middle  of  the  street  again,  its 
mission  successfully  accomplished.  It  looked  up  as  the  old  man  cross  the 
street,  its  tail  waving  in  slow  arcs.  Ernie  Steeves  was  just  ushering  the 
red-faced  fanner  out  into  the  sunshine. 

"Good  morning,  Mr.  Maxwell,"  he  grinned.  "Don't  tell  me  you  want 

a  shave . " 

"I  look  much  better  this  way,  Ernie.  There  are  times,  indeed,  when 
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I  think  you  do  the  public  a  disservice,  exposing  what  is  mortal  and  unsure 
to  the  critical  gaze.  But  I  have  brought  you  some  other  business.  Mrs. 

Desmond  is  after  Bill  Jackson  again." 

"I  can't  say  I'm  surprised,  not  with  that  woman.  Let's  go  inside. 

Now  then,  -  what  have  you  got  cooked  up  for  the  old  girl  this  time?" 

The  two  men  were  deep  in  conference  as  Miss  Minnie  Perfuss,  her 
thin  arms  loaded  with  the  morning's  shopping,  scuttled  by  on  the  sidewalk 
and  glanced  furtively  through  the  barber  shop  window.  Her  thin  mouth  tightened 
in  disapproval  as  Tom  Maxwell  glanced  up  and  nodded,  and  she  hurried  on.  She 
was  still  close  by,  however,  showing  a  strange  interest  in  the  patent  medicines 
in  White's  Drug  Store  window  when  the  two  men  came  out  a  few  minutes  later 
and  turned  into  Brock's  Law  Office.  Ernie  spotted  her  and  waved,  grinning  as 
she  scuttled  around  the  comer  on  to  Elm  Street. 

"Mrs.  Desmond  is  about  to  be  informed, "  he  announced, 

"Not  until  four  o'clock,  anyway,"  the  old  man  answered  comfortably. 

When  Tom  Maxwell  returned  to  the  hotel,  he  was  again  carrying  a 
letter.  He  waved  it  at  the  editor  and  then  tucked  it  away  in  the  pigeon  hole 
marked  "D",  Henry  Timson  rose  and  stretched, 

"It's  a  good  thing  I  don't  work  here  regularly,"  he  remarked. 

"There  hasn't  been  a  soul  around  since  you  left.  I  could  be  just  as  lonely 
in  my  own  office." 

"If  you'd  just  let  me  write  your  editorials  for  you,  there  wouldn't 
be  enough  room  in  your  shop  to  hold  the  crowd. " 

"Nor  any  shop  left,  either. "  He  moved  toward  the  door  and  then 
paused.  "I  wrote  that  editorial,  Tom." 


"Yes?" 
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"The  Independent  is  not  for  sale, 

"Good  man!  Do  you  know,  Henry,  I've  been  getting  a  feeling  lately 
that  things  are  going  to  look  up," 

"I  sure  hope  so,"  The  two  men  looked  at  each  other  for  a  moment, 
and  then  Henry  turned  back  toward  the  door.  He  was  just  stepping  our side 
when  a  sharp  buzz  from  the  dining  room  signalled  that  Mrs,  Hunter  was  ready 
with  dinner  and  did  not  intend  to  be  kept  waiting. 

Half  an  hour  later  Maxwell  returned  to  his  chair  by  the  window, 
frankly  dozing  while  the  noon  hour  lull  stripped  the  wooden  sidewalks  of 
almost  every  sign  of  life.  The  few  regular  boarders  at  the  hotel  drifted 
through  from  the  dining  room  without  disturbing  him,  moving  quietly  to  the 
street  or  beverage  room,  A  single  fly  buzzed  monotonously  on  the  window, 
stirred  into  life  as  the  sun  moved  to  shine  through  the  glass.  Three  young 
Indian  men  loafed  against  the  wall  of  Billy  Hogge's  pool  room,  to  be  joined 
after  a  time  by  another  young  man  and  a  squat,  dignified  man  past  middle  age. 
They  talked  together  briefly,  the  squat  man  produced  some  money  from  his 
pocket  and  counted  it  carefully,  and  then  all  five  moved  up  the  steps  and 
went  inside.  Gus  Trimmer's  dog  lay  flat  on  its  back  in  the  dust,  its  front 
paws  curled  in,  the  sun  beating  full  on  an  expanse  of  pink  stomach.  At  the 
lower  end  of  the  street  the  cream  convertible  nosed  around  the  comer  and 
slid  to  a  stop  on  the  wrong  side  in  front  of  Soong  Yee's  restaurant. 

The  half-length  clock  on  the  wall  behind  the  counter  had  given  out 
three  flat  notes  from  its  cracked  gong  when  the  door  of  the  beverage  room  was 
pushed  partly  open  and  an  old  cocker  spaniel  padded  into  the  room.  It  stopped 
for  a  moment,  its  head  on  one  side,  and  then  it  trotted  over  to  Tom  Maxwell 
and  sat  down,  looking  expectantly  at  the  old  man.  A  moment  later  a  ridiculously 
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large  paw  patted  at  the  man's  trouser  leg.  Maxwell's  eyes  opened  slowly. 

"Why,  Dinty, "  he  said,  "You  are  a  long  way  from  home  at  this  time 
of  day.  Don't  tell  me  Sven  has  taken  the  day  off.  That  would  be  one  of  the 
wonders  of  the  world, " 

The  dog  wriggled  joyfully,  but  kept  its  information  to  itself. 
Maxwell  reached  over  and  pulled  gently  at  the  dog's  big  ears,  glancing  out  of 
the  window  for  any  sign  that  Sven  or  his  wife  might  be  close  by.  At  that 
moment  the  cream  convertible  repeated  its  manoeuvre  of  the  morning  in  front  of 
the  hotel,  and  J.  B.  Danzon  once  more  clicked  his  way  across  the  lobby.  Tom 
Maxwell  rose  and  the  dog  fled,  nosing  open  the  door  and  wriggling  its  way 
back  into  the  beverage  room. 

"Good  afternoon,  Mr.  Danzon.  You  will  be  pleased  to  know  that 
your  letter  was  duly  delivered.  Indeed,  an  answer  already  awaits  you."  He 
moved  behind  the  counter  and  handed  the  young  man  the  letter.  "Even  Peaks- 
ville  can  hurry  on  occasion,  Mr.  Danzon." 

The  young  man  took  the  letter  without  thanks.  "I  fancied  there 
would  be  as  little  delay  as  possible, "  he  said  importantly,  and  marched  off 
upstairs. 

"'Now  let  it  work',"  Maxwell  muttered  to  himself,  and  turned  again 
to  the  window.  He  was  just  settling  himself  when  Henry  Timson  plodded  by 
the  window  and  shuffled  into  the  hotel,  a  copy  of  the  Independent  in  his  hand. 

"I  sure  wish  I  could  loaf  like  you  do,  Tom." 

"You  haven't  the  talent  for  it,"  Maxwell  grinned.  "Is  that  the 
latest  ration  of  propaganda?" 

"The  very  latest.  I  even  beat  the  daily  papers  -  once  a  week  - 
though  I  have  to  deliver  my  paper  myself  to  do  it.  I  thought  you  might  be 


,-^CwoI  •  T^eei/oTi  e'rtea  arid  de  baddeq  wsq  9§^I 

tlao9  ,v.cb  io 
"  .b  [*i  .  orid  lo  ertabnow 

.•*  .  od  n  d.  ic  "j  d  adi  JqtJ  d  { /.Eltrlvot  boi^i™  sob  orlT 

b  -;xo  ?.»’?.•.  *  id  ds  b9lSjjq  brte  i©vc  beriOBai  XIovnaeM 

.  env^oorpnii  ad '.  fy  iceq^'x  si  Id^evKco  isfisio  arid  dnamoa 

,y0doJ  9rfd  .  .  <  arid 

,.;•  .  6r,i  o  b  til,  .1  v\  is ci  «£ .  -  ob  tcld  bn*  soc*i  Ilevocai 

■  'i  .v  ••  •-vs  arid  odnx  Mord 
bo:  69_  ad  II  iv  at  „  nosnnu  ,*5  [  jHOomei'ifi  boo*)" 

.,  •  svileb  v.r  |  *1;© dial  ix/o^ 

:;u  yri'cv  ©rid  bsbftf.n  one  ladoiA  .  bnlrixf  bsvom 
.r-  ,nox  sooo  no  ^rxwri  rj?o  9lliv 

.  .  .  ••>•  Id  dt/oridiv  neddol  aria  Hood  cise  gni;<*\  srfT 

I 

.sii-sdaqu 

,  •  -  .  r  1  Jv:  vic»i,M 

i  nt> iiw  liaeiniri  gnllddee  dsirt,  e/w  ©H  .wobniw  erfd  od 

. 

".i  [’  tc*  uo;.  evil  Vol  bXi/oo  I  rieiw  ©iue  I” 

' 

i  '  jRqo^c  1  >  .ioid.  n  desdBl 

t  Wi  5  -  ■  ■  '  U  fo  n  >vo  I  .dasdul  ^iav  orfT" 

.  >b  .  iS  fja  *i uq«q  \  -  novi  I  ob  od  9Y«ri  I  riguorid 


44 


interested  in  the  editorial, "  he  said  quietly. 

Tom  Maxwell  took  the  paper  with  a  not,  "‘Declaration  of  Independence' 
-  you're  taking  about  the  same  chances,  Henry." 

The  editor  settled  into  a  chair,  his  smile  a  little  weary.  "I 
suppose  I  can  hope  for  the  same  success,  even  if  I  don't  expect  it," 

Tom  Maxwell  read  the  editorial  quickly,  his  grizzled  whiskers 
seeming  to  curve  outward  and  upward  with  each  succeeding  sentence.  He  was 
grinning  broadly  when  he  finished,  "You  do  'tent  them  to  the  quick',  Henry. 

And  for  once  in  your  life  you're  dead  right.  You  and  I  can  see  things  about 
Peaksville  that  aren't  too  happy,  but  we  do  have  something  most  towns  haven't. 
You'll  starve,  of  course,  as  fools  of  your  kind  always  do,  but  they'll  remember 
you  whether  they  want  to  or  not." 

I '  11  order  the  monument  right  away,  so  it ' 11  be  ready, "  said  Henry 
Timson.  He  took  off  his  thick  glasses  and  began  polishing  them  vigorously, 
his  eyes  blinking  sightlessly  at  the  old  man. 

From  upstairs  a  sudden  flurry  of  clicking  heels  cascaded  into  the 
hall  and  beat  a  tattoo  down  the  stairs,  J.  B,  Danzon,  his  yellow  bag  flashing 
in  his  hand,  clattered  up  to  the  desk.  Tom  Maxwell  rose  quietly  and  took  his 
place  behind  the  counter,  facing  with  unruffled  composure  the  young  man's  red, 
angry  face, 

"I'm  checking  out,"  snapped  J.  B.  Danzon. 

Heavy  grey  eyebrows  rose  into  polite  surprise.  "So  soon,  Mr. 

Danzon?  You  have  found  suitable  accommodation  already?" 

"I  won't  be  staying." 

"Then  something  has  -  er  -  occurred  to  change  your  plans?" 

"School  boards  are  all  alike, "  the  young  man  exploded.  "They  seem 
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to  think  a  teacher  has  nothing  to  do  but  dance  attendance  in  case  they  may 
want  his  services.  I  was  given  to  understand  that  Peaksville  required  a 
teacher  of  high  academic  attainment.  I  was  told  I  would  be  appreciated  here.” 

"I  should  have  thought  your  virtues  would  have  been  immediately 
apparent,  Mr.  Danzon.  But  the  school  board.  .  ,  ?" 

"I  presume  they  are  unwilling  to  pay  the  price  of  quality.  The 
board's  only  reply  is  a  curt  note  signed  by  the  vice-chairman  -  the  vice- 
chairman,  mind  you  -  informing  me  all  teaching  positions  are  filled."  J.  B. 
Danzon  clicked  his  heels  in  obvious  disgust.  "Our  association  shall  hear 
of  this, "  he  announced, 

"Indeed  it  should,  Mr.  Danzon.  Peaksville  should  be  made  an 
example  of.  Now,  unfortunately  I  shall  have  to  charge  you  our  regular  rate  - 
the  minimum  rate,  of  course  -  of  two  dollars.  You  may  consider  the  delivery 
of  your  letter  as  -  er  -  on  the  house.  And  should  you  care  to  visit  Peaks¬ 
ville  again.  .  ." 

"I  shall  not  be  back, "  the  young  man  announced.  He  slammed  two 
one-dollar  bills  on  the  counter  and  grasped  his  bag,  clicked  his  way  almost 
to  the  door  before  he  turned,  the  injustice  done  him  swelling  the  indignation 
in  his  breast,  "I  -  I  -  Good  day]"  he  finished  with  a  snap,  and  clattered 
out,  the  door  shivering  on  its  hinges.  The  cream  convertible  roared  into 
action  and  J.  B.  Danzon  shook  the  dust  of  Peaksville  from  his  white-walled 
tires. 

"Pax  vobiscum, "  said  Henry  Timson  from  the  depth  of  his  chair. 
"That's  Latin,  Tom. 

Tom  Maxwell  looked  at  the  wall  clock  and  then  took  out  his  watch 
and  studied  it  for  confirmation.  "A  quarter  to  four,"  he  mused.  "Mrs. 
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Desmond's  bus  should  meet  our  young  friend  about  Turnip  Creek.  Too  bad 
he  couldn’t  have  waited." 
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Chapter  4 

The  discomfort  of  the  long,  cold  ride  in  the  freight 
condola,  the  strange,  unexpected  welcome  he  had  received,  and  one  of  Jean 
Hjalmer’s  Sven-sized  breakfast  combined  before  his  second  cup  of  coffee 
to  make  George  Tirnford’s  eyes  droop  beyond  control,  and  his  steady  yawning 
brought  a  grin  to  Sven’s  rugged  face. 

"Iss  out  on  his  feet,  if  he  wass  standing  up,  11  he  announced, 
delighted  with  his  own  joke.  "Iss  sleep  now  for  Yorge  all  morning,  Yean. 

I  guess  he  likes  our  new  Eaton  bed,  eh?" 

Jean  Hjalmer,  a  sturdy,  pink  and  white  woman  whose  yellow-gold 
hair  and  rounded  figure  seemed  to  have  ignored  the  arrival  of  early  middle 
age,  rose  quickly,  her  face  expressing  a  motherly  concern  that  spread  into 
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her  unaccountably  brown  eyes.  "Yah.  Iss  crazy  we  talk  sso  when  Yorge  iss 
sleepy.  Iss  yust  surprise  make  uss  happy  we  talk  sso."  She  hurried  away 
to  make  all  ready  in  the  tiny  guest  room  that  was  the  result  of  Sven's 
industry  and  his  wife's  careful  management, 

George  looked  up  at  Sven  apologetically.  "Gosh,  I  don't  want  to 
be  any  trouble,  Sven.  Gee,  I'm  not  cleaned  up  enough  to  sleep  in  your  guest 
room. " 

Sven  laughed  half  inside  himself,  a  certain  prelude  to  another 
joke.  "Iss  yust  to  keep  you  out  of  barn, "  he  explained,  trying  to  look 
serious,  "Cows  don't  like  hay  all  messed  up]  Yean,  she  don't  care  about 
Eaton  bed.  His  huge  hand  wrapped  itself  around  his  coffee  cup  as  he  took  a 
long  pull  of  the  creamy,  unsugared  liquid.  "Iss  firsst  one  sleep  there,  "  he 
confided  delightedly,  "I  yust  finish  it  in  Yuly, " 

"I  guess  I  could  do  with  a  little  shut-eye, "  George  admitted. 

"There  wasn't  a  single  open  box  on  that  whole  darned  train.  But  I  could  just 
flop  on  the  couch  there  for  an  hour  or  so.  I've  got  to  get  up  and  see  if 
there  is  anything  left  of  my  shack, " 

"Sure,  you  sleep  one  hour  only, "  Sven  agreed,  humoring  him,  "But 
you  sleep  in  Eaton  bed."  He  finished  his  coffee,  wiping  his  lips  with  the 
back  of  his  hand,  glanced  at  the  clock  and  stood  up,  the  muscles  in  his  big 
body  flexing  as  he  stretched  himself.  "YeanJ"  he  called  in  a  voice  that 
would  have  carried  no  farther  than  two  blocks.  "Iss  ten  to  eight] " 

Jean  came  hurrying  from  the  new  bedroom,  a  hand-embroidered  pillow 
case  draped  over  one  rounded  arm.  They  embraced  like  lovers  and  then  Sven 
stuck  out  a  big  paw  to  George.  "You  sleep  good, "  he  ordered.  "Yorge  sleeps 
one  hour  only, "  he  told  his  wife.  With  his  back  to  George  he  winked  heavily 
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at  Jean  with  both  eyes  and  went  out  laughing,  the  door  shutting  without 
a  sound, 

"I  hate  to  be  this  much  trouble  to  you,  Mrs.  H  jalmer,  "  George 
siad,  "After  all,  I  really  should  be  getting  up  to  the  shack."  He  stood 
up  and  pushed  back  his  chair,  and  Dinty,  quiet  beneath  the  table  during 
breakfast,  now  scrambled  out  and  stood  ready,  his  head  on  one  side  as  he 
looked  up  at  George, 

"Iss  no  trouble, "  Jean  H jalmer  said  firmly,  and  hurried  back  to 
the  bedroom.  "Iss  ready  now,  "  she  announced  a  moment  later.  "You  get  in 
bed  proper,  too.  Iss  rest  better  that  way." 

When  George  Tirnford  awoke,  the  sun  had  shifted  around  until  it 
could  shine  through  the  west  window  of  the  bedroom  on  the  pink  roses  that 
decorated  the  new  blue  linoleum.  From  the  kitchen  came  the  sound  of  Mrs. 

H jalmer' s  quiet  voice  and  Sven's  deep  rumble,  George  blinked  at  the  square 
face  of  his  German  watch. 

"Holy  smoke  I"  he  exclaimed,  "Twelve -thirty  already! "  He  leaped 
out  of  bed  and  grabbed  for  his  clothes.  The  Hjalmers  would  think  he  intended 
to  stay  there  all  day.  He  dressed  hastily  and  opened  the  bedroom  door,  his 
face  a  little  sheepish  as  he  caught  the  smiles  of  the  Hjalmers. 

Sven  pulled  a  huge  railroad  watch  from  his  pocket  and  regarded  it 
solemnly.  "One  hour  iss  up, "  he  announced.  "That  right,  Yean?" 

His  wife  ignored  him.  "That  Eaton  bed  iss  good,  yah?"  she  asked 

George. 

"Perfect,  Mrs.  H jalmer,  but  I  shouldn't  have  been  in  it  so  long. 
You'll  think  I've  moved  in  as  a  boarder," 

"Okay, "  she  said  seriously,  starting  to  set  the  table  with  heavy 


T  vM  n  i,.  -xoob  t-ii  ,:\nid  jsI  biro  boo*  bne  es\;a  dbod  rib£w  neol  b.s 

.bnuos  & 

arfi  ob  q u  s nidbe 

O  >  039; I  sir'  ,V  .91  I  3C  I  16  bL'0  39ldflUBT08  WOfi  tb36l>lfi9ld 

.srrrosO  bB  qu  b9>(ooI 

bice  isffllBfcH  OB0l>  *’  telduoit  on  eal" 

;  £  beoavonrus  arts  "  ,won  eel"  .mooibed  srib 

",v\-v.  rf.T  isbdsd  jss-i  dal  .oob  t*l9q<nq  bed 
-  u  Sr:  br  j  lirfe  her!  n  r?  sKb  (9>ow&  biolmiT  ogioaO  rsoriitf 

3'!  ■  .  -<3  w  9 fib  rigiroirfb  enxde  bliroo 

,  -  ,o  <i  ob.  i  ■:  .■  i  i  .  a  if  Id  wsn  e-ib  .bebBioosb 

1 

,riou-;v.  imnridQ  airi  Jo  so b! 

:  -  - 

Iff  >r  aifirixM-i  abT  ,  9i  bolo  a  *xot  bed  ns,  bn®  bod  10  biro 
,  .\xb  CXe  aierid  "CBbe  ob 

:•  rleiqe9i  a  slbbil  6  sob! 
J  j  o  :j.  m-  do*  Lot:  ;jinf  &  »  oLS.vq  nevS 

11  tqp  eeJ  .^InmeXoa 

. 

.031090 

1  Lx  .  i.  , bos'll 

:  1  Mar!.  1  ioY 

'  <■  j  ■  it  ,  -J  uo  it  fc  se  »rii  "  «y  u/0M 


50. 


blue  and  white  dishes.  "Boarders  iss  good  sometimes,  eh,  Sven?" 

"Not  Yorge, "  Sven  objected.  "He  sleeps  too  much.  Anyway,  we 
get  tired  of  him  in  six,  seven  years."  He  dodged  his  wife's  slap  and  grinned 
at  George. 

,rWell,  anyway,  Dinty  likes  me,"  George  said,  stooping  and  fondling 
the  dog's  silky  ears  in  response  to  excited  pawing.  He  dropped  on  to  the 
couch  by  the  window  while  Dinty,  legs  braced,  leaned  into  the  scrubbing. 

"Say,  I'd  sure  feel  like  a  heel,  taking  Dinty  back  after  all  these  years, 
though  I'd  like  to  have  him.  After  all,  I  guess  he  really  belongs  to  you 
now,  and  I  could  drop  around  to  see  him  once  in  a  while.  Looking  after  him 
was  just  about  the  nicest  thing  you  folks  have  done  for  me,  and  you've  done 
plenty.  Why,  he's  as  frisky  as  the  first  day  I  got  him." 

"Iss  your  dog,"  Sven  declared.  "We're  yust  sort  of  relatives.  You 
both  come  to  see  uss  lots  will  be  okay.  Iss  good  damn  dog,  too." 

"You  board  here,  iss  no  question  who  comes,  who  goes, "  Mrs.  Hjalmer 
put  in,  filling  the  dinner  plates.  "Come, "  she  said,  motioning  the  men  to 
the  table. 

"I  bet  I've  kept  you  late  for  work,"  George  apologized.  "You 
should  have  given  me  a  poke  sooner. " 

"Iss  holiday, "  Sven  announced.  "First  time  I  stay  from  work  in 
seventeen  years.  I  tell  Mr.  Yameson  this  morning,  only  I  don't  tell  him  why. 
Special  holiday  for  me  this  afternoon,  I  tell  him.  Me  and  a  friend  I  got 
drink  beer  instead  of  working.  He  thought  I  was  maybe  crazy  man,"  Sven 
roared  aloud  at  his  memory  of  Mr.  Jameson's  bewilderment. 

"If  you're  crazy,  I  wish  everyone  was,"  George  told  him.  "You're 
darned  right  we'll  celebrate,  but  don't  forget  I've  got  to  see  if  I  still 
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have  a  place  to  live," 

"Most  likely  iss  all  tumbled  down  now,"  Mrs.  Hjalmer  suggested. 

"To  fix  up  iss  lots  of  work.  Today  is  holiday  only.  After  all  night  in 
Eaton  bed  you  can  see  tomorrow," 

"Well,  okay,"  George  agreed,  "and  thanks  a  lot.  But  just  you  let 
me  know  if  I'm  too  much  trouble.  Maybe  one  of  these  days  I'll  be  albe  to 
do  something  for  you  folks.  I  can't  be  on  the  receiving  end  all  the  time." 

Dessert  was  deep  lemon  pie  with  mountains  of  meringue  made  with 
real  eggs,  and  then  there  was  the  inevitable  strong,  sugarless  coffee  half 
drowned  in  cream.  At  the  end  of  the  meal  Sven  produced  two  twenty-five  cent 
cigars, 

"I  feel  like  giving  away  to  everybody, "  he  explained,  "only  I  got 
yust  two.  Yean,  she  don't  smoke  cigars,"  he  went  on,  quaking  inside  with  the 
humor  of  his  own  joke,  "Now  then,"  he  said,  after  George  had  insisted  on 
helping  with  the  dishes,  "Now  we  go  down  town.  Like  you  said,  I  don't  tell 
nothing,  not  even  to  Mr.  Yameson,  Now  we  go  out  and  surprise  every  damn  body. 11 
He  fairly  quivered  all  over  his  big  body  at  the  prospect  of  the  sensation 
George's  appearance  would  make  in  Peaksville. 

There  were  delays,  however,  while  George  shaved  with  the  straight 
razor  Sven  insisted  was  better  than  the  plain  service  safety,  and  then  Mrs. 
Willoughby  called  for  a  jar  of  fresh  cream  anfl  had  to  be  satisfied  while  Sven 
and  George  skulked  like  criminals  in  the  new  bedroom. 

"That  woman  talk  so  fast  we  don't  have  no  surprise  left,"  Sven 
whispered. 

At  last,  however,  Mrs.  Willoughby  took  her  cream  and  departed, 
leaving  in  exchange  a  quarter  and  all  the  latest  in  Peaksvillo  gossip,  and 
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Sven  and  George  were  free  to  depart,  their  surprise  unimpaired.  The  cheap 
mantel  clock  in  the  finely  carved  case  Sven  had  made  for  it  chimed  half  past 
two  as  they  were  leaving  the  house,  Jean  Hjalmer  followed  them  to  the  door, 

"Supper  is  six  o’clock, 11  she  reminded  them.  "Who  isn’t  here  iss 

hungry. " 

They  went  down  town  by  way  of  First  Avenue,  cutting  across  the  short¬ 
cut  past  Maury  White’s  place  to  Elm  Street,  while  Dinty  frisked  around  them 
in  a  maner  most  undignified  for  so  old  a  dog.  The  hot  sun  of  mid-afternoon 
seemed  to  have  driven  all  the  townspeople  to  seek  shadier  spots  than  the  open 
street,  and  to  Sven's  delight,  they  met  no  one  until  the  reached  the  Gregory 
Hotel.  Tom  Maxwell  was  dozing  in  his  chair  by  the  window  and  did  not  see 
them  as  they  passed  to  the  beverage  room  door. 

"I've  got  to  see  Mr.  Maxwell,"  George  said, 

"Iss  not  good  to  wake  a  man  up, "  Sven  grinned.  "You  go  in  after¬ 
wards,  pretty  soon,"  He  stepped  forward  and  thrust  the  beer  parlor  door  wide 
open,  "Come  on  in  and  have  a  beer,  YorgeJ"  he  invited  in  a  voice  that  shook 
the  glasses  and  jarred  everyone  into  sudden  attentiveness.  George  was  the 
target  of  every  eye  as  he  stepped  inside  and  closed  the  door. 

For  a  moment  there  was  a  dead  hush  as  amazement  struck  every  voice 
dumb,  and  then  suddenly  there  was  a  babble  of  sound  as  men  leaped  to  their 
feet  and  rushed  to  gather  around  Peaksville's  town  bum, 

"Why,  it's  Tirnford! " 

"George  Tirnford’  I  though  you  were.  .  ." 

"George,  you  old  soak,  you." 

"By  gosh,  it's  George,  right  enough.  Look,  fellows!  George 
Tirnford  ain’t  dead  after  all." 
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"Well,  if  it  ain't  the  darnedest  thing.  .  . " 

"Welcome  home,  George." 

"Here!  For  Pete's  sake  get  George  Tirnford  a  beer." 

"By  god,  boy,  we're  glad  to  see  you!" 

"Well,  I'll  be  a  sunova.  .  ." 

"George  Tirnford.  Doggone  it,  boy,  welcome  home!" 

For  a  long  minute  George  Tirnford  stood  with  his  back  to  the 
door,  motionless  while  mem  crowded  around  him.  Every  spot  of  color  had 
drained  from  his  face,  his  mouth  froze  half  open,  while  the  muscles  of  his 
throat  tightened  and  the  veins  stood  out  on  his  forehead.  The  lines  of  the 
room  blurred  and  sharpened  and  blurred  again,  and  he  squinted  hard  to  try 
to  keep  them  straight.  He  half  turned  toward  the  grinning  Sven  beside  him. 

"By  gosh,  Yorge, "  the  big  man  exulted.  "I  told  you  we  knock  them 
silly."  His  booming  laugh  seemed  to  set  things  straight  again. 

Then  everyone  was  pumping  his  hand,  and  pushing  the  square  tables 
together  so  there  would  be  room  for  all.  George  felt  Sven's  big  paw  pushing 
him  into  a  chair,  and  full  glasses  appeared  as  though  by  magic.  Someone 
thrust  a  glass  into  his  hand  and  he  carried  it  to  his  mouth  automatically. 
The  cool  liquid  seemed  to  untie  the  knots  in  his  throat  and  he  could  breathe 
again. 

"G  -  gosh  -  thanks,  boys, "  he  stammered. 

"Attaboy,  George.  Drink  up!" 

"Sure.  There's  plenty  more  where  that  came  from." 

"Well,  if  you  ain't  a  sight  for  sore  eyes." 

The  sound  of  the  ovation  rolled  through  the  low-ceilinged  room 
and  rumbled  into  the  lobby  of  the  hotel  where  Tom  Maxwell  sat  with  Henry 
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Timson. 

"It  sounds  as  though  something  unusual  has  stirred  them  up,  " 

Henry  said. 

Maxwell  rose  and  moved  toward  the  separating  door  which  some  passing 
customer  had  left  open  a  crack.  "When  they  put  in  this  new  door  they  said 
it  was  soundproof,"  he  told  the  Editor,  "but  like  most  of  the  modem  gadgets, 
it  .  .  .  Henry l " 

The  sudden  change  in  Maxwell's  voice  dragged  Timson  to  his  side, 
and  the  two  of  them  stood  looking  through  the  crack  like  children  seeing  a 
Santa  Glaus  in  whom  they  had  almost  ceased  to  believe,  "It's  George  -  George 
TimfordI"  The  Editor  grasped  the  door  with  his  left  hand  as  though  to  rush 
into  the  crowded  room. 

Tom  Maxwell  restrained  him,  a  hand  on  his  arm.  "Wait,  Henry!"  he 
said,  his  voice  husky.  "I  think  he'd  rather  come  to  us."  He  closed  the 
door  quietly.  "He'll  be  along  in  a  little  while,  Henry,  when  the  captains 
and  the  kings  depart." 

Gradually  voices  began  to  assume  individuality  in  the  continued 
clamor,  and  faces  came  into  focus  along  the  table.  Soft-spoken  Dick  Ivong 
sat  like  a  benign  Buddha  at  the  far  end  of  the  combined  tables,  with  Frank 
Weaver  still  in  his  white  barber  coat  on  his  left,  and  Mike  Fleming  from  the 
print  shop  on  his  right.  Frank  Daniluk  was  in  town  from  his  foothills  farm 
and  had  found  a  place  a  little  farther  up  the  table.  His  tough,  muscular 
little  body  a  sharp  contrast  to  the  flabby,  white-shirted  expanse  of  K.  Y. 
Gordon,  Peaksville's  perennial  mayor.  Most  of  the  Main  Street  merchants 
were  there,  meeting  without  appointment  as  always  whenever  the  weather  was 
fine.  Martin  was  there  from  next  door,  his  voice  strangely  deep  and  husky 
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for  such  a  sliwer  of  a  man,  and  Bert  Williams,  Gus  Frizzel  and  Billy  Hogge. 
Gus  Trimmer  was  there  with  his  dog,  whose  friendly  overtures  to  Dinty  had 
ended  in  shared  accommodation  beneath  the  table,  and  next  to  him  was  Ollie 
Craig,  a  little  more  bald  than  George  remembered  him,  but  still  in  the  khaki 
breeches  of  World  War  I.  A  few  more,  strangers  to  George,  made  up  the  com¬ 
plement  of  the  afternoon  clientele, 

Sven  Hjalmer  had  installed  himself,  by  the  power  of  his  voice  and 
his  position  as  George's  host,  as  toastmaster  for  the  afternoon,  and  round 
after  round  was  pledged  to  the  good  health  of  the  almost  silent  George  Tiro- 
ford.  Some  questions  were  asked,  some  answered,  and  the  whole  room  filled 
with  the  friendliness  men  often  reserve  for  some  tragedy  averted,  or  for 
Christmas  Eve.  Conversation  was  general,  and  then  broke  into  a  dozen  little 
conversations,  the  speakers  crowding  each  other  with  tales,  real  or  imagined, 
of  the  man  of  the  hour. 

At  last  Ollie  Craig,  enjoying  the  advantage  of  an  earlier  start 
than  most  of  his  neighbours,  rose  unsteadily  to  his  feet,  his  hard,  reedy 
voice  demanding  attention.  For  a  moment  he  stood  there  waiting  for  the 
scraps  of  conversation  to  finish,  his  eyes,  bulged  a  little  like  a  Boston 
bull's,  seeming  to  be  able  to  look  with  slight  disapproval  in  all  directions 
at  once.  "Gentlemen,"  he  began,  "This  is  a  very  spesh-special  occasion." 

"You're  darned  right  it  is." 

"That's  right,  Ollie," 

"Sit  down  and  let's  drink  another  to  good  old  George." 

Ollie 's  upraised  hand  called  for  order.  "We  are  all  happy  to 
welcome  back  to  Peaksville  a  man  who  -  who  was  always  here  beforethewar,  one 
o'  thish  town's  boys  and  -  and  younger  heroes." 
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"Hurray  for  George*" 

"Fer  hesa  jolly  good  f el-low,  fer  hesa  holly  good.  .  ," 

"We  regret  -  I  say  we  regret  that  busz  -  that  business  will  take 
us  outa  here  jusht  as  we  was  gettin*  sh  -  started.  .  ," 

"That’s  right,  dam  it.  I  gotta  go." 

"Ye  gods*  I  told  a  customer  I'd  meet  him  in  the  shop  at  3.15." 

",  .  .but  as  on'y  'xecutive  member  o'  the  Board  0*  -  o'  the  Chamber 
o'  Commercsh.  .  ," 

"Doggone  it,  I  ain't  felt  so  good  about  anythin'  fer  a  heck  ova 

time. " 

"Me  neither.  Say,  we  gotta  plan  some.  .  , " 

".  .  .of  the  Chamber  o'  Commerce,  I  hereby  -  I  hereby  invite  our 
good  friend  George  Tirnford  t'  join  the  membersh  at  their  banquet  meeting 
nexsht  We'n'sday  night.  What  you  say?" 

A  roar  of  approval  from  members  and  non-members  alike  greeted  the 
announcement  as  they  clambered  to  their  feet,  their  enthusiasm  at  war  with 
the  pressing  necessity  to  get  back  and  finish  the  day's  business.  Someone 
started  up  "For  He's  a  Jolly  Good  Fellow"  again,  and  this  time  everyone 
joined  in,  Sven's  giant  voice  and  vociferous  "yolly's"  dominating  the  extrava¬ 
ganza.  As  the  last  note  died  away,  the  men  crowded  to  shake  George's  hand 
again  and  hurry  out. 

"Now  we  go  see  Mr.  Maxwell,"  Sven  grinned.  "You  ain't  too  tight,  eh?" 

George  shook  hands  with  Frank  Daniluk,  promising  the  delighted 
little  farmer  an  early  visit,  and  calling  Dinty  from  under  the  table  to  point 
him  out  to  his  original  owner.  "We'll  both  come,  Mr.  Daniluk,"  he  promised, 
and  grinned  as  Frank  nodded  his  way  to  the  door.  "As  a  matter  of  fact,  Sven, 
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I  don’t  think  I  got  much  of  a  chance,  I  guess  I  was  too  surprised  to  think 
of  anything  else.  Nothing  like  this  ever  happened  to  me  before. 

He  followed  the  big  man  to  the  obviously  new  almost  sound-proof 
door  leading  into  the  hotel  lobby,  where  once  again  Sven  made  an  occasion 
of  his  entry,  and  stood  grinning  in  delight  as  the  two  old  men  fairly  leaped 
from  their  chairs, 

Tom  Maxwell  was  the  first  to  grasp  George's  hand,  and  then  he  stood 
back  without  a  word  and  modioned  the  editor  to  take  his  place.  Henry  Timson 
swallowed  hard,  his  thick  glasses  seeming  to  grow  larger  and  larger  until 
they  completely  dominated  his  tired  old  face, 

"George  TimfordJ  'Welcome  home,  boy!" 

"He  yust  come  in  this  morning,"  Sven  announced.  "Maybe  he  don't 
figure  to  stay  then,  but  Dinty  and  me,  we  don't  listen  to  what  he  wants. 

Yorge  iss  home  again,  ain't  it?" 

"I  guess  maybe  I  am,"  George  admitted. 

"Good  for  you,  George.  Peaksville  needs  her  young  men."  His  hand 
held  the  younger  man's  in  an  almost  crushing  grip.  "Good  luck  to  you,"  he 
said,  and  then  his  eyes  turned  out  of  the  window. 

"George  wass  flight-sergeant  in  the  Air  Force, "  Sven  boasted. 

"Wass  giving  orders  like  nothing. " 

"And  taking  a  good  many  more, "  George  amended. 

"A  flight- serge ant,  eh?"  Tom  Maxwell  had  conquered  the  stubbornness 
of  his  pipe  and  now  looked  George  over  through  a  haze  of  tobacco  smoke.  "Gome 
and  sit  down,  gentlemen.  One  of  the  advantages  of  my  parlor  is  its  capacity. 
The  last  time  I  heard  about  you,  you  hadn't  a  stripe." 

"I  guess  I  didn't  have  them  coming  for  quite  a  while,"  George 
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admitted.  "I  guess  maybe  I  should  have  written,  but  I  didn't  get  any 
letters,  and.  .  . " 

".  .  .and  then  the  report  came  through  here  from  headquarters. 11 

"Yeah,  I  guess  so." 

"They  don't  fool  me  none  at  all,"  Sven  insisted.  Even  the  big 
chair  he  had  chosen  looked  anall  under  him  as  he  sat  with  one  leg  draped 
over  a  leather  arm,  "Me  and  Yean  and  Dinty  iss  sure  he  come  back. " 

"I  don't  suppose  you've  made  any  plans  yet,  not  if  you  just  got 
in  this  morning."  Tom  Maxwell  looked  thoughtfully  at  George. 

"I  guess  I  haven't  thought  very  far  ahead  yet.  Things  weren't  - 
weren't  quite  as  I  expected  them." 

"That  singing  in  there  was  for  you,  eh?" 

"I  guess  it  was.  Nothing  like  that  ever  happened  to  me  before." 

"Ollie  Craig  is  inviting  Yorge  to  a  banquet  next  Wednesday.  Yorge 
iss  big  man  today. " 

"H'm.  I  can  write  that  up  for  next  week's  Independent,  11  Henry 
Timson  commented.  "Think  of  that,  Tom;  two  scoops  in  successive  weeks." 

"Good  indeed,"  Tom  Maxwell  agreed.  "There  isn't  often  much  to  get 
excited  about  in  Peaksville, "  he  added,  still  looking  at  George.  There  was 
something  about  George's  look  of  surprised  but  delighted  acceptance  of  the 
situation  that  seemed  to  disturb  the  old  man.  "The  Board  of  Trade  -  or 
Chamber  of  Commerce,  as  they  call  themselves  now  -  cancel  their  supper 
meetings  for  the  summer,  and  then  start  off  the  new  season  with  a  real  banquet. 
Every  speaker  in  town  will  be  airing  his  lungs  that  night. " 

"My  one  free  meal  during  the  year,"  the  Editor  smiled. 

"Certainly,  so  you'll  report  all  the  speeches.  It's  a  form  of 
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bribery,  Henry." 

"Well,  it  was  sure  nice  of  them  to  invite  me, "  George  declared, 
"Things  sure  have  changed  for  me  since  this  morning." 

"You  may  have  changed  them  a  little  yourself, "  Tom  Maxwell  told 

him. 


The  importance  of  the  occasion  warranted  a  certain  unusual  forget¬ 
fulness  on  the  part  of  Tom  Maxwell  that  quitting  time  had  arrived,  and  he 
delayed  his  normal  quick  trip  to  the  beverage  room  until  the  supper  buzzer 
sounded  insistently,  reminding  Sven  that  his  wife  had  named  six  o’clock  as 
the  supper  hour. 

"By  gosh, "  he  exclaimed,  heaving  himself  from  his  chair,  "Only  ten 
minutes  we  got,  Yorge,  Iss  such  excitement  I  don't  think  about  time.  You 
come  our  way,  Mr.  Timson?" 

"Well,  not  just  yet,  Sven.  I  have  to  call  in  at  White's  on  the 
way  home.  You'd  better  be  on  your  way,  though,  if  you  don't  want  to  keep 
Mrs,  Hjalmer  waiting.  Anyway,  with  George  in  town  to  stay,  we'll  have  plenty 
of  time  to  catch  up  on  all  the  news."  He  rose  and  shook  hands  with  both  men. 
"Come  in  and  see  me,  George." 

"I  sure  will,  Mr.  Timson.  Gee,  it's  sure  great  to  be  home!" 

Henry  Timson  leaned  against  a  chair,  smiling  a  little  sadly  as  he 
watched  Sven  guide  his  friend  out  of  the  hotel  at  a  half  run,  and  then  he 
turned  questioningly  to  Tom  Maxwell,  "Now  what's  in  that  head  of  yours?" 
he  wanted  to  know. 

"The  same  thing  that  ought  to  be  in  yours, "  Maxwell  answered.  "You  can 
see  what's  happened,  can't  you?" 


"What  do  you  mean?" 
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"Perhaps  Peaksville  -wasn’t  quite  the  way  George  Timford  used  to 
see  it,"  Maxwell  declared,  "but  it  certainly  isn’t  the  town  he  sees  now. 
What’s  going  to  happen  when  the  excitement  wears  off?" 

The  Editor’s  eyes  grew  troubled,  and  deep  lines  cut  into  his  face 
until  he  looked  very  old,  and  very  tired,  "I  hadn’t  thought  about  that," 
he  admitted. 
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Chapter  5 


Supper  at  the  Hjalmers*  was  different  from  the  other 
two  meals  George  had  enjoyed  there,  different  and  at  the  same  time  equally 
satisfying,  for  now  the  boisterous  joy  of  Sven  and  the  quieter  delight  of 
his  wife  were  modified  into  a  warn  and  undemonstrative  feeling  that  every¬ 
thing  was  just  as  it  should  be  now  that  George  was  back.  Even  Dinty,  though 
still  aroused  to  delirious  wiggles  of  joy  at  a  word  or  touch  from  his  master, 
seemed  equally  contented  to  doze  at  his  feet  and  merely  followed  him  with 
one  watchful  eye  as  he  moved  about  the  room.  The  big  evergreens  along  the 
western  edge  of  the  Hjalmer  property  shaded  the  house  from  the  slanting  rays 
of  a  declining  sun  and  brought  early  shadows  into  the  little  kitchen,  making 
a  light  necessary  when  other  people  found  daylight  adequate,  oven  snapped 
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on  the  bulb  over  the  table  as  he  drew  in  his  chair. 

"Iss  best  to  see  what  you  eat,"  he  grinned  with  a  watchful  eye  on 
his  wife.  "Sometimes  I  think  maybe  Yean  puts  maybe  a  boot  in  the  stew." 

"Why,  no  stew  is  complete  without  a  boot, 11  George  declared,  "only 
it’s  got  to  be  an  old  one,  well-worn,  you  know,  so  it’s  tender." 

"That’s  the  kind  I  got  -  if  they  ain’t  gone  now.  Have  I  got  still 
two  left  for  voorking  in,  Yean?" 

"Two  only.  Today  I  find  none  that  ain’t  needed,  so  I  gotta  use 
horseshoe.  Iss  tough  a  little,  maybe,  but  good."  Sven  was  eating  quickly, 
and  his  wife  hastened  to  fill  his  plate  again.  "I  think  maybe  some  horse 
stick  to  shoe, ”  she  announced  gravely,  eyeing  the  stew  critically. 

Sven  grinned,  delighted  at  the  co-operation  he  was  receiving  for  his 
joke.  "By  gosh,  iss  need  to  hurry,"  he  exclaimed  as  the  clock  struck  the 
half  hour. 

"Oh,  have  you  work  to  do  tonight?  I  thought  maybe  we  could  shoot 
a  little  pool  and  see  a  few  more  of  the  boys,  "  George  said.  "Well,  maybe  I 
can  help  you. " 

Sven  looked  uncomfortable  and  turned  to  his  wife  for  help. 

"You  help  me  maybe  with  cows, "  she  suggested  quickly.  "Then  iss 
maybe  meeting  Sven  downtown." 

"Why,  sure, "  George  agreed.  "I  guess  I  should  have  thought  of  that 
myself.  I’ll  be  a  little  slow  at  first,  though.  All  the  milking  I've  done 
lately  has  been  with  a  can-opener. " 

"You  learn  once,  you  don't  forget,"  she  assured  him. 

With  that  difficulty  settled,  they  finished  supper  quickly,  and 
Sven  disappeared  while  Mrs.  Hjalmer  was  showing  George  where  the  milk  pails 
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were  kept.  Dinty  took  his  place  at  the  door  of  the  bright,  airy  barn  while 
the  milking  went  on,  relaxed  yet  watchful  that  George  always  remained  in 
view.  When  they  were  nearly  finished  with  the  first  two  cows,  Jessie  Miller 
came  flying  around  the  corner  of  the  bam,  her  eyes  growing  big  as  she  saw 
a  strange  man  inside.  George  grinned  at  her  and  shifted  to  the  third  cow 
as  Mrs.  Hjalmer  filled  the  girl's  lard  pail  with  warm,  frothy  milk,  Jessie 
stooped  to  pat  Dinty  briefly  and  then  disappeared  on  winged  heels. 

"I  thought  Sven  delivered  the  milk  in  the  morning, "  George  said 
when  she  had  gone. 

"Fred  Miller  don't  work  so  good  now,"  Mrs.  Hjalmer  explained.  "Iss 
too  much  in  hospital.  When  Yessie  comes,  a  little  milk  don't  make  much 
difference. " 

"She  sure  can  run,"  George  said,  tactfully  changing  the  subject. 

When  the  separating  was  done,  George,  at  her  insistence,  left  Mrs. 
Hjalmer  to  finish  washing  up,  and  sauntered  back  downtown,  sticking  to  the 
shadowy  paths  in  an  unconscious  attempt  to  repeat  the  sensation  he  had 
created  in  the  afternoon.  It  was  not  until  he  and  Dinty  had  turned  on  to 
Main  Street  that  they  met  anyone  he  knew.  Then  it  was  Ernie  Steeves,  stopping 
with  Millie  Strassman  on  his  arm. 

"It ' 3  sure  swell  to  see  you  back,"  Ernie  declared.  "I  don't  suppose 
you'd  remember  Millie  Strassman.  She  sort  of  grew  up  while  we  were  away. 
Millie,  you  remember  George  Tirnford." 

"She  sure  has  grown  up,"  George  laughed.  "Got  prettier,  too."  He 
laughed  again  as  the  color  rose  in  Millie's  face.  "I  can  see  you're  letting 
your  pool  playing  get  a  little  rusty  these  days,  Ernie." 

"Well,  I  ain't  spottin*  these  times,  anyway,"  Ernie  confessed.  He 
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gave  George  a  half  salute  as  he  led  Millie  into  the  Bijou. 

Billy  Hogge's  pool  room  hadn’t  changed  much  in  the  half  dozen 
years  since  George  had  last  leaned  across  the  worn  baize.  The  ceiling  was 
still  low  and  blackened,  the  atmosphere  a  smoke  haze  through  which  the  players 
at  the  far  end  of  the  room  were  shadowy  and  indistinct.  Three  lights  with 
wide  shades  of  cracked  green  cardboard  hung  over  each  table,  still  arranged 
to  leave  the  corner  pockets  outside  the  overlapping  circles  of  light.  The 
cues  in  dusty  racks  along  the  walls  bent  more  grotesquely  than  ever,  some 
half  of  them  tipless.  Near  the  front  comer  by  the  strangely  clean  window 
was  a  cardboard  sign  mellowed  by  age  to  the  texture  of  an  old  master,  with 
a  picture  of  a  lady  in  a  1917  bathing  suit  surmounting  a  slogan  which  read, 
"Chinook  Beer;  But  It  Here,"  Beneath  the  sign,  a  short  curved  counter  held 
an  early  model  cash  register,  behind  which  Billy  Hogge  himself  conducted  the 
business  of  his  establishment. 

Mr.  Hogge's  bald  head  glistened  in  the  light  from  the  first  table 
as  he  squinted  down  through  the  haze  to  number  three,  and  flashed  like  a 
mirror  as  he  turned  to  mark  the  time  on  the  back  of  an  old  pink  auction  bill, 
his  thick,  grubby  fingers  clutching  the  stub  of  a  pencil  with  determination. 
George  moved  from  the  door  and  leaned  against  the  counter,  waiting  until  the 
fat  little  man  had  completed  his  accounts. 

"Hello,  Billy." 

"Huh?  Well,  for  the  luwa  Pete,  if  it  ain't  George  I  The  boys  was 
sayin'  yuh  got  back  after  all.  Hey,  fellas,  take  a  look  who  Just  dropped  in  I" 

The  players  looked  up  casually  at  his  hail,  and  then  those  who  weren't 
shooting  crowded  up  to  the  front. 

"Hi,  George!" 
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"When  the  heck  did  you  get  back?" 

"Learned  any  pool  while  you  was  away?" 

"Come  on,  boys;  let  George  Timford  into  the  game,"  Bill  Forsland 
took  his  hand  from  his  cue  long  enough  to  grasp  George's  fingers  in  his  and 
then  turned  back  to  pot  the  ten.  "Glad  to  hear  you  got  a  break, "  he  said 
as  he  collected  a  dime  from  a  disgusted  farmer.  "Grab  yourself  a  cue;  I'm 
runnin'  short  of  suckers." 

"Okay  with  you  guys?"  George  took  the  mumble  of  voices  to  indicate 
consent  and  hoisted  a  cue  from  the  rack,  bending  it  expertly  against  his 
stomach  to  bring  it  nearly  back  to  straight.  "New  balls,  eh?" 

"New  for  here,  you  mean."  Don  Williston  was  stretched  full  length 
along  the  side  rail,  his  hat  pushed  back  off  his  yellow  curls.  He  poked  at 
the  cue  ball  and  cursed  as  it  jumped  the  rail.  One  of  the  spectators  caught 
it  on  the  second  bounce  and  tossed  it  back  on  the  table.  "Haven't  you  got 
any  damn  chalk  in  this  dump?" 

"Yuh'd  think  yuh  was  Ernie  Steeves  reachin'  for  that  one.  Why  the 
hell  don't  yuh  use  a  lady's  aid?" 

The  farmer  leaned  over  the  table  and  sank  the  six,  his  bib  overalls 
bulging.  The  cue  ball  skittered  over  some  dirt  under  the  cloth  and  stopped 
in  perfect  position  for  the  black. 

"There  goes  the  damn  kitty,  too,"  Williston  moaned.  "If  there'd 
been  any  chalk  I'd  have  got  this  one." 

"Not  unless  yuh  could  fluke  position  as  well." 

The  farmer  potted  the  black  and  then  the  thirteen,  fished  a  pea 
out  of  his  pocket  and  set  it  on  the  rail,  his  face  expressionless  as  he  raked 
in  the  dimes  that  jumped  at  him  across  the  cloth,  bill  Forsland  grabbed  the 
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greasy  leather  bottle  and  counted  the  peas  as  they  went  back  in.  He  shook 
the  bottle  vigorously. 

"Okay,  George.  You're  in,"  A  pea  bounced  off  the  table  into 
George's  hand.  "You  shoot  after  Jack  Finney,  Walter  Morgan  breaks." 

George  Tirnford  spun  half  around  and  looked  down  the  length  of  the 
table  to  where  Walter  Morgan  stood  chalking  his  cue,  his  blue  silk  sport 
shirt  catching  the  light  as  his  thick  shoulders  moved.  He  caught  George's 
eyes  and  his  lips  twisted  into  a  sneering  grin. 

"We-11,  if  it  ain't  Indian  Boy.  Been  leavin'  any  doors  open  lately?" 

George  stiffened,  his  eyes  blazing  as  the  old  injustice  rankled 
anew.  He  moved  his  shoulders  as  though  to  start  around  the  table,  and  Walter's 
confidence  thinned  for  a  moment  to  show  a  trace  of  panic  beneath.  George 
relaxed, 

"No,  not  lately, "  he  replied  quietly.  "I  have  been  doing  a  little 
boxing,  though."  He  grinned  as  he  watched  his  own  shot  go  home. 

"Aw,  for  Pete's  sake,  break,"  Jack  Finney  interrupted.  He  was  a 
short,  pimply  youth  in  a  bright  checkered  shirt  and  blue  jeans,  sixteen  perhaps, 
and  nervous  under  his  blustering  manner.  His  fingers  shook  as  he  pasted  chalk 
on  his  cue.  "We  aren't  payin'  for  talk." 

Walter  Morgan  dropped  out  after  the  next  game,  scowling  at  George 
as  he  hung  up  his  cue,  and  a  long,  lean  rancher  in  high-heeled  boots  took  his 
place.  Some  of  the  players  finishing  on  the  back  tables  clapped  George  on 
the  back  as  they  went  by,  and  Benny  the  bootlegger  stopped  and  shook  hands  on 
his  way  to  his  regular  nightly  session  of  billiards  with  the  tubby  proprietor. 
For  the  most  part,  though,  Billy  Hogge's  clientele  had  changed  in  the  years 
George  had  been  away,  and  strange  faces  were  more  common  than  ones  he  knew. 
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Some  of  the  youngsters  who  haunted  the  back  tables  addressed  him  as  "George", 
but  they  wouldn't  have  been  more  than  ten  or  eleven  when  George  left,  and  it 
was  difficult  to  recognize  a  small  boy  grown  up.  At  ten  o'clock  Jim  Dyer 
came  stumping  in  on  his  cork  leg,  his  tin  town  constable’s  badge  enough  to 
send  the  younger  boys  on  the  way  home.  By  ten-thirty  the  lights  were  out  on 
all  but  the  first  two  tables.  At  last  Don  Williston  threw  down  his  cue. 

"That's  enough  for  me,"  he  announced.  "Five  blasted  hours  and  I 
fluke  one  kitty  on  the  break.  I'm  tired  of  playin'  Santa  Claus  four  months 
early, " 

Jack  Finney,  the  rancher  and  the  farmer  quickly  disappeared,  and 
the  other  two  had  wives  whose  patience  could  be  exhausted.  George  watched 
the  billiards  for  a  while,  only  half  aware  of  the  rolling  balls  as  the  old 
time  loneliness  rose  within  him,  mixed  with  more  recent  memories  of  the 
triumph  of  his  return.  Sven  and  his  wife  had  been  pleased  to  see  him  -  of 
that  he  was  certain  -  and  Mr.  Maxwell  and  of  course  Mr.  Timson.  They  were 
real  people  and  said  what  they  meant,  and  he  was  a  dope  not  to  have  realized 
that  and  written  to  them  as  he  should  have.  To  be  right  he  should  go  and 
apologize  to  the  Hjalmers  for  accusing  them  in  his  mind,  but  of  course  it 
would  only  hurt  their  feelings  to  no  purpose,  Kell  anyway  he  was  smarter 
now. 

They'd  been  good  to  him  in  the  beer  parlor  too,  and  most  of  them 
there  had  seemed  to  be  honestly  glad  to  see  him.  Ollie  had  sounded  phoney, 
of  course,  but  then  he  always  did,  and  it  was  something  to  be  invited  to  the 
Chamber  of  Commerce  banquet.  There  wasn't  any  good  reason  for  him  to  feel 
lonely  and  out  of  things  now  -  not  the  way  he  had  always  felt  before.  It 
would  Just  take  a  little  time  to  get  settled,  that's  all.  He  got  up  and 
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started  out  for  some  coffee,  but  turned  back  again  as  Benny's  deep  rumble 
sounded  from  the  second  table.  The  solidly  built,  black-eyed  bootlegger 
put  one  well-manicured  hand  on  George 1 s  shoulder, 

"You  got  any  idea  what  you're  gonna  do,  now  you  come  back?"  he 

asked. 

"I  haven't  had  time  to  think  about  it  much,"  George  told  him. 

"Okay.  You  think  when  you  got  time.  After  that,  why  maybe  you 
come  and  see  Benny,  eh?  It's  damn  good  you  ain't  no  longer  up  there,"  His 
head  jerked  in  the  vague  direction  of  the  cenotaph,  and  his  even  white  teeth 
flashed  in  a  smile  that  lit  up  his  dark  face.  "Just  don't  you  forget  Benny, 
eh?" 

"I'll  sure  remember,  Benny,"  George  promised.  "And  thanks." 

"Okay, "  Benny  shrugged,  his  hands  spreading.  "Now  get  to  hell  out 
so  I  can  shoot." 

George  stepped  out  of  the  pool  hall  and  stopped  on  the  sidewalk  to 
fill  his  lungs  with  the  cool,  clean  night  air  while  he  debated  whether  or 
not  he  would  return  directly  to  the  Hjalmers'.  Sven  must  have  been  kept  at 
his  job  longer  than  he  had  expected,  or  he  would  have  been  down  to  pit  his 
fluke-producing  vigor  against  all  comers.  George  marvelled,  not  for  the 
first  time,  at  the  prodigious  energy  Sven  always  seemed  to  have  at  his  command. 

The  show  at  the  Bijou  had  been  over  for  some  time  and  the  lights  in 
the  narrow  entrance  had  been  extinguished.  Only  the  night  lights  gleamed  far 
back  in  the  stores  along  Main  Street  and  cast  no  glow  on  the  sidewalk.  Save 
for  the  bright  spots  of  neon  that  announced  the  eating  places,  the  street  was 
in  darkness,  sections  of  blackness  punctuated  by  the  narrow  circles  of  light 
from  street  lamps  on  the  corners.  Someone  came  out  of  Mah  Wing's  almost 
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directly  opposite  and  stood  for  a  moment  in  the  open  doorway,  a  black, 
unrecognizable  figure  against  a  background  of  light  and  juke  box  music. 

Then  the  door  swung  shut  and  cut  off  the  music,  and  the  black  figure  moved 
past  the  window  and  disappeared  in  the  darkness  beyond.  For  a  moment  the 
figure  of  Jim  Dyer  appeared  under  the  streetlight  at  the  corner  of  Wood 
Street,  and  then  disappeared  again,  moving  west. 

For  the  first  time  that  day  George  felt  conscious  of  the  war  sur¬ 
plus  pants  he  wore,  and  of  the  grimy  windbreaker  with  the  button  missing  at 
the  throat.  Mrs.  Hjalmer  had  washed  his  shirt  while  he  had  slept,  and  had 
done  her  best  to  put  a  crease  of  sorts  in  his  worn  trousers,  but  George 
realized  that  nothing  short  of  a  complete  new  outfit  would  make  him  prsentable, 
and  what  few  clothes  he  had  with  him  were  still  crushed  in  the  dunnage  bag 
under  the  railroad  hedge.  After  a  moment  he  decided  to  pass  up  the  hot 
coffee  and  pie  at  Mah  Wing's,  and  started  down  toward  the  station  to  retrieve 
his  bag.  The  night  was  strangely  warm  for  late  August  and  George  drifted 
down  the  street  slowly,  his  thoughts  busy  with  the  events  of  the  day  just 
past.  Presently  he  came  to  the  lower  corner  in  front  of  Soong  Yee's  just  as 
a  man  in  greasy  overalls  appeared  from  the  direction  of  the  roundhouse.  The 
man  carried  a  lunch  pail  and  a  heavy  bag,  and  George  stepped  forward  quickly 
to  open  the  door.  A  moment  later  he  found  himself  inside  the  restaurant, 
the  unshaded  lights  glaring  into  his  eyes  from  the  polished  surfaces  of  the 
counter  and  the  tops  of  deserted  rows  of  tables.  The  man  in  the  overalls 
put  down  his  bag  and  lunch  pail  on  the  floor  beside  the  counter  and  climbed 
up  on  a  round  stool. 

"I  don't  go  for  those  tables,"  he  said,  not  looking  around.  "I 
can  get  enough  eating  off  of  tables  at  home,  and  a  counter  seems  to  give  you 
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more  room."  He  grabbed  the  menue  and  studied  it,  his  fingers  leaving  faint 
smudges  on  the  celluloid  cover, 

George  left  one  stool  vacant  between  the  man  and  himself  and  sat 
with  his  elbows  on  the  counter,  looking  at  the  man's  reflection  in  the  wall 
mirror.  After  a  moment  the  man  looked  up  from  the  menu  and  caught  George's 
eyes. 

"I'm  tired,"  he  said,  his  voice  deep  and  weary.  "Up  all  last  night 
tryin'  to  make  a  fifty-three  hundred  pull  seventy- two  cars  in  on  time.  Got 
held  up  at  Brinely  off  time  and  had  to  take  a  siding  for  two  hours  till  the 
operator  got  good  and  ready  to  go  to  work.  I'd  have  tied  up  right  here  if 
the  monkeys  on  the  tail  end  hadn't  wanted  to  get  back  to  Benton." 

George  nodded.  "It’s  a  long  day,"  he  said. 

"You're  darned  right  it's  a  long  day.  Why,  I'd  been  in  Benton  yet, 
with  tomorrow  my  day  off,  if  I  hadn't  dead-headed  it  in  on  the  rattler."  He 
pushed  back  his  railroad  cap  from  thin,  greying  hair.  "Where  the  hell's  that 
doggoned  girl?" 

He  turned  and  looked  along  the  counter  past  George  to  the  swing 
doors  at  the  end  of  the  room,  his  eyelids  drooping.  Suddenly  his  pale  eyes 
sharpened  into  focus  and  he  looked  straight  at  George.  "Say,  ain't  you 
George  Tirnford?" 

"That's  right,"  George  said. 

"Well,  I'll  be  doggonedj  We  all  thought  you  got  killed  in  the  war. 
Why,  we  was  talking  about  you  only  this  morning." 

"Yeah?" 

"Yeah.  Say,  I'm  sure  glad  you  got  back  all  right."  He  wiped  his 
hand  on  the  sleeve  of  his  overalls  and  3hook  hands  with  George  solemnly. 
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"Them  army  brass-hats  couldn't  keep  things  straight  even  in  the  first  war. 

I  suppose  they  lost  you  in  a  pile  o'  fancy  papers,  eh?" 

"Something  like  that,  only  it  was  the  Air  Force.  I  was  in  Paris 
for  almost  a  year. " 

"Paris,  eh?  Say,  they  marched  us  through  there  so  fast  we  couldn't 
see  nothin'  at  all.  Doggone  that  girl  anyway."  He  picked  up  the  catsup 
bottle  and  rattled  it  against  the  vinegar. 

Almost  at  once  the  door  from  the  kitchen  swung  open  and  a  red¬ 
headed  girl  came  in,  her  arms  loaded  with  a  tray  of  glasses.  She  stopped 
short  when  she  saw  the  men,  setting  her  tray  down  on  the  end  of  the  counter. 
"Gee,  I'm  sorry,  Mr,  Grainger,"  she  called,  "I  didn't  hear  you  come  in." 

She  smoothed  her  close-fitting  blue  uniform  as  she  hurried  along  the  counter. 
"Anyway,  this  isn't  your  night,  is  it?" 

"It  shouldn't  be,"  Jim  Grainger  grumbled,  "but  you  can't  tell  any¬ 
thing  with  the  tail  end  I  got.  You  got  any  ham  and  eggs  back  there?" 

The  waitress  drew  two  glasses  of  water  and  set  them  on  the  counter. 
"You  do  have  a  bad  time,  don't  you?"  she  smiled.  "I  should  think  -  why 
George  Tirnford'.  Hello.' "  Her  smile  broadened  and  her  eyes  crinkled  at  the 
corners  with  delighted  surprise. 

"Hello,  Mary. " 

"I  was  glad  when  I  heard  the  news  this  afternoon, "  she  said,  "but 
I  didn't  think  I'd  see  you  so  soon.  You've  put  on  weight,  haven't  you?" 

"A  little,  I  guess  -  twenty  pounds  or  so." 

"Your  hair's  shorter,  too.  I  remember  you  used  to  wear  it  so 
darned  long. " 

"The  army  don't  fool  around  with  haircuts,"  the  engineer  put  in. 
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"Why,  I  remember  in  the  first  war.  .  . " 

Mary  Cameron  had  changed  some  too,  George  decided.  She  seemed 
happier,  for  one  thing,  and  that  would  be  natural  enough  if  the  role  she  had 
played  in  high  school  was  ended.  It  couldn't  have  been  very  much  fun  playing 
foster  mother  to  five  younger  brothers  and  trying  to  grow  up  yourself  at  the 
same  time.  She  still  had  the  most  flaming  red-gold  hair  he  had  ever  seen, 
with  natural  curls  that  seemed  to  cling  to  her  head  in  perfectly  controlled 
disorder,  and  the  startlingly  fair  complexion  set  off  to  perfection  by  the 
few  freckles  that  straddled  her  nose.  She  still  wasn't  a  really  pretty  girl, 
he  thought,  but  there  was  something  about  her  that  made  mere  prettiness  un¬ 
necessary.  Perhaps  it  was  the  unusual  erectness  that  was  so  perfectly  natural 
to  her,  or  perhaps  the  aura  of  friendliness  about  her  that  somehow  reminded 
him  of  Dinty.  He  grinned  at  the  thought  and  looked  down  to  where  the  black 
cocker  snored  quietly  close  to  his  feet, 

",  ,  .my  third  haircut  in  one  morning.  And  then  darned  if  I  didn't 
get  checked  off  at  parade  the  same  afternoon.  No  sir,  the  army  hates  hair 
like  a  cat  hates  water,"  the  engineer  finished.  "Now  then,  how  about  my  ham 
and  eggs, 

Mary  Cameron  turned  back  to  him.  "You  wouldn't  sleep  a  wink  all 
night, "  she  told  him.  "You  know  what  happened  the  last  time  you  had  ham  and 
eggs  this  late." 

"Yes,  I  know,  but.  .  , " 

"How  about  a  waffle?" 

"Well  -  well,  okay.  Yeah,  I  guess  a  waffle  will  have  to  do  -  and 
coffee.  I'm  going  to  have  coffee  if  it  kills  me." 

"Waffle  and  coffee  coming  up.  And  you,  George?" 
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"You  make  waffles  sound  pretty  good.  Waffle  and  coffee  for  me 
too,  Mary." 

George  noticed  as  the  waitress  hurried  back  to  the  kitchen  that 
she  walked  instead  of  shuffling  as  he  had  become  accustomed  to  see  girls 
move.  Her  stomach  didn't  stick  out  a  mile,  either,  he  thought,  completing 
an  automatic  analysis. 

"That  darned  girl  bullies  me  as  though  I  was  her  father,"  Jim 
Grainger  rumbled  complainingly.  "The  trouble  is,  she's  right.  I  never  can 
sleep  if  I  eat  ham  and  eggs,  no  matter  how  tired  I  am. "  He  yawned  deeply. 

"You  figuring  on  staying  around  Peaksville?" 

"Yeah.  I  guess  so.  I  haven't  done  much  thinking  about  it." 

"Veterans  get  preference  in  some  jobs,  of  course,  though  there 
ain't  many  of  that  kind  around  here.  The  railroad,  maybe.  What  was  you 
doin'  in  the  army?" 

"The  Air  Force.  Joe  jobs,  mostly.  Bomb  disposal  after  we  got  over¬ 
seas.  I  was  pushing  a  cat  on  the  strip  at  Coventry  -  filling  bomb  craters  - 
when  HQ  decided  I  was  dead. " 

"Cats,  eh?  Well,  you  shouldn't  have  trouble  getting  on  with  a 
lumber  camp  in  another  month  or  so.  Say,  where  the  heck  is.  .  .  oh,  here 
comes  the  food.  I  thought  maybe  you  were  out  growin'  the  coffee,"  he  grumbled 
goodnaturedly  as  Mary  reappeared  with  the  waffles. 

"I  was,"  she  told  him.  "Just  got  back  from  Brazil  this  minute." 

She  filled  two  white  mugs  with  coffee  and  pushed  the  sugar  toward  George. 

"Six  minutes  flat.  Want  to  see  me  rhumba?" 

"She  can,  too,"  Grainger  confided  to  George.  "You  should  have  seen 
her  at  the  last  railroad  dance,  though  god  knows  when  she  got  time  to  learn. 
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Now  if  this  was  after  the  first  war  I’d.  . 

"You’d  let  your  waffle  get  cold  after  grousing  about  having  to 
wait."  She  spun  the  syrup  pitcher  along  the  counter  and  went  back  after  her 
glasses. 

The  coffee  was  as  bad  as  could  be  expected,  but  the  waffle  was  good, 
and  George  felt  surprised  at  his  hunger  after  three  of  Mrs.  Hjalmer's  meals. 

He  ate  slowly,  letting  the  coffee  cool,  Jim  Grainger  finished  his  waffle  in 
a  hurry  and  poured  enough  milk  into  his  coffee  to  allow  him  to  down  it  in  a 
couple  of  gulps.  Sliding  off  the  stool,  he  fished  under  his  overalls  and 
dropped  a  quarter  on  the  counter, 

"I  still  think  I  should’ve  had  ham  and  eggs,"  he  rumbled,  careful 
to  make  his  voice  loud  enough  to  carry  to  the  back  of  the  restaurant.  "You 
coming  along?" 

"I  still  have  half  a  waffle  left." 

"Well,  okay,  only  you  don’t  need  sleep  like  I  do.  Now  if  this  was 
after  the  first  war.  .  ,"  He  gathered  up  his  bag,  waved  his  lunch  pail  in  a 
general  farewell  and  shouldered  his  way  out  through  the  door. 

The  coffee  was  cool  enough  now,  and  George  found  that  twice  the 
usual  amount  of  sugar  helped  to  make  it  palatable.  He  finished  his  waffle  and 
looked  up  to  see  Mary  Cameron  watching  him,  her  pale  eyebrows  raised  ever  so 
slightly  in  speculation, 

"So  you’re  going  to  stay  in  Peaksville,  eh?  Or  were  you  just  making 
making  talk  with  Mr.  Grainger?" 

"No,  I'd  figured  on  staying  here." 

"What  made  you  change  your  mind?"  She  stacked  the  empty  dishes  on 
the  counter  and  stood  waiting  for  his  answer. 
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"Oh,  I  don’t  know.  The  things  I  found  here  when  I  got  in  this 
morning,  and  the  people,  and.  .  .How  did  you  know  I  had  changed  my  mind?" 

She  shrugged  off  an  answer  and  picked  up  the  dishes.  "You  must 
have  made  quite  a  sensation  up  at  the  Gregory,"  she  said.  "Everybody  who’s 
been  in  here  has  been  talking  about  it."  She  took  the  dishes  into  the  back 
room  and  was  back  again  in  a  moment,  "Would  you  like  anything  else?" 

He  shook  his  head,  gave  her  a  dollar  bill  and  waited  until  she  had 
turned  to  ring  up  his  lunch.  "I  would  like  to  know  when  you  get  off  work." 

Mary  Cameron  turned  round  again  and  counted  out  his  seventy-five 
cents  change.  "I  work  from  two  until  midnight,"  she  said  lightly,  "and  I 
live  with  the  Smallwoods  just  one  block  away,  and  I'm  dead  tired  when  it’s 
time  to  quit."  Their  eyes  met  and  her  smile,  as  friendly  as  ever,  seemed  to 
make  a  joke  of  her  refusal. 

George  glanced  at  his  watch  and  smiled  back  at  her.  "With  only 
five  minutes  to  wait, "  he  said,  "I  accept  the  conditions.  Besides,  I  rode 
a  freight  in  here  this  morning  and  need  some  sleep  myself.  Okay?" 

Mary  hesitated  a  moment  and  then  nodded  agreement.  "I  always  take 
the  short  way, "  she  warned. 

George  shoved  a  nickel  into  the  wurlitzer  and  punched  a  button  at 
random,  getting  "Chloe"  with  Spike  Jones.  The  extra  noisy  part  was  just 
starting  when  Mary  appeared  again  from  the  back,  a  blue  coat  of  some  fluffy 
material  open  over  her  uniform.  Behind  her  Soong  Yee  himself  appeared  in  a 
white  apron  that  almost  concealed  him,  his  white  shirt  sleeves  rolled  up  to 
the  elbows.  He  waved  a  hand  at  George  and  reached  under  the  counter  for  a 
Chinese  newspaper,  climbing  up  on  a  high  stool.  Mary  came  up  through  the 
lines  of  tables,  snapping  off  two  of  the  ceiling  lights.  She  put  her  fingers 
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in  her  ears  as  she  eame  near  the  wurlitzer,  laughing  as  George  held  open  the 
door  for  her.  The  closing  door  shut  off  the  cacophony  and  left  the  two  of 
them  alone  on  the  dark  and  silent  street. 

They  walked  quickly  for  a  block  west  on  Mill  Street  and  then  turned 
north  for  the  quarter  of  a  block  to  the  Smallwoods'  front  gate,  Mary  opened 
the  gate  and  slipped  through  and  then  laughed  when  she  saw  her  quick  move  to 
shut  it  again  was  not  necessary,  George  stood  back  on  the  sidewalk  and 
laughed  with  her, 

"That's  one  of  the  shortest  walks  home  I've  ever  taken,"  he  said, 
"but  I  liked  it.  It  could  even  get  to  be  a  habit." 

Mary  laughed  again.  "Goodnight, "  she  called  and  hurried  up  the 
path.  In  the  darkness  George  thought  she  paused  and  waved  to  him  from  the 
steps,  and  then  the  house  door  opened  and  closed  again  quietly.  George  stood 
there  until  Dinty  burshed  against  his  legs,  impatient  to  be  gone. 

"Doggone  if  I  hadn't  forgotten  you,"  George  told  the  dog.  "Well, 
now  we'll  get  that  bag  of  mine  and  go  and  apologize  to  the  Hjalmers."  He 
started  back  to  Mill  Street  with  the  dog  close  beside  him,  being  careful  not 
to  start  whistling  until  he  had  rounded  the  comer. 
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Chapter  6 


The  feeling  of  homecoming  with  which,  the  next  morning, 
George  started  up  through  the  hospital  grounds  toward  his  shack  was  more 
than  a  little  modified  by  his  realization  that  almost  six  years  was  too  long 
a  time  for  any  place  to  stand  empty  without  suffering  through  weather  and 
human  depredation.  It  would  be  only  natural  to  expect  broken  windows,  a 
sagging  door  and  treacherous  boards  in  floor  and  steps.  He’d  be  lucky  if 
there  was  enough  of  the  place  left  to  be  worth  fixing  up.  There  weren't 
many  people  who  would  want  to  go  that  far  out,  especially  with  no  neighbors 
within  blocks  of  bushland,  but  Peak3ville  might  have  felt  the  housing 
shortage  too.  People  had  to  have  some  place  to  live  in,  and  even  a  one- 
roomed  shack  would  look  good  if  the  only  alternative  was  a  tent. 
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George  took  the  walk  to  the  left  of  the  hospital  and  cut  through 
the  bush  on  the  back  half  of  the  grounds,  Dinty  charging  ahead  of  him  with 
an  easy  certainty  surprising  in  a  dog  that  had  not  been  there  for  so  long, 

A  chipmunk  appeared  almost  at  the  dog’s  greying  nose  and  chattered  impudently, 
flashing  away  again  with  a  flick  of  its  tail  as  Dinty  made  a  half-hearted 
lunge  in  its  direction.  From  far  behind  them  a  locomotive  screamed  hoarsely 
with  two  long  and  two  short  blasts  of  its  whistle,  A  few  more  minutes  brought 
them  to  the  fence  that  separated  the  hospital  grounds  from  the  back  road, 

George  climbed  through  the  fence  and  crossed  the  dust  of  the  road 
while  Dinty  waited  impatiently  on  the  other  side,  eager  to  start  along  the 
faint  trail  that  led  still  farther  back  to  the  clearing  in  which  the  shack 
stood,  A  hundred  yards  farther  on,  George's  steps  slowed  as  the  trees  began 
to  thin  out,  and  then  he  was  at  the  edge  of  the  clearing,  looking  with  some 
disappointment  at  the  raw  whiteness  of  new  boards  against  the  weather-beaten 
dullness  of  the  shack  itself, 

George  hesitated  and  stopped,  "It  looks  like  I  was  right, "  he  said 
aloud  to  Dinty  who  grinned  at  him  undisturbed,  his  pink  tongue  lolling.  The 
logical  thing  to  have  done,  George  realized,  was  to  have  checked  with  the 
town  clerk  before  he  made  the  trip  out.  Perhaps  the  town  had  taken  the  shack 
for  taxes,  and  then  he  would  have  no  claim  left  at  all.  Anyway,  with  everyone 
believing  him  dead,  it  would  be  natural  enough  for  someone  to  move  in  and  take 
over  the  unclaimed  property.  It  was  funny,  though,  that  Sven  hadn't  said  any¬ 
thing  about  it.  "Well,  I  guess  we  might  as  well  find  out  for  sure, "  he  said 
to  the  dog,  and  moved  up  the  new  steps  to  the  door. 

There  was  no  answer  to  his  quiet  knock,  and  still  no  answer  to  a 
louder  tattoo.  Hesitantly  George  tried  the  new  handle  of  the  door  .and  finding 
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it  unlocked,  pushed  the  door  open.  Dinty  brushed  past  him  and  went  straight 
to  the  yellow  bowl  on  the  floor  by  the  stove  and  began  lapping  vigorously, 
while  George  stood  in  the  doorway,  the  vague  disappointment  he  had  felt 
giving  way  to  amazed  delight. 

The  furniture  was  just  about  the  way  he  had  left  it,  save  for  the 
table,  new  and  still  unpainted,  that  stood  by  the  stove.  Half  a  dozen  new 
boards  glared  up  from  the  freshly  scrubbed  floor,  and  there  were  bright  new 
curtains  on  the  two  small  windows.  Even  the  bed  in  the  corner  was  freshly 
made,  with  spotless  linen  and  a  new  patchwork  quilt  folded  neatly  at  its 
foot.  Propped  into  an  upright  position  on  the  table  by  a  tin  of  jam  and  a 
corn  flakes  package  was  a  torn  strip  of  new  building  paper,  with  words 
scrawled  on  it  in  black  carpenter's  pencil,  A  lump  rose  uncomfortably  in 
his  throat  as  he  read  the  words: 

Welcome  Home  George] 

Jean  &  Sven. 

George  sat  down  on  the  chair  with  the  new  front  leg  and  looked  about  the 
room,  his  eyes  taking  in  each  new  evidence  of  the  Hjalmers'  friendship,  and 
at  last  settling  on  the  merry  black  face  of  the  cocker. 

"You  knew  about  this,  you  little  black  devil, "  George  accused  him. 
"Mo  wonder  you  were  so  sure  of  your  way  here." 

Dinty  admitted  nothing,  but  sat  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  his 
tongue  hanging  out  of  the  side  of  his  mouth,  his  eyes  half  shut,  his  stump  of 
a  tail  thumping  steadily  on  one  of  Sven's  new  boards. 

Here  was  just  another  evidence,  George  thought,  of  the  way  he  had 
misjudged  the  town,  expecting  it  to  treat  him  as  the  bum  he  had  once  been. 
Perhaps  after  all  he  had  made  his  own  trouble  in  the  years  before  the  wnr, 
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a  crazy  kid  who  took  offence  where  none  was  meant,  and  had  carried  an 
unconscious  chip  on  his  shoulder.  Or  maybe  the  town  had  just  changed  from 
the  way  he  had  remembered  it. 

Well,  certainly  it  wasn't  by  his  clothes  that  the  town  had  judged 
him  this  time.  He  still  looked  like  a  bum.  Any  difference  there  was  could 
only  be  inside.  Anyway,  it  was  time  he  got  down  town  and  bought  some  decent 
clothes.  One  suit  would  be  the  limit  just  now,  but  it  would  be  a  start. 

He’d  get  a  good  dark  suit  to  begin  with  and  then,  when  he  was  working  regularly, 
he  could  build  up  a  supply  of  clothes.  First,  though,  he’d  have  to  get  back 
to  the  Hjalmers’.  They  were  expecting  him  for  dinner,  probably  hardly  able 
to  wait  to  hear  what  he  thought  of  the  shack.  George  got  to  his  feet  and 
opened  the  door,  whistling  Dinty  outside. 

When  he  got  back  to  the  Hjalmers’,  Sven  and  his  wife  were  just 
sitting  down  to  dinner.  They  were  delighted  that  George  was  pleased  with  the 
shack,  but  refused  absolutely  to  be  thanked.  Instead  they  told  him  how 
worried  they  had  been  that  he  would  turn  up  too  soon,  of  how  Mrs.  Hjalraer  had 
rushed  to  get  in  an  hour's  scrubbing  while  Sven  had  George  down  town,  and  of 
how  she  had  rushed  off  again  in  the  evening  to  help  Sven  as  soon  as  George 
was  out  of  sight, 

"I  only  do  the  table  and  new  steps  last  night,  though, "  Sven  told 
him,  to  keep  the  record  straight.  "Other  times  I  go  by  so  everything  don't 
fall  down. " 

"I  thought  maybe  someone  else  would  have  taken  the  place  over.  I 
suppose  you  took  care  of  that  too,  eh?" 

"Iss  not  much  trouble, "  Sven  grinned. 

"Well,  now  that  you've  got  me  settled  so  nicely,  I  have  to  get 
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myself  some  decent  clothes  and  start  looking  for  a  job.  After  the  welcome 
I  got  yesterday  it  shouldn't  be  too  hard  to  find  something,  I'm  not  going 
to  trade  on  the  fluke  that  made  everyone  think  I  was  dead,  but  all  I  need 
is  a  chance." 

"I  speak  to  Mr.  Yameson  today,"  Sven  promised, 

"Well,  I  had  thought  I'd  like  to  get  into  radio  if  I  could.  I 
don't  suppose  any  service  course  will  be  much  use  to  me,  but  it  might  per¬ 
suade  Mr.  Brown  to  take  me  on," 

"Well,  anyhow  I  speak  to  Mr.  Yameson, "  Sven  persisted.  "Anyhow  it 
don't  do  no  harm." 

George  left  Dinty  with  Mrs.  Hjalmer  and  walked  down  as  far  as  Mill 
Street  with  Sven  on  his  way  back  to  work,  but  refused  the  big  man's  offer  to 
take  him  in  to  Mr.  Jameson  that  very  minute.  "I've  been  running  around  this 
town  like  a  bum  long  enough,"  he  said.  "The  first  thing  on  the  list  for  this 
afternoon  is  some  new  clothes." 

"Well,  anyway,  you  come  back  home  for  supper, "  Sven  insisted. 

"Tonight  iss  time  enough  for  moving. "  He  waved  a  big  hand  at  George  and  hurried 
across  the  street  to  the  mill  as  the  whistle  was  blowing. 

George  walked  east  past  the  rink  and  turned  the  comer  at  Soong 
Yee's,  passing  the  post  office  to  where  Tony  Stanislaus  had  his  home  and 
tailor  shop.  The  building  was  a  combination  of  three  or  four  unmated  shacks 
set  at  a  crazy  angle  to  the  street,  its  warped  boards  showing  faint  remnants 
of  three  different  shades  of  paint.  A  solid  bank  of  dirt  some  two  feet  high 
ran  along  the  two  visible  sides  of  the  building,  a  protection  from  winter 
frosts  and  the  summer  run-off  of  bottomless  eavestrough,  and  one  ordinary 
house  window  set  sideways  just  above  the  dirt  line  served  as  a  show  window. 
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George  stumbled  over  the  unequal  boards  of  the  short  sidewalk  and  scraped 
open  the  door.  He  pushed  the  door  shut  again  and  stood  in  semi-darkness, 
listening  to  the  clatter  of  dishes  from  somewhere  at  the  back.  Presently 
a  chair  scraped  back  and  Tony  himself  shuffled  unhurriedly  behind  the  narrow 
table  that  served  him  as  a  counter. 

"Nothing  all  day  and  then  somebody  comes  in  when  I’m  eating,"  he 
complained  in  a  hoarse  whiskey  voice.  His  heavy  grey  eyebrows  dropped  a  full 
two  inches  as  he  squinted  against  the  little  light  that  penetrated  the  dusty 
glass  of  the  window,  "George  Tirnford,  ain't  it?" 

"That's  right,  Tony." 

"Well.  Somebody  said  you  was  dead.  Lyin'  as  usual,  I  expect.  Far 
as  I  know  there  ain't  but  half  a  dozen  honest  men  in  Peaksville,  and  they 
don't  come  in  here.  I  see  Henry  Timson  once  in  a  while.  He's  been  honest 
for  forty  years  -  broke  now,  I  expect."  He  shuffled  around  the  table  in  huge, 
worn  out  bedroom  slippers,  one  monstrous  hand  tugging  at  the  end  of  a  mourn¬ 
fully  drooping  moustache.  He  seemed  to  have  no  neck  as  he  twisted  a  tiny 
bald  head  on  permanently  stooped  shoulders  and  looked  up  sideways  at  George. 
"You've  put  on  twenty  pounds  or  so,  I  expect." 

"As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  have, "  George  agreed. 

"Yes.  A  hundred  and  sixty  now,  I  expect.  None  around  the  middle, 
though."  He  teetered  his  tiny,  elf's  body  on  the  solid  base  of  his  huge  feet 
and  shifted  his  hand  to  the  other  side  of  his  moustache.  "Ever  been  in  Peaks¬ 
ville  before?"  he  asked, 

"Why,  all  my  life,  Tony,  except  the  last  few  years.  You  know  that." 

"I  do,  eh?  Well,  it's  too  late  now,  I  expect.  Wouldn't  have  a  son 
of  mine  stay  in  Peaksville  ten  minutes,  though.  Half  a  dozen  honest  men  ain't 
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enough  for  a  town  of  this  size.  Take  your  coat  off.11 

'What?  No,  really,  I  don't  figure  on  getting  a  suit  from  you 
today,  Tony.  You  see,  I've  got  to  have  one  right  away.  I  thought  that  if 
you  had  a  couple  of  shirts,  though.  .  . " 

"Shirts,  eh?  How  long  did  you  say  you'd  been  here?" 

"Why,  I  was  born  here,  Tony." 

"Mot  your  fault,  I  expect.  You  should  have  come  in  this  morning." 
Tony  reached  up  a  big  hand  and  practically  yanked  George's  windbreaker  from 
his  shoulders.  He  threw  the  garment  carelessly  on  the  table  and  stretched 
out  his  tape.  "It  wouldn't  fit  anyway,"  he  said. 

"What  wouldn't  fit?" 

"Any  suit  you  bought  ready-made.  Poor  stuff,  too.  Even  a  stranger 
like  you  should  know  that.  Do  you  know  Henry  Timson?"  He  measured  George 
with  quick,  sure  movements,  paying  no  attention  to  the  measuring  chart  on 
the  table,  "Henry  Timson  got  a  suit  from  me  -  paid  for  it,  too.  Are  you 
going  to  pay  for  this  suit?" 

"Why,  of  course  I'm  going  to  pay  for  it,"  George  declared,  giving 

up. 

"Some  don't  -  mostly  big  bugs,  of  course.  You  can  put  your  coat 
on  again."  Tony  turned  away  from  George  and  shuffled  over  to  the  tall 
cupboard  and  came  back  with  a  pair  of  dark  blue  trousers  and  a  rectangular 
box  he  did  not  open.  He  set  them  on  the  table  and  padded  back  to  the  cupboard, 
returning  a  minute  later  with  a  grey  sports  jacket.  He  folded  the  jacket 
neatly  on  top  of  the  trousers  and  wrapped  the  parcel  up  quickly  in  a  sheet 
of  Christmas  wrapping  paper  he  drew  from  a  roll  anchored  to  the  end  of  the 
table.  "You  don't  need  a  suit  till  next  Wednesday,"  he  told  George.  "That's 
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when  the  Chamber's  going  to  feed  you.  You  can  come  in  then,  I  expect.  I'll 
most  likely  have  it  started  by  then.  Somebody  said  George  Tirnford  was  dead." 
Tony  went  back  behind  the  table  and  eyed  George  without  interest, 

"Well,  the  report  said  I  was,"  George  grinned.  "I  didn't  hear 
about  it  for  a  while.  How  much  are  these  clothes  going  to  cost  me,  Tony?" 

"It  wasn't  true  anyway,  I  expect.  Most  stories  aren't  true  any 
more.  There  ain't  hardly  anything  but  liars  in  Peaksville,  Do  you  know 
Henry  Timson?  He's  honest  all  right,  but  I  guess  he's  broke  by  now,  I 
haven't  seen  him.  .  .Did  you  pay  me  thirty  dollars?" 

"No,  I  haven't  -  not  yet.  I  was  just  asking  how  much  I  owed  you." 

"You  can  pay  it  now  if  you  like  -  or  Wednesday,  maybe.  You're  as 
honest  as  most  of  them,  I  expect,"  He  turned  his  back  on  George  and  began 
shuffling  into  the  back  room. 

"You  mean  to  say  I  get  all  that  for  thirty  dollars?"  George  demanded. 
"Why,  the  jacket  alone  would  cost  that  much.  What's  the  price  of  the  pants 
and  shirts  as  well?" 

Tony  shuffled  back  until  he  stood  close  to  George,  his  pale  eyes 
blinking  as  he  looked  up  at  him.  One  huge  paw  reached  behind  him  and  grasped 
the  parcel.  "That'll  be  thirty  dollars,"  he  said.  He  pressed  the  parcel 
into  George's  arms  and  reached  out  for  the  money,  taking  the  three  tens  George 
handed  him  and  crumpling  them  into  a  back  pocket.  "They  should  fit  you,  I 
expect,"  he  told  George  absently.  "You're  coming  in  Wednesday,  are  you?" 

"That's  right,  if  you  want  me  to." 

"All  right.  I  didn't  believe  it  when  they  said  George  Tirnford  was 
dead.  You  can't  believe  much  of  anything  you  hear  in  Peaksville.  They  like 
lying,  I  expect."  Tony  turned  abruptly  and  shuffled  through  the  door  into 
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the  back  room,  leaving  George  alone  in  the  dim  little  shop. 

George  pushed  his  way  through  the  door  again  and  went  across  the 
street  to  Bert  Williams'  Toggery  and  Shoe  Shop,  feeling  a  little  self- 
conscious  at  the  gaily  wrapped  parcel  he  carried.  Chimes  sounded  discreetly 
in  the  back  as  he  opened  the  door  and  a  thin,  colorless  young  man  moved 
smartly  toward  him  through  the  narrow  length  of  the  store.  He  moved  sound¬ 
lessly  over  the  carpeted  floor  and  stopped  the  precisely  correct  distance  from 
George,  seeming  to  bow  without  moving. 

"May  I  help  you,  sir?"  he  enquired  in  a  voice  as  subdued  and 
colorless  as  himself.  It  seemed  obvious  that  he  had  been  imported  with  the 
new  fixtures  and  was  at  home  only  amidst  chromium  and  indirect  light. 

"I  was  wanting  a  pair  of  shoes, "  George  said,  his  voice  sounding 
loud  in  his  own  ears,  "Something  dressy,  but  serviceable  too,  if  you  have 
them. " 

"Certainly,  sir.  Will  you  sit  down?"  His  hand  moved  four  inches 
in  a  gesture  that  indicated  a  row  of  chromium  and  leather  chairs.  "Something 
in  tan,  perhaps?" 

"I'd  rather  have  black  if  you've  got  them." 

"About  a  -  nine,  should  we  say?" 

"An  eight, "  George  corrected  apologetically,  conscious  of  a  faint 
disturbed  line  in  the  smoothness  of  the  young  man's  pale  forehead.  "You 
can't  really  tell  from  army  boots." 

"No  -  er  -  certainly  not,  sir."  He  regarded  George's  worn  boots 
with  the  faintest  suggestion  of  distaste  and  turned  with  quiet  dignity  to  the 
rows  of  boxed  footwear  on  the  farther  wall.  For  a  moment  he  regarded  them 
impassively,  his  perfectly  manicured  right  hand  moving  lightly  ovit  the  patent 
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sheen  of  his  colorless  hair,  and  then  he  selected  a  box  and  bore  it  like  a 
gift  back  to  George. 

"Give  me  the  left  one, "  George  said,  his  boot  already  off.  "If  the 
left  one  fits,  the  other  will  be  okay," 

"the  -  left,  of  course,  sir."  The  young  man  replaced  the  right 
shoe  in  the  box  and  handed  the  other  to  George,  too  busy  with  smoothing  the 
tissue  paper  to  assist  at  the  trial. 

George  slipped  the  shoe  on  quickly  and  stood  up.  "Perfect, "  he 
said,  "You're  a  good  guesser,  anyhow.  I'll  take  these.  How  much?" 

"Those  are  one  of  our  less  exclusive  lines,  sir,"  the  clerk 
murmured.  "They  are  eleven  ninety-five," 

"Holy  smoke J"  George  exclaimed.  "I  could  have  bought  a  better  pair 
than  these  for  five  bucks  before  the  war.  Well,  okay."  He  gave  the  clerk 
fifteen  dollars  and  slapped  the  lid  back  on  the  box.  "You  don't  need  to  bother 
wrapping  them. " 

"As  you  wish,  sir."  The  colorless  young  man  accepted  the  money 
gingerly  and  fingered  the  keys  of  the  cash  register,  bracing  himself  to  endure 
the  jarring  clang  of  the  bell  as  the  drawer  opened.  "Eleven  ninety-five, 
twelve,  thirteen,  and  two  is  fifteen  dollars.  Thank  you."  Before  George  had 
time  to  move  he  was,  for  the  quiet  young  man,  a  customer  who  had  long  since 
come  and  gone. 

A  few  minor  purchases  completed,  George  hurried  back  to  the  Hjalmers', 
where  he  picked  up  his  bag  and  the  impatient  Dinty,  and  struck  out  eagerly 
across  the  hospital  grounds  to  his  own  shack.  Despite  the  heat  of  the  after¬ 
noon  he  soon  had  a  fire  roaring  in  the  square  cookstove  beneath  a  wash  boiler 
of  water  he  pumped  from  the  well  at  the  back.  Dinty  eyed  the  proceeding  with 
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a  certain  amount  of  alarm  which  faded  when  he  saw  George  begin  to  pull  off 
his  clothes.  George  spread  his  purchases  out  on  the  bed  -  sox,  a  tie,  a 
couple  of  handkerchiefs,  non-issue  underwear  -  and  took  off  the  bright  paper 
from  Tony's  parcel.  The  retangular  box  contained  three  perfectly  tailored 
white  shirts. 

An  hour  later  he  was  dressed  again,  wearing  his  new  clothes  which 
fitted  with  a  perfection  that  would  have  been  no  surprise  to  any  of  Tony's 
regular  customers.  His  faded  blue  battle  dress  flapped  gently  in  the  light 
afternoon  breeze  on  the  line  just  outside  the  door,  with  some  extra  things 
he  had  taken  from  his  bag  for  company,  and  the  wash  tub  and  boiler  were  back 
in  place  behind  the  stove.  George  set  his  shaving  mirror  on  the  table  and 
backed  away  as  far  as  he  could  to  see  as  much  of  himself  as  possible,  but  the 
result  was  not  very  successful.  He  gave  up  the  experiment  when  he  saw  Dinty's 
black  face  grinning  at  him  from  the  doorway. 

"You'll  just  have  to  make  allowances,"  he  told  the  dog.  "After  all, 
I  haven't  been  out  of  issue  clothes  for  the  last  few  years." 

The  admiration  he  did  not  get  at  home,  however,  was  supplied  in 
lavish  quantities  by  Sven  and  Jean  when  George  arrived  there  for  supper.  Sven 
was  just  washing  up,  and  got  soap  in  his  eyes  as  he  went  through  the  motion 
of  rubbing  them  in  wonder,  Mrs.  Hjalmer  stood  back  and  regarded  him  with  a 
practical  eye. 

"Them  clothes  iss  made  by  Tony,"  she  announced  positively.  "Before 
the  war  stuff,  too, "  she  added,  feeling  the  cloth  of  the  coat.  "Iss  good  man, 
Tony  Stanislaus." 

Sven  put  down  the  towel  and  moved  close  to  George.  "Iss  good  stuff 
in  pants,  too, "  he  declared,  pinching  the  cloth  and  enough  of  George  to  make 
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him  jump.  "Iss  swell  outfit  for  banquet,  I  bet." 

"I  guess  it  will  have  to  be, "  George  told  him.  nI  intended  to  get 
a  ready-made  suit  when  I  went  down  town,  but  when  I  went  in  to  Tony's  to  see 
if  he  had  a  couple  of  shirts,  he  had  me  measured  and  walking  out  with  these 
before  I  knew  where  I  was.  Come  to  think  of  it,  he  didn't  even  ask  me  what 
color  I  wanted." 

"Don't  you  tell  him,  neither,"  Sven  advised  while  his  wife  nodded. 

"He  knows  better 'n  anyone," 

"Yes,  I  suppose  he  does,  but  I  don't  know  when  I'm  to  get  the  suit. 

He  did  tell  me  to  come  back  Wednesday  morning,  but  I  guess  that'll  be  just 
for  a  fitting.  He  didn't  say." 

"He  don't  ever  say  much,"  Sven  declared,  "but  I  tell  you,  Tony 
don't  miss  nothing  in  Peaksville.  Iss  a  good  bet  for  one  cigar  your  suit  is 
all  ready  for  banquet." 

George  laughed.  "Well,  I  won't  bet  with  you,"  he  said,  pulling  a 
small  Christmas-wrapped  parcel  from  his  pocket  and  handing  it  to  the  big  man. 

"I  guess  Santa  Claus  is  a  little  late  this  year."  From  his  other  pocket  he 
produced  another  equally  decorative  parcel  and  pressed  it  into  Jean's  plump 
hand.  "It  isn't  much,"  he  said,  "but.  . 

"By  Yoseph,  iss  cigars  -  good  ones,  too, "  Sven  exclaimed,  a  delighted 
grin  spreading  all  over  his  homely  face.  "Now  iss  no  need  to  bet,  eh,  Yean?" 

Mrs.  Hjalmer's  face  matched  her  husband's  in  pleasure  as  she  held  a 
gaily  flowered  apron  for  Sven  to  see.  "Iss  too  good,  too  good, "  she  repeated 
again  and  again,  slipping  the  apron  over  her  head  and  holding  the  ties  behind 
her.  "Big,  too,  to  cover  up  everything, "  she  added,  her  practical  sense 
asserting  itself.  Tears  of  pleasure  were  forming  in  her  brown  eyes  when  a 
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warning  sizzle  from  the  stove  sent  her  scurrying  away  to  look  after  supper, 
almost  tripping  over  Dinty  who  frisked  about  the  room  as  pleased  as  anyone. 

When  supper  was  over,  George  was  politely  refused  when  he  offered 
to  help  with  the  milking,  the  Hjalmers  shuddering  expressively  at  the  thought 
of  working  in  such  nice  new  clothes,  so  George  paused  only  long  enough  to 
get  a  quart  of  the  warn  milk  and  then  went  back  up  the  hill  to  his  shack. 

Under  Dinty1 s  watchful  supervision  he  ironed  the  clothes  he  had  washed  in  the 
afternoon,  sewed  on  a  button  here  and  there,  and  polished  his  old  boots  as 
well  as  he  could.  At  half  past  eleven  he  was  again  on  his  way  down  town. 

The  wurlitzer  at  Soong  Yee's  was  screaming  out  a  jive  piece  with 
an  unpronounceable  name  while  Jack  Finney  and  another  youth  showed  off  loudly 
before  two  black-haired  girls  at  a  table  beside  the  machine.  George  climbed 
on  a  stool  as  Mary  Cameron  came  along  the  counter  toward  him. 

"Waffle  and  coffee?"  she  asked,  smiling  at  him. 

"Just  coffee.  After  that  waffle  I  couldn't  sleep  a  wink  last  night," 
he  told  her  seriously.  "You  haven't  seen  Jim  Grainger  around  today,  have  you?" 

Mary's  smile  was  replaced  by  a  look  whose  gravity  matched  his  own. 
"Haven't  you  heard?"  she  asked,  "They  took  Mr.  Grainger  to  the  hospital  last 
night."  Her  hand  rested  at  her  slim  waist  as  a  look  of  pain  crossed  her  face. 
"Gas  pains  -  terrible."  Her  gravity  broke  at  the  last  word  and  she  swung 
around  to  get  George  his  coffee. 

"I'll  go  right  up  and  sit  with  him,"  George  said.  "Then  I'd  be  in 
the  right  place  if  mine  was  slow-acting."  They  smiled  at  each  other  across 
the  counter  until  Mary  had  to  answer  a  peremptory  summons  from  the  important 
teen-agers. 

At  twelve  o'clock  he  walked  home  with  her  again,  and  for  a  moment 
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she  hung  over  the  Smallwood’s  gate  talking  to  him,  until  she  remembered  that 
tomorrow  was  another  work  day.  Then,  for  the  fourth  time  that  day, George 
went  back  to  his  shack,  where  sleep  caught  him  in  the  midst  of  his  contentment 
at  being  home  for  the  first  time  in  almost  six  years. 
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Chapter  7 


Far  enough  removed  from  Main  Street  to  be  undisturbed 
by  the  bustle  of  a  Saturday  afternoon's  rush  of  business,  the  Desmond  mansion 
sprawled  lazily  in  the  August  sunshine,  its  old-fashioned  grandeur  secure 
behind  the  semi-opaque  screen  afforded  by  a  solid  line  of  spruce  trees 
surrounding  it.  From  the  iron  gate  with  its  round  concrete  monuments  for 
gate-posts  another  of  Willie  Forman's  sidewalks  wound  in  uncertain  curves 
of  cracked  cement  through  a  balding  lawn  in  the  general  direction  of  broad 
front  steps,  passing  on  its  way  the  ornamental  bay  window  that  had  once  been 
the  wonder  and  envy  of  all  Peaksville.  Up  to  a  few  years  before  the  second 

war  the  house  had  been  the  largest  in  the  town,  and  its  owner,  from  his  office 

> 

at  the  mill,  the  dictator  of  the  prosperity  or  poverty  of  almost  half  of 
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Peaksville's  inhabitants.  The  house  still  stood,  its  tradition  and  dignity- 
proof  against  the  competition  of  newer  and  larger  homes,  but  Colonel  Clarendon 
Desmond,  through  a  trick  of  fate  and  an  insatiable  thirst,  had  dropped  in  the 
snow  by  the  wayside  one  winter's  evening  and  had  been  unable  to  survive  the 
pneumonia  which  followed.  Now  the  big  house  held  only  Mabel  Wilson,  a  placid, 
dumpy  little  woman  who  managed  nicely  by  doing  what  she  was  told,  Patricia 
Desmond,  a  plain, imaginative  little  girl  whose  adolescent  urge  to  rebellion 
had  been  almost,  but  not  quite,  subdued  by  her  surroundings,  and  the  leviathan 
of  Peaksville's  social  swim,  Mrs.  Clarendon  Desmond  herself. 

That  august  lady  was  at  the  moment  snugly  berthed  on  a  day  bed  set 
in  the  arch  of  the  great  front  window,  her  Amazonian  figure  draped  in  the 
generous  folds  of  a  green  flowered  satin  housecoat,  her  regal  head  bent  over 
a  more  than  ample  bosom  as  she  read  what  the  Benton  bookseller  had  assured 
her  was  the  novel  all  Society  was  reading  this  week.  At  the  end  of  each  page 
she  glanced  out  of  the  window  as  though  expecting  someone,  and  then,  with  a 
deepening  frown  of  impatience,  returned  to  her  book.  She  was  just  finishing 
Chapter  Four  when  the  wasted  maidenliness  of  Minnie  Perfuss  appeared  before 
the  wrought-iron  gate,  Mrs.  Desmond  closed  her  book,  placed  it  carefully  in 
view  on  the  end  table,  and  waited,  arranging  the  bright  satin  cushions  more 
comfortably. 

A  moment  later  Miss  Perfuss  appeared  from  the  hall,  hesitating  in 
an  agony  of  indecision  as  she  found  herself  in  the  Presence, 

"You  -  you  said  to  come  right  in,  Mrs.  Desmond,  or  else  I  should 

have ..." 

"Of  course,  Minnie,  of  course.  Don't  stand  there  like  an  idiot. 

Come  in  and  sit  down  -  no,  not  there  -  over  here  where  I  can  see  you."  Her 
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voice  boomed  commandingly  through  the  high-ceilinged  room,  diction  lessons 
apparent  in  the  distinct  individuality  of  every  word.  "Well,  Minnie?" 

Minnie  Perfuss  perched  like  a  sparrow  on  the  very  edge  of  the 
hassock  assigned  to  her,  her  thin,  ringless  fingers  kneading  each  other 
nervously.  "I  -  I  got  the  yard  of  lace  you  wanted,  Mrs.  Desmond  -  at  Mrs, 
Conroy's  -  and  the  -  a  -  corn  flakes.  You  did  ask  me  to  get  corn  flakes, 
didn't  you?" 

"Of  course  I  did.  Thank  you,  Minnie.  Well?"  she  asked  again. 

Minnie  hastened  to  take  her  cue.  "Well  -  of  course  George  Timford 
is  back  and.  .  . " 

"You  told  me  that  on  Thursday. " 

•  "Yes,  but  now  he's  all  dressed  up.  He  got  some  things  from  that 
Stanislaus  and  then.  .  .  Mrs.  Conroy  said  he's  been  looking  for  a  job  all 
day  today. " 

"He  didn't  get  one,  I  hope?" 

"Well  no,  I  don't  think  he  did,  though  I  couldn't  be  sure,  of 
course.  Mrs.  Conroy  said  she  saw  him  go  into  Martin's  Music  Store,  and  then, 
a  little  while  later  Mr.  Marie ss  was  over  from  the  Electric  Shop  -  he  wanted 
to  get  a  little  blue  ribbon.  Mrs.  Marie ss  is  going  to  trim  over  that  pink 
hat  of  hers,  the  one  she  got  last  year  in  the  Benton  Bonnet  Bar,  and  needed 
some  ribbon  for  it,  and.  .  , " 

"Grace  Marless  shouldn't  touch  blue,  with  her  eyes.  Well,  go  on." 

"Well,  Mr,  Marless  said  George  Timford  had  been  in  to  see  him  for 
a  job.  Seemed  to  think  some  course  or  something  in  the  Air  Force  would  help. " 

"It  wouldn't  help  his  business  any,  having  that  creature  there.  Why, 
I  wouldn't  go  near  the  place." 
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"That’s  what  Mrs.  Conroy  said  -  I  mean,  Mr,  Marless  said  it  and 
Mrs.  Conroy  -  just  told  me  -  what  he  -  said."  Her  fingers  fluttered  helplessly. 

"Oh,  Minnie’  Do  get  to  the  point’" 

"Well,  Mrs.  Conroy  -  I  mean,  Mr.  Marless  -  said  all  the  rest  of  the 
business  men  felt  the  same  way  about  it.  He  said  just  because  they  were  all 
glad  to  hear  he  wasn’t  killed,  and  had  made  that  big  fuss  over  him.  .  ." 

"What  was  that?" 

"Well,  it  seems  that  Sven  -  Mr,  Hjalmer  -  took  him  into  the  -  the.  .  ," 
Minnie’s  voice  dropped  almost  to  a  whisper.  ".  .  .the  beer  parlor,  and  all 
the  men  there  -  drank  -  and  said  George  Timford  was  a  fine  fellow  -  and 
things,  Mrs,  Conroy  -  I  mean,  Mr,  Marless  -  said  they  even  invited  him  to  the 
Chamber  of  Commerce  banquet," 

"They  wouldn’t  go  that  far]  Who  was  supposed  to  have  done  that?" 

"Well,  Mrs.  Willoughby  -  she  came  in  just  as  Mr,  Marless  was  leaving 
to  get  some  -  some  dome-fasteners,  I  think  -  anyway,  it  was  some  little  thing 
she’d  forgotten  to  get  in  Benton  yesterday  -  she  said  Ollie  -  I  mean,  Mr, 

Craig  had  invited  him  himself, " 

"H'm.'"  Mrs,  Desmond  stiffened  with  indignation.  "Probably  Ollie 
was  too  drunk  himself  at  the  time  to  know  better.  Well,  can't  they  tell  this 
Tirnford  that  it  was  all  a  mistake?" 

"Mrs.  Willoughby  said  that's  what  they  wanted  to  do,  but  Mr.  Maxwell 
and  Mr,  Timson  and  Mr,  Steeves  and  -  and  Benny  the  -  the  bootlegger  -  said, 

‘No,  by  god.  . 

"Minnie] " 

"Well,  that’s  just  what  Mrs.Willoughby  said  they  said,"  Minnie 
persisted,  trembling  with  eagerness  at  the  opportunity  to  use  such  language 
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and  still  be,  as  it  were,  twice  removed  from  evil,  "They  said,  'Mo  by  god. 
We'll  see  the  Board  of  Trade  in  hell  before  we  let  them  out  of  it,'  People 
keep  forgetting  it's  the  Chamber  of  Commerce  now,"  she  explained. 

"Weill  And  I  suppose  this  Timford  person  will  go  the  the  banquet?" 

"Well,  that's  what  Mrs.  Morgan  said,  I  got  the  com  flakes  at 
Morgan's  because  you  said  the  ones  at  the  Super-Market  weren't.  .  . " 

"I  told  you,  Minnie,  that  I  won't  pay  two  cents  extra  just  so 
Windy  Landsturm  can  put  in  a  new  refrigerator.  Now  get  to  the  point." 

"Well,  Mrs.  Morgan  was  there  when  I  went  in,  and  she  said  .Mr. 

Timson  had  told  her  himself  that  if  anyone  kept  George  Timford  away  from 
the  banquet  he'd  put  every  last  word  of  it  right  in  the  paper,  and  send  copies 
to  Benton  and  Calgary  and  everywhere.  She  said  Walter  is  furious." 

"I  don't  wonder,"  Mrs.  Desmond  agreed.  "After  all,  there  should 
be  some  limits  to  what  they  do  for  an  ordinary  thief.  You  know  he  stole 
groceries  from  Morgan's  store  when  they  were  good  enough  to  hire  him." 

Minnie  hesitated,  the  faintest  flame  of  fair  play  flickering  in 
her  flat  little  bosom,  "Well,  I  know  that's  what  they  said,  of  course,  but 
nothing  was  done  about  it,  was  there?  And  George  -  Mr.  Timford  was  sent  to 
jail  or  anything. " 

"Because  Henry  Timson  was  justice  of  the  peace.  I  said  at  the 
time  that  that  was  all  that  kept  that  young  ruffian  out  of  jail.  Of  course 
he  did  it.  He  assaulted  Walter  Morgan  afterward,  didn't  he?"  Mrs.  Desmond's 
voice  fell  like  a  lash  upon  the  bowed  back  of  her  slave.  "Well,  didn't  he?" 

"Well,  yes.  I  -  I  guess  he  did, "  Minnie  admitted,  surrendering 
without  a  struggle  in  the  face  of  overwhelming  odds.  "Anyway,  Mrs.  Morgan 
says  they'll  have  to  have  him  after  all,  whether  they  like  it  or  not.  But 
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she  says  no  one  here  in  town  will  take  the  chance  of  losing  business  by 
hiring  him.  She  says  her  husband  and  Walter  will  see  to  that." 

"Blanche  Morgan  is  a  mean,  vindictive  woman,  Minnie,  but  she's 
right  this  time.  We  have  enough  of  that  kind  of  men  here  in  Peaksville 
already  -  George  Tirnford  had  better  go  somewhere  else." 

"It  does  seem  funny,  though,  that  all  those  men  in  the  -  the  beer 
parlor  -  should  be  so  glad  to  see  him,  and  then  -  sort  of  -  desert.  .  ." 

Her  thin  voice  trailed  off  as  Mrs.  Clarendon  Desmond  raised  her  hand, 

"That  will  be  enough,  Minnie.  You  don't  know  what  you're  talking 
about.  You  haven't  a  daughter,  Minnie." 

Miss  Perfuss's  small,  pinched  face  sagged  and  her  eyes  took  on  a 
vague,  uncertain  look.  "No,  I  -  -  Well,  anyway,  Mrs.  Willoughby  was  saying 
that  he's  the  second  young  man  to  show  up  in  town  on  Thursday,  and  that 
seemed  strange  because  usually.  .  ." 

"The  second  one?"  Mrs.  Desmond  sat  up  straighter  and  looked  at 
Minnie.  "Who  was  the  other  one?" 

"Well, "  Miss  Perfuss  began,  hitching  herself  a  fraction  farther  on 
to  the  hassock,  "You  know  I  told  you  about  that  new-looking  car  I  saw  while 
you  were  in  Benton.  Well,  I  didn't  see  anyone  in  it,  but  Mrs.  Willoughby  says 
it  was  a  tall  young  man,  sort  of  blond,  I  guess.  She  says  he  told  Mary 
Cameron  down  at  the  restaurant  -  I  suppose  he  wanted  to  -  to.  ,  .  well,  anyway, 
he  told  her  his  dame  was  Dams  -  Damson,  I  think.  Why  -  why  Mrs.  Desmond]" 

Mrs.  Clarendon  Desmond  had  jumped  from  the  day  bed,  ignoring  the 
rain  of  satin  cushions,  and  now  stood  over  the  cowering  little  spinster. 
"Minnie.  Did  you  say  Danzon  -  J.  B,  Danzon?" 

"Well,  really,  Mrs.  Desmond,  that's  just  what  Mrs.  Willoughby  said. 
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She  said  that  Mary,  .  , " 

"Never  mind  what  Mrs.  Willoughby  said,"  Mrs.  Desmond  snapped. 

"Now  Minnie:  what  time  did  you  see  that  car?" 

"Well,  I'm  sure  it  was  after  dinner,  Mrs.  Desmond,  because  I  know 
I  was  going  to  have  peaches  at  noon,  and  then  there  was  no  canned  milk,  and 
I  always  like  canned  milk  on  -  my  -  peaches."  Her  tight  little  spring  ran 
down  again  beneath  Mrs.  Desmond's  glare, 

"And  when  did  it  leave  town?" 

"Well,  Mrs.  Willoughby  says  the  young  man  drove  down  Main  Street 
like  an  idiot.  She  says  something  ought  to  be  done  about  the  way  people 
drive  dow.  .  . " 

"A.t  what  time,  Minnie?"  Mrs.  Desmond's  patience  was  strained  to 
the  utmost  as  she  tried  to  make  some  sense  out  of  Minnie's  frightened  little 
squeaks,  "What  time  did  this  happen?" 

"Well,  Mrs.  Willoughby  says  it  was  just  after  half  past  three,  and 
it  couldn't  have  been  much  after  that  because  I  was  coming  down  to  meet  you 
and  it  wasn't  there  then." 

"I  see.  Just  before  the  bus  got  in  from  Benton.  Minnie,  bring 
your  parcels  inside  and  put  them  on  the  hall  table.  I  want  you  to  go  down 
town  with  me.  Mabel!  Ma-bel!  Oh,  where  is  that  woman?  MABEL!" 

Mabel's  head  appeared  through  the  door  of  the  dining  room.  "Were 
you  calling  me?"  she  asked  placidly,  rolling  her  eyes  to  look  through  the 
archway  that  led  to  the  living  room.  "If  you  want  anything,  you'll  .hist  have 
to  wait.  I  got  my  hands  all  flour  just  now." 

"Oh,  never  mind,  Mabel.  I'll  get  it  myself.  Mrs.  Desmond  turned 
back  to  the  astonished  Minnie  perfuss.  "Minnie,  did  you  see  Tom  Maxwell  when 
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you  were  down  town  on  Thursday?" 

"Well,  yes,  I  did,  Mrs.  Desmond,  only  of  course  I  see  him  almost 
every  time  I  go  down  town.  He  just  seems  to  sit  in  the  window  there  and  one 
can't  help.  . 

"Was  he  in  the  hotel  when  you  saw  him?" 

"Well,  he  was  the  first  time  I  went  by  -  that  was  when  I  saw  that 
nice  new  cream  car,  you  know  -  but  the  next  time  he  was  in  Mr.  Steeves's  barber 
shop.  He  had  a  letter  or  something  he  was  showing  Mr,  Steeves,  Well,  I  won¬ 
dered  what  he  was  doing  away  from  the  hotel  when  he  should  have  been  there,  so 
I  sort  of  looked  in  White's  window,  and  then.  .  ," 

Mrs.  Desmond  stamped  her  foot.  "Get  to  the  point,  Minnie.  Then  what?' 

Miss  Perfuss  trembled  and  ventured  to  rise  from  the  hassock.  "Why, 
then  -  nothing,  Mrs.  Desmond.  They  just  came  out  of  the  barber  shop  and  that's 
all  I  saw, " 

"I  see.  Well,  you  run  along  home  now,  Minnie.  I  think  I  can  handle 
this  best  by  myself.  Don't  wait  around,  now;  I  have  to  go  and  dress."  She 
pushed  the  shadowy  Miss  Perfuss  in  front  of  her  as  she  started  for  the  stairs. 
"The  one  day  I  venture  a  few  hours  out  of  town  -  and  this  happens]"  She  swept 
up  the  carpeted  stairs  and  paused  at  the  turn.  "Minnie] " 

"Yes,  Mrs.  Desmond."  The  flight  of  the  sparrow  was  halted  with  the 
door  half  open. 

"Was  that  old  goat  in  his  window  when  you  came  by  just  now?" 

"Oh,  no,  Mrs.  Desmond.  You  see,  Mrs.  Willoughby  says  Mr.  Maxwell 
always  has  Saturday  afternoons  off.  He  works  part  time  on  Sundays,  I  think 
she  said,  so  he  oan  drink  Saturdays.  Mrs.  Willoughby  says  he's  drunk  ten 
minutes  after  he  gets  off  work.  I  didn't  know  how  long  it  took,  but  that's 
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what  Mrs.  Willoughby  says.'*  Miss  Perfuss  stood  with  one  hand  on  the  handle 
of  the  door,  her  eyes  raised  expectantly  to  Mrs.  Desmond. 

"Oh,  damn*"  said  Mrs.  Clarendon  Desmond.  Miss  Perfuss  fled. 
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Chapter  8 


The  Daughters  of  Peaksville  had  done  it  again.  Seeing 
an  opportunity  to  make  a  few  more  dollars  toward  whatever  worthy  cause  they 
were  at  the  moment  supporting,  the  Daughters  had  insisted  that  they,  and  they 
alone,  should  be  given  the  chance  to  cater  for  the  Chamber's  annual  banquet. 
The  Executive  of  the  Chamber  of  Commerce,  both  from  past  experience  and  a 
present  desire  to  live  as  happily  as  possible  with  wives  who  were  at  the  same 
time  Daughters,  had  agreed  at  once.  Their  judgment  was  to  be  commended. 

Two  long  white  tables  ran  almost  the  complete  length  of  the  Elks' 
second  floor  assembly  hall,  with  a  shorter  table  joining  them  at  the  far  end, 
the  masses  of  white  linen  relieved  here  and  there  with  generous  bouquets  of 
the  more  durable  fall  flowers  -  asters  and  daisies  and  dahlias.  Floodlights, 
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purloined  from  the  stage  at  the  end  of  the  hall,  hung  on  wires  from  the 
ceiling,  splashing  red  and  amber  and  green  on  the  head  table,  the  lights 
catching  the  polished  surfaces  of  glass  and  silverware.  An  even  dozen  of 
Peaksville's  more  winsome  high  school  girls,  pressed  into  service  by 
enthusiastic  mothers,  moved  from  place  to  place,  importantly  making  slight, 
unnecessary  adjustments  to  an  already  perfect  preparation,  A  few  of  the 
members  -  those  who  lived  too  far  from  the  centre  of  town  to  be  able  to  make 
even  a  quick  trip  home  after  work  -  were  clustered  in  groups  of  three  or  four 
on  the  benches  that  ran  along  both  side  walls,  speculating  upon  current  events 
or  the  program  that  had  been  arranged.  Others  were  gathered  in  the  cloakroom, 
fortifying  their  civic  principles  before  the  event,  and  welcoming  each  new¬ 
comer  with  service  club  enthusiasm  and  a  watchful  eye  for  any  tell-tale  bulge 
in  jacket  or  trousers  pocket.  Later  arrivals  climbed  the  stairs  singly  or  in 
couples,  pausing  at  the  top  to  admire  the  setting  or  to  recover  breath. 
Throughout  the  hall  an  air  of  festivity  and  anticipation  flowed  to  the  strains 
of  supper  music  supplied  through  the  courtesy  of  a  universal  panacea  and  a 
network  orchestra. 

From  time  to  time  Minnie  Perfuss  peaked  timidly  through  the  partly 
open  door  to  the  kitchen,  disappearing  again  to  report  to  her  superiors  the 
number  of  members  who  had  so  far  arrived,  while  less  frequently  Mrs,  Morgan 
or  Mrs,  Billings  appeared  to  check  their  look-out's  observations,  or  to 
restrain  the  excitement  of  the  livelier  of  the  smartly  aproned  girls  at  the 
tables.  The  girls  themselves  fluttered  and  argued  over  their  respective  duties, 
or  made  quick  trips  to  the  ladies'  room  to  see  that  their  lipstick  was  on 
straight.  The  square  clock  above  the  stage  jerked  its  heavy  wooden  hands 
closer  and  closer  to  seven  o'clock. 
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To  George  Tirnford,  however,  the  approach  of  the  zero  hour  meant, 
more  than  anything  else,  an  increase  in  the  uneasiness  that  had  been  growing 
on  him  all  day.  To  begin  with,  Tony  Stanislaus  had  had  his  suit  all  ready 
when  George  had  called  for  it  that  morning,  and  so  had  eliminated  an  excuse 
that  had  lain  half -formed  in  the  back  of  George’s  mind.  Now  he  would  be 
better  dressed  than  anyone  else  who  would  be  there,  with  the  possible  exception 
of  the  three  Chinese  members  who  also  got  their  clothes  from  Tony,  He  could 
no  longer  plead  that  trousers  and  sports  jacket  were  not  suitable  dress  for 
such  an  occasion,  and  subconsciously  regretted  the  loss  of  a  possible  means 
of  escape. 

The  trouble  was  that.  George,  now  that  the  banquet  was  so  close, 
wished  he  had  had  the  good  sense  to  find  some  excuse  when  Ollie  had  issued 
the  invitation.  Of  course,  through  Ollie  the  town  was  making  a  gesture  of 
friendliness  and  welcome,  but  all  the  same  he  realized  he  would  have  been 
happier  had  they  just  accepted  him  back  home  and  made  no  fuss  after  the  first 
surprise  had  worn  off.  After  all,  he  hadn’t  even  been  wounded,  and  all  the 
celebration  was  really  over  nothing  at  all.  As  he  walked  along  Elm  Street  he 
decided  he  would  be  much  happier  when  the  banquet  was  over  and  done  with. 

He  had  expressed  some  of  his  thoughts  to  Sven  Hjalmer  when  he  had 
left  Dinty  with  him  a  few  minutes  before,  but  the  big  Swede  had  just  laughed. 

"Iss  big  night  for  you,  Yorge.  Iss  big  welcome  home  party.  You 
don't  worry  even  if  you  do  make  speech.  With  friends,  any  old  speech  iss 
good  enough." 

George  kept  telling  himself  that  Sven  was  probably  right,  but  for 
all  that  his  footsteps  dragged,  and  he  welcomed  the  appearance  of  Tom  Maxwell 
at  the  door  of  the  hotel. 
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"'Nay,  then,  let  the  devil  wear  black,  for  I'll  have  a  suit  of 
sables,"'  the  old  man  grinned.  "George,  you'll  be  better  dressed  than  Mayor 
Gordon!"  He  regarded  his  own  rusty  suit  with  exaggerated  despair.  "Perhaps 
they'll  make  us  sit  together,  so  I  can  be  'before'  to  your  'after'." 

"I  feel  like  I'd  stolen  these  things,"  George  said  as  they  walked 
down  Main  Street,  "considering  all  Tony  charged  me  for  them.  Do  you  belong 
to  the  Chamber  of  Commerce,  Mr.  Maxwell?" 

"Everyone  belongs  to  the  Chamber  of  Commerce, "  Tom  Maxwell  explained. 
"How  else  would  we  have  more  members  than  any  other  town  this  side  of  Calgary? 
It's  just  the  same  as  it  was  with  the  -  er  -  well,  you  have  to  consider  the 
look  of  the  thing,  George." 

"Well,  I'm  sure  glad  you're  coming  tonight,"  George  told  him.  "You 
can  cheer  if  they  ask  me  to  make  a  speech." 

"If  you  haven't  forgotten  your  English  in  the  years  you've  been 
away,  George,  you  wouldn't  have  the  least  trouble  making  their  speeches  look 
silly,  but  I  don't  think  you  really  need  to  worry  that  they'll  -  oh,  here's 
Henry  coming  out  of  the  Independent. "  They  waited  until  Henry  Timson  joined 
them  in  front  of  the  Elks'  hall.  "Now  here's  a  man  who  is  hoping  no  speech 
runs  over  ten  seconds.  Isn't  that  right,  Henry?" 

"I've  held  open  a  ten-inch  double  column,"  the  Editor  announced. 

"If  they  want  any  more  than  that,  they'll  have  to  send  the  text  to  me,  type¬ 
written,  and  then  I  might  print  it  next  week.  You  don't  think  I  can  work  all 
night,  do  you?" 

"I'd  be  a  good  deal  happier  if  you  didn't  work  at  night  at  all, 
Henry,"  Maxwell  declared.  "One  of  these  nights  we'll  have  to  embalm  you  in 
your  own  printers'  ink." 
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"Well,  thank  the  lord  this  happens  only  once  a  year.  The  regular 
supper  meetings  are  bad  enough,  but  this  can  go  on  all  night.  Being  exactly 
on  time,  I  suppose  we  shouldn’t  have  more  than  half  an  hour  to  wait." 

When  they  reached  the  top  of  the  stairs,  Tom  Maxwell  turned  like  a 
homing  pigeon  toward  the  cloakroom,  while  George  followed  Timson  to  a  place 
along  the  wall.  Weaver  the  barber  nodded  absently  to  the  editor  and  turned 
back  to  Bert  Williams,  ignoring  George  altogether,  while  farther  along  the 
wall  Mrs,  Conroy,  matronly  chic  in  a  green  hat  of  her  own  creation,  pursed 
her  lips  and  stared  through  George  over  her  bi-focals,  the  thin,  stretched 
muscles  of  ther  throat  pulsating  as  she  poured  good  Christian  bile  into  the 
eager  ears  of  dowdy  Mrs.  Bucham,  From  the  men's  cloakroom  a  grumble  of 
masculine  voices  rose  and  fell  with  the  frequent  opening  and  closing  of  the 
door.  Ollie  Craig  appeared  at  the  head  of  the  stairs  and  stopped  near  George, 
surveying  the  scene  with  executive  importance  and  sniffing  deeply  of  the  smell 
of  roast  chicken  that  filled  the  air.  George  rose  and  went  over  to  him. 

"It  certainly  was  nice  of  you  to  invite  me  here, "  he  said,  offering 
his  hand.  "This  is  just  about  the  first  real  banquet  I've  been  to,  but  I  was 
thinking  that  if  you  wanted  me  to.  .  ." 

Ollie  took  his  attention  from  more  important  things  with  an  obvious 
effort  and  frowned  at  George,  too  busy  with  his  thoughts  to  notice  the  offered 
hand.  "Oh  -  Timford.  Yes.  I  thought  somebody  told  me  you  wouldn't  be  able 
to  make  it.  H'm.  Of  course  this  is  really  a  business  meeting,  you  know. 

The  banquet  just  -  ah  -  starts  things.  Usually  just  members,  of  course  -  not 
even  wives. 

"There  is  a  rumor,  George, "  Tom  Maxwell  put  in,  stopping  on  his  way 
from  the  cloakroom  and  placing  an  unwelcome  hand  on  Ollie 's  shoulder,  "that  it 
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got  too  difficult  to  decide  whose  wife  to  take.  Now  we've  got  just  those 
two  vultures  by  the  wall,  and  they're  members  in  their  own  right.  Isn't 
that  true,  Ollie?" 

President  Craig  ignored  the  innuendo,  "I  must  see  everything  is 
in  order, "  he  muttered,  and  moved  with  quick  military  precision  toward  the 
kitchen  door, 

"I  guess  he  _is  rather  busy,"  George  said. 

"Ollie  is  always  busy,  sometimes  even  with  his  own  business," 
Maxwell  led  the  way  back  to  the  bench  and  then  turned  quickly  and  again 
started  for  the  cloakroom,  his  thirst  still  unsatisfied. 

Henry  Timson  was  busy  with  Doc  Settle  and  Pete  Grey  the  auctioneer, 
and  George,  unable  to  sit  still,  drifted  back  down  the  stairs  for  a  breath 
of  fresh  air.  He  was  just  pushing  open  the  door  to  the  street  when  Benny 
the  bootlegger  appeared, 

"George,  boyl"  Benny's  bronze  face  lit  up  with  pleasure  and  he 
thrust  his  plump  hand  at  George.  "You  still  ain't  come  to  see  me,  eh?" 

"Well,  no  -  I  -  well,  I  guess  I  was  sort  of  looking  around  a  bit, 

Benny. " 

Benny's  white  teeth  flashed  again  in  an  easy  smile.  "Okay,  George 
boy.  I  think  you're  damn  right  to  look  everywhere  else  first.  All  the  same, 
I  ain't  starvin',  George.  Say,  I  bet  you  ain't  got  nothin'  for  tonight,  have 
you?" 

"Well,  no.  The  fact  is,  Benny,  I  forgot  all  about  it,  and  anyway 
I've  been  going  pretty  light  lately.  I  guess  maybe  I  could  use  a  mickey, 
though,  if  you've  got  one  handy."  He  followed  the  tubby  little  man  around 
the  corner.  "Say,  that  isn't  your  car,  is  it,  Benny?" 
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"I  ain't  that  big  a  fool,  George,"  Benny  grinned.  "Even  dumb  cops 
would  look  in  my  car.  Anyhow,  Ollie  don't  mind  a  bit  if  I  use  his  instead, 
so  long  as  he  doesn't  know  it,"  He  lifted  the  lid  of  the  sleek  trunk  and 
disclosed  a  generous  assortment.  "I  put  the  stuff  in  here  five  minutes  after 
he  got  the  car  parked. "  Benny  laughed.  "Here, "  he  said,  selecting  a  bottle 
and  twisting  open  the  cap  with  a  quick  movement.  "Take  a  good  one,  George, 

Gon  on,  boyj  You  ain't  at  a  tea  party.  Take  a  good  onej" 

"Gee,  Benny,  I  told  you  I've  been  off  the  stuff.  Besides,  I  may 
have  to  make  a  speech  up  there  tonight." 

Benny's  grin  faded  and  he  looked  seriously  at  George.  "You  think 
so,  eh?  You  better  take  another  one.  He  remained  insistent  until  between 
them  the  bottle  was  completely  empty  and  a  warm  glow  had  vanquished  any  anxiety 
George  had  felt  before.  "Now  then,"  Benny  said,  "That's  better.  Now  put  this 
one  in  your  pocket,  and  don't  say  Benny  never  gave  you  nothin'."  He  stopped 
with  a  gesture  George's  move  toward  his  pocketbook.  "On  the  house,"  he 
declared,  grinning  again.  "So  you  ain't  got  a  job  yet,  eh,  George?"  he  asked 
as  they  walked  back  to  the  hall. 

Though  his  present  mood  made  him  forgetful  of  the  fact,  George 
Timford  had  learned,  from  Saturday  to  Tuesday,  the  thing  that  Minnie  Perfuss 
could  have  told  him  at  the  start,  that  Peaksville  had  no  job  to  offer  its 
prodigal  son,  but  the  moral  to  be  drawn  from  that  fact  was  at  no  time  as  plain 
to  him  as  she  could  have  made  it,  James  Martin  had  been  the  first  of  the  busi¬ 
ness  men  to  refuse  him,  but  he  had  made  that  refusal  seem  a  matter  of  pure 
necessity,  and  the  others  who  could  find  no  work  for  him  gave  reasons  with 
which  George  himself  could  not  quarrel.  Ben  Feldman  had  his  own  son  to  look 
after,  while  Joe  Sinoski,  his  competitor  in  the  farm  implement  business,  had 
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shown  George  how  the  spectacular  rise  in  the  price  of  farm  machines  made 
reduction  of  overhead  an  article  of  survival.  Both  hardwares  were,  of 
course,  already  staffed  with  young  men  who  had  returned  earlier,  and  Windy 
Landsturm  was  putting  every  cent  he  had  into  the  development  of  a  self- 
service  store.  Jack  Spence  had  a  one-armed  brother  to  find  a  place  for  in 
his  garage,  while  William  Tompkins  found  his  machine  shop  facing  more  and 
more  competition  from  catalogue  parts.  Even  laboring  jobs  seemed  to  have 
been  promised  to  someone  else  just  before  George  had  enquired.  Sven  had 
been  sure  he  could  find  a  place  for  George  beside  him  at  the  mill,  but  when 
it  came  down  to  the  fact  he  had  had  to  admit  that  Mr.  Jameson  had  been  right 
when  he  claimed  there  was  no  reason  to  increase  his  employees  even  temporarily 
until  spring,  when  the  big  rush  of  raw  lumber  piled  up  in  his  yard.  Each 
prospective  employer  had  wished  George  well  as  he  left,  and  the  intoxication 
produced  by  his  first  welcome  prevented  George  from  seeing  through  the  glib 
excuses  they  offered  him. 

"I  guess  I  did  get  back  a  bit  late  for  my  own  good, "  George  admitted 
to  the  dark-eyed  bootlegger. 

The  banquet  was  about  to  begin  as  they  reached  the  top  of  the 
stairs,  and  George  hesitated,  his  eyes  straying  to  Ollie  Craig  at  the  head 
table.  Ollie  was  standing  at  his  full  military  height,  flanked  on  either 
side  by  an  unbroken  line  of  people  of  importance.  It  was  obvious  that  no 
place  Irad  been  reserved  for  the  honored  guest.  For  a  moment  George  stood 
confused,  his  warm  glow  seeming  to  cool  within  him,  and  then  Benny  grasped 
his  arm  and  guided  him  to  the  lower  end  of  the  far  table,  where  Henry  Timson, 
Tom  Maxwell,  Ernie  Steeves  and  the  three  Chinese  members  of  the  Chamber  were 
just  seating  themselves.  Benny  pushed  George  into  a  place  between  Maxwell 
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and  Steeves  and  went  around  the  table  himself  and  found  a  place  beside  Soong 

Yee.  As  they  took  their  places,  the  piano  boomed  under  the  thick  fingers 

of  Slim  Early,  and  a  gesture  from  the  president  was  signal  for  a  scrambling 

rendition  of  the  official  Peaksville  Chamber  of  Commerce  opening  song. 

Peaksville,  Peaksville,  Pea-eaksville, 

Now  we  honor  thee; 

"Forward"  is  our  motto 
"To  Prosperity, " 

"Mrs.  Conroy  is  Peaksville 's  national  poet,"  Henry  Timson  murmured 
as  the  singers  gasped  for  breath.  "Unfortunately,  the  Independent  has  not 
yet  introduced  the  finer  arts  to  journalism." 

"You  might  at  least  warble  a  note  or  two  for  us, "  Maxwell  answered, 
"Mrs.  Conroy  is  glaring  at  us  and  we  will  lose  our  good  standing.  On  the 
other  hand,  of  course,  it  might  encourage  her  to  write  some  more." 

In  his  seat  next  to  Ernie  Steeves  George  shuddered  as  the  lanky 
barber  unleashed  a  powerful  but  unpredictable  tenor,  and  across  the  table 
Dick  Wong's  eyes  grew  almost  round,  Ernie  just  grinned  at  them  and  steamed 
into  the  next  line. 


Glory  to  thee,  Pea-eaksville, 

We'll  not  let  you  down, 

Working  all  toge-ethe-r 
We'll  build  a  better  town;- 

Under  Slim  Early's  pudgy  fingers  the  piano  shivered  and  rumbled 

into  a  crescendo  of  bass  notes  as  the  singers  gathered  their  numbers  and 

their  energies  for  a  final  assault  on  the  chorus.  Fresh  troops  were  thrown 

into  the  fray  as  the  song  reached  more  certain  ground. 

Forward,  men  of  Pea-ea-eaksvi-ille, 

Make  your  town  supreme, 

And  by  honest  dealing, 

Realize  your  dream. 
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Ollie  Craig's  hand  dropped  sharply  to  cut  the  final  magnificent 
note,  and  a  round  of  applause  rippled  around  the  tables.  Slim  Early 
slumped  on  his  stool  and  mopped  at  his  forehead,  George  seemed  to  see  his 
own  relief  reflected  in  a  slight  relaxation  of  the  smiles  of  the  Chinese 
gentlemen  across  the  table, 

"It's  lousy,"  Ernie  Steeves  admitted  with  a  grin,  "but  I  like  it. 
That's  one  song  where  you  don't  even  have  to  stay  on  the  tune." 

From  behind  an  ambush  of  asters  the  Reverend  William  Cappy 
machine-gunned  a  staccato  grace,  removing  the  last  barrier  between  the 
assembly  and  the  bounty  the  Daughters  of  Peaksville  had  supplied.  For 
George,  however,  the  relish  of  good  food  excellently  prepared  was  dulled  by 
the  return  of  the  nagging  anxiety  he  had  felt  before  and  which,  despite 
surreptitious  applications  of  Benny's  gift,  continued  to  grow  upon  him. 

There  wasn't  anything  to  making  a  speech,  of  course  -  an  ordinary  one  - 
especially  for  one  with  the  gift  that  had  always  been  his.  His  whole  nervous¬ 
ness  lay  in  the  kind  of  speech  they  would  expect  from  him  here,  and  in  his 
knowledge  of  the  feelings  of  the  audience.  As  he  tried  to  eat  he  looked 
along  the  gay  tables,  speculating  on  his  reception. 

Walter  Morgan,  of  course,  would  have  his  usual  sneer  on  a  face  only 
slightly  less  flabby  than  his  father's,  and  Mrs.  Conroy's  persimmon  would  rag 
into  lines  of  righteous  disapproval,  Ollie  Craig  would  be  bored,  as  he  was 
always  bored  when  anyone  else  was  speaking,  and  Slim  Early  would  just  sit 
there  mopping  his  red,  sweating  face,  Gus  Trimmer's  head  would  be  nodding  as 
usual,  and  Billy  Hogge  would  wear  his  meaningless,  gold-toothed  smile.  Mayor 
Gordon's  well-fed  countenance  would  bear  the  politician's  smile  that  had 
served  him  so  well.  Of  the  rest,  probably  only  his  own  friends  would  even 
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listen  at  all.  The  fear  grew  in  George  that  he  would  make  a  fool  of  himself, 
"Well!"  Henry  Timson  exclaimed,  and  George  came  out  of  his  reverie. 

"I  wonder  what  he1 s  doing  back  in  Peaksville.  I  don’t  think  he's  been  back 
since  he  sold  out  to  Slim  Early  when  Colonel  Desmond  was  still  alive," 

"Who's  that?"  George  asked,  looking  along  the  rows  of  faces. 

"He ' s  talking  about  Ted  Brinton, "  Maxwell  said.  "He ' s  behind  that 
bunch  of  dahlias  next  to  Mayor  Gordon.  You  remember  Ted,  don't  you?" 

"Yeah,  sure, "  George  said.  When  Brinton  had  owned  what  was  now  the 
Early  Hardware,  he  had  always  preached  a  clean-up  campaign  tp  rid  Peaksville 
of  undesirable  individuals  like  George  himself, 

"I  wish  they'd  bring  my  ice  cream,"  Ernie  Steeves  complained.  "I 
told  Milly  I'd  meet  her  at  half  past  eight,  and  she'll  have  a  fit  if  I'm  late." 

"Stick  around  and  I'll  shoot  you  a  game  of  pool  instead,"  George 
suggested.  "I  bet  you  can't  even  count  any  more." 

"I  ain't  played  a  game  in  almost  a  year,"  Ernie  confessed.  "Can't 
afford  it.  I  sure  wish  they'd  bring  that  ice  cream. 

The  dessert  did  work  its  way  to  the  foot  of  the  table  just  as  Ollie 
Craig  tapped  his  tumbler  for  order.  By  degrees  the  buzz  of  conversation 
died  before  the  President's  insistent  signal.  The  Daughters  of  Peaksville 
rattled  a  last  hasty  armful  of  dishes  into  the  kitchen  and  closed  the  door, 
subduing  the  sounds  of  their  activities  to  an  occasional  laugh  and  the  steady 
clatter  of  plates  in  the  sink.  Ollie  waited  with  patient  impatience  until 
all  eyes  were  fixed  upon  him,  cleared  his  throat,  and  waited  again  as  Ernie 
Steeves  tiptoed  to  the  stairs.  He  cleared  his  throat  again  as  Ernie  disappeared. 

"Members  of  the  Peaksville  Chamber  of  Commerce, "  he  began,  "We  are 
gathered  here  this  evening  for  the  first  meeting  of  our  new  fall  and  winter 
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season.  As  your  President,  as  I  have  been  for  five  years  now,  let  me 
welcome  you  on  -  er  -  on  this  -  h'm  -  occasion.  Vie  can  congratulate 
ourselves.  .  . " 

"I  hope  you  aren’t  missing  any  of  this,  Henry,"  Maxwell  murmured, 

"Speech  Number  Three, "  the  Editor  replied  absently.  "I  hope  he 
doesn’t  give  us  the  half  hour  version." 

",  .  .and  so  we  are  entitled  to  congratulate  ourselves  on  the  way 
this  fine  organization,  led,  of  course,  by  your  hard-working  Executive,  have 
made  Peaksville  what  it  is  today, " 

"And  he's  proud  of  it,"  Maxwell  muttered,  and  reached  under  the 
table  for  the  bottle  Benny  the  bootlegger  was  offering. 

"Your  Executive  has  -  hm  -  continued  and  -  hm  -  enlarged  upon  the 
program  we  set  ourselves,  and  we  have  continued  to  -  hm  -  keep  Peaksville  in 
the  very  forefront  of  progress.  There  is  not  another  town  in  all  this 
province  of  Alberta  which  can  show.  .  ." 

"It’s  the  half  hour  one,"  Henry  Timson  said  disgustedly. 

Tom  Maxwell  handed  a  half-filled  tumbler  to  George,  who  drank  the 
amber  liquid  absent-mindedly.  His  mind  was  once  more  tracing  the  events  of 
the  past  few  days. 

It  had  seemed  strange  that  Henry  Timson,  when  George  had  visited 
him  in  his  little  office,  had  been  more  concerned  about  a  job  for  him  than 
George  was  himself. 

"You've  come  back  at  a  bad  time,  boy, "  the  Editor  had  told  him. 
"All  the  rest  of  them  were  back  months  ago,  and  a  town  of  this  size  has  only 
a  very  few  jobs  to  offer.  Even  the  railroad,  where  veteran  preference  is  a 
factor,  does  all  its  hiring  in  the  bigger  centres.  Perhaps  you'd  be  wise  to 
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try  for  something  in  the  city, 

"But  I  like  it  here,"  George  had  insisted,  "I've  got  my  own  place, 

I  know  the  people,  and  something's  bound  to  turn  up  sooner  or  later,  I  don't 
think  I'd  want  to  leave  all  the  friends  I've  got  here  in  Peaksville. 

The  Editor  had  looked  at  him  keenly  through  his  thick,  tinted 
glasses  and  then  had  turned  back  to  his  rickety  typewriter.  "Perhaps  you're 
right  George.  Peaksville  has  held  me  here  when  common  sense  would  have  taken 
me  away  years  ago.  But  I  know  the  town,  George,  and  I  don't  expect  the  im¬ 
possible,  I've  managed  to  drift  along  for  all  these  years;  I've  made  some 
friends  and  a  good  many  more  enemies.  Still,  I'm  going  to  die  broke  -  but 
not  quite  broke  enough  not  to  be  able  to  afford  to  pay  for  all  the  flowers 
there'll  be  at  my  funeral," 

"You  don't  expect  much,  Mr,  Timson, 

Henry  Timson  had  taken  a  white  tablet  from  a  narrow  bottle  and  had 
swallowed  it  quickly  with  a  sip  of  water  from  a  glass  on  his  desk,  "I  know 
better, "  he  had  said  with  a  tired  half  smile,  "People  look  after  themselves 
first,  George,  and  the  devil  usually  has  the  hindmost.  In  a  city  you  might 
be  on  a  more  even  footing  with  the  favored  sons.  It  might  be  a  positive 
advantage  not  to  know  every  man  and  his  dog." 

"And  not  have  every  one  of  them  know  me  -  is  that  it?" 

"Something  like  that,  I  guess.  Even  a  prophet,  you  know,  George.  .  . " 

A  fresh  round  of  applause  brought  George  back  to  the  banquet  where 
Ollie  Craig  was  concluding  Speech  Number  Three,  and  bottles  that  had  been 
hidden  under  the  table  were  beginning  to  appear  above  it.  Tom  Maxwell  seemed 
to  have  absorbed  his  usual  nightly  allowance  of  liquid  tolerance  and  now 
beamed  pleasantly  at  everyone.  Henry  Timson  had  almost  completed  a  page  of 
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faces  in  his  notebook.  The  more  experienced  of  the  members  were  looking 
up  in  anticipation  of  the  end  of  Ollie 's  speech. 

",  .  .and  so  it  is  that  this  fine  record  of  achievement  belongs 
to  Peaksville,  and  to  those  of  us  to  whome  Peaksville  is  the  best  town  in 
Alberta,  and  in  Canada,  our  home  and  native  land. " 

"The  end, "  said  Henry  Timson  wearily  and  turned  to  a  fresh  page 
in  his  notebook,  while  the  hall  resounded  to  an  outburst  of  approbation  and 
relief. 

Ollie  Craig,  however,  remained  standing,  a  slight  smile  of  satis¬ 
faction  the  only  indication  of  a  job  well  done,  A  premonition  that  his  own 
turn  was  at  hand  brought  his  uneasiness  back  to  George  and  he  quickly  emptied 
the  glass  that  had  somehow  appeared  full  at  his  elbow.  The  applause  dwindled 
and  scattered  out,  ending  entirely  as  Ollie  once  more  raised  his  hand. 

"And  now  at  this  time  when  we  are  all  thinking  thoughts  full  of 
pleasure  and  -  hm  -  pride  in  our  fair  town,  it  is  fitting  that  we  should 
have  a  few  words  from  one  who,  as  owner  of  Peaksville' s  principal  palace  of 
pictorial  pleasure.  .  , "  Ollie  paused  to  let  the  brilliance  of  his  rhetoric 
sink  in.  ".  .  .is  one  of  our  principal  men  of  business,  and  who,  in  the 
political  arena  has  won  for  himself  an  enviable  record  as  your  chief  magis¬ 
trate  -  our  good  friend,  and  Peaksville' s  friend,  Mayor  Gordon." 

"'Hail  to  thee,  blythe  spirit',"  Maxwell  murmured,  endeavouring 
to  focus  the  Mayor's  broad  shirt  front  through  the  amber  in  his  glass.  "Are 
you  listening,  Henry?" 

"My  friends  '.  "  Mayor  Gordon  began,  his  voice  deep  and  impressive. 
"On  this  most  memorable  of  evenings  we  are  gathered  here  in  good  fellowship 
to  launch  once  again  a  season  of  prosperity  and  progress  for  this,  the  finest 
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town  in  the  broad  stretches  of  prairie  from  the  Great  Lakes  to  the  Rocky 
Mountains.  It  is  with  confidence  and  pride  that  I,  your  mayor,  bid  you  be 
of  good  cheer  in  all  your  endeavours,  for  backed  by  your  elected  representatives, 
and  by  the  unswerving  loyalty  of  the  citizens  of  Peaksville.  . 

"It’s  not  loyalty;  it’s  blindness,"  Timson  murmured.  His  pencil 
moved  rapidly,  filling  in  the  shadows  of  a  recognizable  caricature  of  Mrs. 

Conroy,  "The  people  have  just  got  used  to  a  balloon  for  a  mayor," 

"But  such  a  nice  big  balloon,"  Maxwell  consoled  him.  "I'm  sure 
Benton  hasn't  anything  to  compare  with  him.  But  hush!  We  are  missing  half 
his  speech, 

",  .  .and  we  can  be  proud  of  the  many  things  we  have  accomplished. 

And  in  the  future.  .  The  mayor's  voice  thundered  through  the  hall  with 
unabated  strength  while  the  wooden  hands  of  the  clock  above  his  head  dragged 
at  the  minutes.  At  last  a  still  greater  burst  of  enthusiasm  signalled  the  end 
of  his  address,  ".  ,  .the  Peaksville  we  have  come  to  love,  the  Peaksville  we 
shall  forever  love,  the  Peaksville  that  to  us  is  home!"  He  bowed  pleasantly 
to  the  dutiful  applause  and  settled  back  in  his  chair. 

James  Martin  followed  the  Mayor,  and  then  James  Morgan  blustered 
his  way  through  grammatical  mazes  on  the  theme  that  Peaksville  in  general, 
and  Morgan's  General  Store  in  particular,  left  nothing  to  be  desired.  By 
contrast,  Bert  Williams'  service  club  platitudes  seemed  polished  and  to  the 
point.  Bert  was  a  popular  speaker  and  hi9  speech  drew  rounds  of  applause. 

Then  Ollie  was  once  more  on  his  feet,  his  insistent  tapping  on  his 
water  glass  a  signal  that  no  further  clapping  was  required.  "And  now, "  he 
said  when  order  was  once  more  restored,  "we  take  great  pleasure  in  presenting 
to  you  at  this  time  a  citizen  whose  enthusiasm  for  Peaksville  is  well  known 


c  lorioidlis  bflOlcT  arid-  ni  jwoi 
,  •  bne  sonebllnoo  rfiiw  ai  il  ,aajsii 

:  t  •  •  ,•  •  .f.  <.5©bne  *u?ov  He  ni  i09rfo  fcoog  lo 

.  .  .  iv  xe ''  o  Lf  :  i  o  erf-'  lo  gohriawanif  erfi  ^  bfi£ 

: 

.. 

i'  'firf  \:  a  ic>;.0'.or  sv.-.  rooq  ori'J 11  .^oinoO 

n'l1  .fair!  belosnoo  IjswxjbM  "  tn ooi 

!  '  .  ■  '  Bfid  noin9Q 

vdo9©7s  eiri 

>.  .  . 

js'iebnurfi  eoiov  a  Hoysa  eiiT  11 .  .  .  1  u  hul  erii  ni  bni 

si.i  s /ex •  o  Jtoolo  i  . fc ns  < .j.  xow  *-iid  o.ii;  rid^fl9*id,e  hsiscfsnt; 
J  -j  lo  ••  •:*.  -t..o  •:■  1  Xi j->  r  iasl  A  A  .Hsiuniin  arid  is 

aw  ,  ,  ,  .*  .eaexbbs  aid  lo 

bewou  ©H  M iaEiori  -  ..rs  9tii  tevei  -ravo-iol  Ilsrte 

belii  j  v/b  arid  oi 

•  ?3*io  .ar  !'•:  id  iu  ,  aM  add  bavrol  Col  T.'.i'i’fi.'l  r.  os  i*L 
i  o  po  v.o  r  ■  EboJ^bb— %  ... 

.  ,  ‘  B*ici<.  nane-j  3 * ns-*ioM  bar. 

oriuc  ■-  aL',rj  eoivn  '  ei'.s :  XliV.  i*i©£i  tiasiinoo 
. a  .ri..  .  f  >  ai»r;  •  i  ti)  .ns>  -  ;j  si  ">ns  'isHsaqs  islt/qoq  a  esw  i*ieu  .inioq 

. 

•  -  'id- i  '  on  isrfi  Isn^ia  s  eesl^  *i9isw 

>•  •  ,  •  .son  .  iom  ocr  esw  ‘iah'ro  norlw  bisa 

i  ••  si  -  si  »i©  6«o  *  naxiilo  &  oniii  exrii  is  trox  oi 


115 


to  you  all,  our  official  poetess,  Mrs,  Conroy. 11  Ollie  twisted  around  and 
looked  meaningfully  at  the  clock  as  Mrs,  Conroy  rose. 

"Mr.  President  and  members  of  this  our  Chamber  of  Commerce. 

Tonight  we  have  been  inspired  to  new  heights  by  the  stirring  thoughts  so 
ably  expressed  by  President  Craig  and  Mayor  Gordon.  Any  poor  words  of  mine 
can  add  so  very  little  to  what  has  already  been  said,  and  I  can  only  say  we 
will  rise  to  still  greater  heights,  we  will  banish  from  our  midst  all  meanness 
and  hatred,  and  we  will  go  forward  with  our  banners  waving  I 

"Onward,  onward,  men  of  PeaksvilleJ 
We  shall  lead  the  way; 

Forward,  forward,  into  battle! 

Till  we  win  the  day. 

For  we  know  our  cause  is  holy, 

And  our  purpose  right. 

And  for  Peaksville  we  will  labor, 

Morning,  noon  and  night’" 

"And  I  bother  with  Shakespeare’"  Maxwell  snorted  as  the  Sapho  of 
Peaksville  resumed  her  place  to  tumultuous  applause.  "'Milton!  thou 
should’ st  be  living  at  this  hour:  Peaksville  hath  need  of  thee!'" 

"Thank  you,  Mrs.  Conroy.  My  friends  and  fellow  members,  it  is  our 
usual  custom  to  have  with  us  on  the  occasion  of  the  first  meeting  of  a  new 
season  some  friend  from  outside  our  own  immediate  ranks  who  has  contributed 
in  a  special  way  to  the  welfare  of  Peaksville.  Tonight  I  should  like  to 
present  a  man  whose  contribution  is  indeed  worthy  of  our  most  enthusiastic 
recognition.  .  . " 

George  Tirnford  sat  rigid,  concentrating  on  the  glass  in  his  hand, 
feeling  the  muscles  of  his  face  tighted  as  they  strained  to  keep  his  face 
expressionless  under  the  gaze  of  all  the  eyes  he  knew  must  be  direct  toward 
him.  Ollie  Craig  would  do  something  like  this,  squeeze  every  bit  of  cheap 
drama  out  of  the  mere  fact  that  he  had  come  home,  make  him,  without  warning, 
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the  only  guest  speaker  of  the  evening.  What  would  he  say?  "What  could  he 
say  that  wouldn’t  make  him  look  like  a  fool  riding,  as  Ollie  himself  had 
done  for  thirty  years,  on  the  crest  of  a  phony  heroism?  George  braced  himself 
and  waited  for  Ollie  to  go  on. 

",  .  .hm  -  and  our  -  er  -  genuine  thanks.  Except  for  the  few  of 
you  who  have  but  recently  joined  the  ranks  of  Peaksville ’ s  citizens  -  hm  - 
all  of  you  knew  our  friend  before  the  war  -  hm,  the  second,  that  is,  of  the 
great  wars  it  has  been  our  experience  to  endure  -  and  are  most  -  er  -  happy 
and  honored  to  have  him  back  with  us  tonight.  Members  of  the  Peaksville 
Chamber  of  Commerce,  may  I  present  to  you  as  the  last  and  perhaps  most 
dintinguished  speaker  of  the  evening,  a  friend  who  has  returned  -  Ted  Brinton." 

The  applause  broke  out  again  and  Slim  Early  mopped  furiously  at 
his  fat  perspiring  face,  half  waving  his  handkerchief  in  lieu  of  his  share. 

A  flashily  dressed  young  man  in  a  slouch  hat  ran  up  the  lane  between  the 
tables,  lifted  his  Press  Graphic  and  exploded  a  flashbulb  as  Brinton  and 
Craig  shook  hands,  then  sprinted  back  again  and  disappeared  down  the  stairs. 
Behind  the  stage  a  telephone  shrilled  and  was  cut  off  in  the  middle  of  the 
second  ring,  James  Martin  stopped  clapping  and  looked  quickly  at  his  watch. 

George's  glass  wobbled  on  the  white  cloth  as  his  fingers  relaxed 
and  his  hands  moved  unconsciously  through  the  motions  of  applause.  His  eyes 
rose  slowly  and  then  he  found  himself  staring  across  half  the  room  into  the 
pale,  triumphant  eyes  of  Walter  Morgan.  Walter  was  looking  straight  at  him, 
his  greasy  fat  face  alive  with  malignant  satisfaction,  one  eyelid  drooping 
in  a  lazy,  insulting  wink.  Their  eyes  locked  and  held  for  a  moment,  and  then 
the  younger  Morgan  turned  a  heavy  shoulder  and  looked  toward  Ted  Brinton, who 
was  about  to  speak. 
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"My  friends,  Members  of  the  Chamber  of  Commerce  of  Peaksville: 

Your  President  has  introduced  me  as  a  friend  of  Peaksville,  and  he  has  spoken 
the  truth.  Though  I  am  no  longer  privileged  to  live  here,  I  can  say  to  you 
all  that  my  heart  is  always  with  you,  and  my  greatest  pleasure  is  to  learn 
of  something  new,  of  something  greater,  that  has  come  to  Peaksville  and  to 
you.  It  is  with  pride  that  I  come  to  speak  to  you  of  many  things.  . 

Henry  Timson  rose  quietly.  "That's  another  speech  I  could  write 
in  my  sleep, "  he  murmured  to  George.  "Brinton  Number  Two.  Thank  the  lord 
I've  got  the  excuse  of  a  deadline."  A  moment  later  the  Editor  had  disappeared 
on  his  way  back  to  the  Independent. 

The  sharply  nasal  tones  of  the  guest  speaker  filed  its  way  through 
the  platitudes  for  the  occasion,  but  to  George  the  words  seemed  to  come  from 
nowhere  and  to  signify  nothing.  So  that  was  the  ideal  They  hadn't  guts 
enough  to  say  that  they  really  hated  to  see  him  back;  instead,  they  had  to 
take  the  sneaky  way  and  make  a  fool  of  him.  Well,  they'd  succeeded  all  right, 
and  no  one  had  helped  them  more  than  George  Nelson  Timford  -  George  Timford, 
the  sucker  who'd  gone  soft  about  the  whole  lousy  town  because  a  few  decent 
people  in  it  had  made  him  welcome.  The  fuss  they'd  made  that  first  day  in 
the  beer  parlor  -  "For  He's  a  Jolly  Good  Fellow"  -  yeah,  a  damned  good  fellow 
for  the  half  hour  their  surprise  had  lasted.  What  a  fool  he'd  been  to  imagine 
that  Peaksville  had  changed,  that  it  could  have  any  more  of  a  place  for  him 
now  than  it  had  had  before.  "George,  boy,  there's  no  one  I'd  rather  have 
working  for  me,  but  the  fact  is  J  just  can't  afford  it."  "Why,  if  you'd 
come  to  me  a  week  ago  you'd  be  working  now,  but  young  Forsland  here.  .  ." 

"Well,  not  right  now,  George.  Of  course,  if  things  open  up  later  on,  why.  .  ." 
"Now,  if  it  weren't  for  my  brother,  why.  .  ."  One  damned  excuse  after  anothor, 
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and  he  hadn't  had  sense  enough  to  catch  on! 

Tom  Maxwell  had  tried  to  make  it  plain  enough.  "You're  a  plain 
fool,  George,  if  you  plan  to  stay  here  all  your  life.  Peaksville  is  just  a 
backwater  of  civilization;  and  the  fact  that  the  people  here  don't  know  it, 
doesn't  make  the  tragedy  any  less  real.  It's  a  stagnant  pool,  and  pouring 
fresh  water  into  it  isn't  going  to  make  it  smell  any  sweeter." 

Tom  Maxwell  himself  stayed  on,  but  he  had  explained  that,  too,  "Of 
course  I  stay  here,  because  in  ray  own  way  I'm  as  stagnant  as  all  the  rest.  I 
know  it,  and  that's  the  difference.  If  I  were  you,  I'd  get  out  of  here  before 
the  wonder  of  the  resurrection  has  passed." 

The  high  whine  of  Ted  Brinton's  voice  sawed  through  the  air  and 
scraped  hard  on  George's  nerves,  clumsily  exaggerating  the  cheap  self- 
satisfaction  of  the  town  into  a  vicious,  cruel  hipocrisy.  ".  .  .that  has  made 
Peaksville,  your  town  and  mine,  the  pride  of  us  all,  and  the  leader  of  progress 
in  the  West.  It  is  this  spirit  of  Christian  faith  and  hope.  .  , " 

Faith  and  hope  -  and  Christianity  -  in  a  town  like  Peaksville! 

",  .  .true  friendliness  and  a  helping  hand  to  one  another.  .  , " 

Well,  he'd  been  right  at  the  beginning.  Dying,  he'd  been  a  bloody 
hero,  helping  to  keep  their  dirty  little  lives  safe  and  smug  and  contented. 
Living,  he  didn't  belong.  Of  course,  by  putting  his  name  on  their  cenotaph 
they  had  admitted  they  could  o\>re  a  debt  even  to  him.  The  cenotaph  must  stand 
for  something. 

".  .  .and,  at  the  end  of  the  great  struggle  you  have  raised  a 
monument,  a  cenotaph  for  all  to  see,  that  they  may  know  the  full,  glorious 
sacrifice  -  a  sacrifice  as  great  as  that  of  the  rising  city  of  Benton,  which 
can  boast  no  more  of  its  sons  given  in  the  cause  of  liberty.  .  . " 
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Boast?  Of  a  cenotaph?  So  even  that  was  phony.  "Remembered 
Forever"  -  as  the  prize  suckers  of  the  year,  whose  greater  love  kept  Peaks- 
ville  even  with  Benton. 

George  Tirnford’s  chair  crashed  over  and  slammed  against  the 
bench  by  the  wall,  jerking  the  eyes  of  every  member  toward  him.  Ted  Brinton 
stopped  short  in  the  middle  of  a  word  and  stared  at  him,  his  mouth  open, 

Tom  Maxwell  turned  and  grinned  foolishly  at  George,  giving  him  a  tipsy  half¬ 
salute.  Ollie  Craig  started  forward  as  if  to  rise,  and  Minnie  Perfuss  poked 
a  startled  face  through  the  kitched  doorway,  Mrs.  Conroy’s  breath  hissed 
audibly  in  the  sudden,  amazed  silence.  The  Chinese  members  remained  as  they 
were,  their  faces  pleasantly  impassive. 

Very  deliberately  George  Timford  raised  his  bottle  to  his  lips, 
drained  what  yet  remained  in  it,  and  hurled  the  empty  bottle  to  shatter  on 
the  floor  in  front  of  Ollie  Craig.  "So  much  for  Peaksville, "  he  said,  and 
started  for  the  stairs.  He  went  down  slowly,  but  the  silence  behind  him  was 


unbroken  until  the  lower  door  slammed 
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Chapter  9 


It  was  dark  on  Main  Street  when  George  stepped  out  of 
the  Elks'  hall,  with  just  a  trace  of  color  in  the  western  sky  to  outline  the 
jagged  peaks  of  the  mountains  visible  between  Soong  Yee's  restaurant  and  the 
meat  market  farther  up  the  street.  The  air  had  lost  its  warmth  with  the 
passing  daylight,  leaving  a  chill  in  the  darkness  that  seemed  to  sharpen  the 

voices  of  a  high  school  group  moving  noisily  along  the  sidewalk  on  the  other 

( 

side  of  the  street.  From  somewhere  far  to  the  west  a  locomotive  whistle 
sounded  in  long,  hoarse  blasts,  an  invitation  to  the  traveller. 

Well,  George  Timford  would  be  a  traveller  again  soon.  There  was 
nothing  to  stay  in  Peaksville  for  now  that  he  and  the  town  understood  one 
another.  After  all  his  crazy  dreams  he  was  still  the  town  bum,  a  little 
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worse  than  before  for  having  failed  to  leave  his  name  as  a  mark  for  Peaks- 
ville  in  its  patriotic  competition.  And  the  town  was  just  as  it  had  been, 
smug  and  hypocritical  and  selfish,  and  cruel  now  that  his  own  purblind 
enthusiasm  had  shown  them  the  weakness  in  his  armor.  What  a  sucker  he’d  been 
to  think  for  one  moment  that  there  could  be  a  place  for  him  in  Peaksville 
the  Pure, 

The  coolness  of  the  night  air  made  no  impression  upon  him  except 
as  a  catalyst  to  fuse  alcohol  with  his  own  fierce  resentment  into  a  bitter, 
raging  heat,  driving  him  like  a  whip  down  Mill  Street,  across  the  bridge  at 
Willow  Creek  and  into  the  open  country  beyond  Cam  Lindel's  service  station 
and  the  ramshackle  mansion  that  was  now  the  property  of  Benny  the  bootlegger. 
Once  he  was  past  the  feeble  radiance  of  Peaksville' s  street  lamps,  the  sky 
lifted  clear  to  the  stars,  but  the  stars  themselves  were  distant  and  cold 
as  the  vaunted  Christianity  of  Peaksville,  and  the  empty  universe  a  monstrous 
reflection  of  the  soul  of  his  own  home  town.  The  freshening  breeze  tore 
dying  leaves  from  the  trees  along  the  road  and  cast  them  at  his  feet,  as 
derelict  as  George  himself. 

There  was  a  difference,  though.  He,  for  one  brief  moment  at  least, 
had  been  able  to  strike  back,  and  for  a  moment  he  had  stuffed  the  hypocritical 
cant  right  back  into  the  throats  of  the  good  people  of  Peaksville,  and  none 
had  dared  to  speak  till  he  had  gone.  Ollie  Craig  could  strut  his  march  to 
Tipperary,  and  Walter  Morgan  could  sneer  his  fat  face  blue;  Ted  Brinton  and 
the  pompous  jackasses  who  applauded  him  cpi;d  wprship  their  own  creation  and 
howl  themselves  hoarse  to  a  silly  woman's  stupid  parody  of  ideals  to  be  ignored 
at  the  very  next  morning's  business.  The  whole  soulless  crew  could  live  as 
they  had  always  lived,  in  a  rapture  of  self-sufficiency,  but  they  would  not 
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forget  George  Timford,  One  moment  at  least  they  would  not  forget;  one 
civic  banquet,  they  would  have  reason  to  remember. 

Gradually  his  resentment  cooled,  solidifying  into  a  cold  contempt, 
and  feeling  began  to  return  to  his  body.  Unwillingly  he  turned  back  toward 
the  town,  hating  the  necessity  for  treading  its  streets  again  even  as  a 
preparation  for  departure.  One  determination  remained,  to  leave  Peaksville 
as  he  had  come  to  it  one  week  before,  unmarked  and  alone.  He  held  his  watch 
close  to  his  eyes  to  see  the  faintly  luminous  dial  and  was  surprised  to  find 
it  was  five  to  twelve.  With  over  a  mile  to  go  to  reach  the  outskirts  of  the 
town,  he  could  be  fairly  sure  the  banquet  meeting  would  be  over  and  the  members 
long  since  gone.  He  walked  quickly,  like  a  man  hurrying  for  his  train,  re¬ 
crossed  the  bridge,  and  moved  along  Mill  Street  to  the  comer  of  Craig  Avenue. 
He  was  about  to  turn  north  when  he  noticed  two  dark  forms  almost  at  Smallwood’s 
gate,  and  went  on  past  the  rink  to  Main  Street.  For  a  moment  he  stopped  at 
the  comer  beside  Soong  Yee's,  half  inclined  to  call  once  more  for  Mary,  and 
then  he  realized  how  late  it  was  -  and  the  figures  on  Craig  Avenue  took  on 
more  significance.  George  shrugged.  What  the  hell!  After  all,  he  didn't 
have  a  monopoly  on  her.  He  was  about  to  move  on  again  when  he  noticed  a  light 
still  burning  in  the  office  of  the  Independent  across  the  street. 

It  wasn't  like  Henry  Timson  to  work  this  late  at  night,  not  with 
Mrs.  Timson  waiting  at  home  alone.  From  what  Henry  had  said  before  the 
banquet,  the  forms  were  all  locked  up  for  the  next  morning's  run,  except,  of 
course,  for  the  ten-inch  double  column.  Surely  the  Editor  wouldn't  take  all 
this  time  just  to  write  one  news  story.  Well,  anyway,  he  seemed  still  to  be 
there,  and  maybe  no  one  had  thought  to  call  and  give  him  the  details  of  the 
last  act  of  the  farce.  It  might  be  an  idea  to  step  over  and  give  him  the 
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whole  truth. 

For  that  matter,  it  wouldn't  be  quite  fair  to  leave  town  without 
saying  a  word  to  at  least  one  of  his  friends.  Henry  Timson  wasn't  responsible 
for  Peaksville.  He  did  his  best  to  make  the  town  a  fit  place  to  live  in,  and 
you  couldn't  blame  a  man  for  failing  to  do  the  impossible.  George  couldn't 
go  back  to  the  Hjalmer's  to  face  Sven's  disappointment  and  Jean  Hjalmer's 
quiet  sympathy.  Besides,  he  wouldn't  be  able  to  leave  Dinty  behind  again, 
and  Dinty  was  better  off  where  he  was.  Tom  Maxwell  wouldn't  be  sober  until 
morning,  and  Mary  Cameron  was  hanging  over  the  Smallwood' s  gate  with  somebody 
else.  If  he  wanted  to  see  anyone,  it  would  have  to  be  Henry  Timson. 

George  cross  the  deserted  street  and  tried  the  door  of  the  print 
shop.  It  was  unlocked  and  he  went  inside.  The  office  was  empty,  but  he 
noticed  the  Editor's  jacket  and  battered  hat  hanging  in  the  corner,  and  there 
was  a  light  gleaming  in  the  back  shop.  George  looked  past  the  trimming  table 
to  the  big  press,  but  it  was  idle,  and  the  single  naked  bulb  above  it  was  the 
only  light.  George  decided  the  Editor  must  have  left  his  work  for  a  quick 
cup  of  coffee  at  Soong  Yee's,  and  was  about  to  go  out  again  when  he  glance 
happened  to  fall  along  the  aisle  floor.  A  man's  hand,  still  clutching  a 
small  black  notebook,  protruded  from  behind  the  type  bench.  George  leaped 
forward,  Henry  Timson  lay  crumpled  like  a  half -filled  sack  on  the  ink- 
stained  floor. 

The  Editor  was  not  dead.  A  glance  was  enough  to  tell  that  much, 
but  a  quick  check  of  the  old  man's  pulse  showed  it  jumping  and  fluttering 
with  a  crazy,  uneven  beat.  George  rolled  him  over,  tore  off  his  tie  and 
pulled  open  his  vest  and  shirt,  raised  Henry's  legs  a  few  inches  from  the 
floor  and  shoved  a  type-box  underneath  them.  Then  he  knelt  quickly  and 
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listened  to  his  heart.  The  beat  was  still  irregular,  but  the  flutter  had 
partly  subsided.  George  raced  out  through  the  front  office  and  angled  back 
across  the  street  to  Soong  Yee's,  Ke  slammed  through  the  door  and  jerked  to 
a  stop  as  he  found  himself  face  to  face  with  Mary  Cameron,  She  had  her  coat 
on  and  was  apparently  just  about  to  leave. 

"My,  you  are  in  a  rush,  George,"  she  began,  and  then  her  eyes 
widened,  "What  is  it,  George?" 

"Mr.  Timson.  Come  back  with  me,  will  you?" 

"Of  course,"  Mary  Cameron  wasted  no  time  with  questions,  but  she 
reached  the  door  of  the  print  shop  a  dozen  paces  in  front  of  George,  Without 
a  word  she  hurried  into  the  back  shop  and  knelt  beside  the  stricken  man.  Her 
face  was  grave  yet  held  no  trace  of  panic.  "It's  bad,"  she  said.  "We've 
got  to  get  him  to  Doc  Settle," 

"Think  he  can  be  moved?" 

"He's  got  to  be.  He  can't  wait  for  Doc  to  get  dressed  and  down 
here.  Can  you  get  a  car?" 

"No  time  for  that  either.  Steady  him,  will  you?"  George  raised 
the  old  man's  slight  frame  with  one  hand  and  swung  his  shoulder  and  stooped 
over  until  he  was  bent  at  right  angles  and  Henry  Timson  was  on  his  back. 

"Open  the  door, "  he  said,  and  staggered  crazily  down  the  steps  out  into  the 
street. 

Mary  was  beside  him.  "Can  you  manage?"  she  asked,  a  trace  of 
anxiety  in  her  voice. 

George  tightened  his  grip,  cursing  the  alcohol  that  threatened  his 
balance.  "Get  Doc  Settle  out  of  bed.  I'll  get  him  there." 

Mary  vanished  without  a  word  of  argument,  her  low  heels  soundless 
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as  she  raced  up  the  street.  George  followed,  keeping  to  the  middle  of  the 
street  where  he  could,  doing  his  best  to  obsorb  in  his  knees  and  legs  the 
shocks  of  his  own  stumbling  efforts  to  hurry.  The  street  went  on  and  on 
through  the  darkness,  and  then  a  circle  of  light  reached  out  for  him  and 
George  found  himself,  dizzy  and  panting,  at  the  corner  by  the  cenotaph. 

Hours  seemed  to  have  gone  by,  and  he  wondered  uncertainly  why  Mary  did  not 
return.  He  tried  to  run  until  a  sudden  sharpening  of  the  grade  caught  his 
feet  and  threw  him  to  his  knees,  the  sharp  gravel  biting  as  he  tried  to  go 
limp  and  take  the  shock  in  his  own  body.  He  staggered  up  and  entered  the 
darkness  again,  weaving  crazily  to  the  grass  at  the  left  edge  of  the  gravel, 
and  then  back  to  his  right,  the  dizziness  he  felt  turning  into  a  wild  spinning 
in  his  head  as  he  struggled  to  climb  higher  with  each  uncertain  weave.  Then 
he  was  in  the  light  again,  a  light  that  whirled  and  spun  like  a  phonograph 
disc,  and  he  would  have  fallen  had  not  Mary  suddenly  appeared  out  of  nowhere 
and  grasped  him  by  the  shoulder.  She  led  him  across  Ferry  Road  and  through 
a  lighted  doorway,  and  then  Doc  Settle,  in  pyjamas  and  a  purple  robe,  lifted 
Henry  Timson  from  George's  back  and  Mary  led  the  way  to  a  chair  in  the  kitchen. 

"You've  had  plenty  tonight,"  she  told  him.  "Mrs.  Settle  will  be 
down  in  a  minute,  and  the  kettle's  on.  Y/hat  you  need  is  some  good  strong 
coffee."  She  shook  the  damper  of  the  stove  and  slid  a  few  more  pieces  of 
kindling  under  the  kettle.  "I  was  late  at  work  tonight  because  a  big  crowd 
came  in  after  the  Chamber  of  Commerce  meeting.  They  did  a  lot  of  talking." 

"Yeah?"  Now  that  George  was  upright  again,  the  spinning  in  his 
head  was  slowing,  and  he  tried  to  concentrate  on  Mary's  face,  but  her  eyes 
kept  changing  color  from  brown  to  a  sort  of  yellow-green  and  moved  up  and 
down  over  her  forehead  and  sometimes  got  lost  in  the  red-gold  of  her  hair. 
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He  smile  seemed  to  move  around  on  her  face,  too,  and  at  last  he  gave  up  and 
concentrated  on  the  little  band  of  freckles  across  the  bridge  of  her  nose. 

"A  week's  a  pretty  short  visit,  isn’t  it?” 

"Long  enough,  I  guess."  He  didn't  bother  to  add  that  Peaksville 
had  found  it  too  long  for  their  pleasure, 

"I  guess  we  could  all  run  out  on  our  friends  if  we  wanted  to.  It 

doesn't  take  a  crowd,  you  know,  to  make  a  town  worth  living  in." 

George  had  an  answer  ready  for  that,  too,  but  Mrs.  Settle  chose 
that  moment  to  scuff  her  way  down  the  back  stair,  a  worn  pair  of  her  husband’s 
slippers  sliding  out  from  under  a  bright  yellow  dressing  gown  pulled  tightly 
around  her  short,  plump  little  figure, 

"Why,  George  TimfordJ  I  was  wondering  when  I  was  going  to  see 
you,  and  then  when  Max  came  home  and  -  well,  isn't  that  kettle  boiling  yet, 
Mary?  You  found  the  coffee  all  right?"  She  tucked  a  wisp  of  grey  hair  under 
her  hair  net  and  beamed  at  George.  "I  could  make  some  sandwiches  in  just  a 
minute . " 

"I  think  black  coffee  is  all  he  wants  right  now, "  Mary  said  as 

George  fumbled  for  something  to  say.  "Anyway,  we  have  to  get  down  to  Mrs. 

Timson's  jast  as  soon  as  Dr.  Settle  wants  us  to  go." 

"Yes,  you  brought  poor  Henry  up  from  the  print  shop,  didn't  you? 

We  always  told  him  the  he  simply  had  to  take  things  easier,  but  then  you  know 
Henry.  Max  will  fix  him  up  in  a  minute,  though.  He  always  does." 

It  was  more  than  a  minute,  however,  and  George  had  finished  a  second 
cup  of  black  coffee  before  Doc  Settle  appeared  in  the  kitchen  doorway.  "You'd 
better  get  Mrs,  Timson  now,  if  you  don't  mind,"  he  said.  "For  a  while  I 
thought  Henry  wouldn't  pull  out  of  it,  and  I  didn't  want  her  rushing  up  here 
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to  find  him  gone.  He’s  over  the  worst  of  it  now,  though,  but  he  won't  be 
running  the  Independent  for  a  while,  I  can  tell  you  that.'1  The  doctor  hitched 
his  bathrobe  more  securely  around  a  figure  that  was  a  masculine  counterpart 
of  his  wife's,  lines  of  concern  wrinkling  a  high,  bald  forehead.  "I've  let 
him  talk  me  out  of  it  before,  but  this  time  he  goes  smack  into  the  hospital," 

"He  will  get  better,  though,  won't  he?"  Mary  asked, 

"Oh  yes,  I  -  guess  he  will.  Not  in  a  week  though.  He's  stubborn 
enough  to  last  for  twenty  years  yet,  and  he  might,  after  a  year's  complete 
rest.  May  I  have  some  of  that  coffee,  Helen?"  It  was  obvious  that  Henry 
Timson  was  not  the  only  one  who  needed  the  rest  that  was  so  often  postponed. 

"I  used  to  be  scared  to  death  of  Doc  Settle, "  George  said  as  he 
walked  with  Mary  along  Ferry  Road  toward  the  Timson  home.  "T»d  go  blocks 
out  of  my  way  to  avoid  passing  his  house.  I  found  out  in  the  anny  what  I  was 
frightened  of." 

"You  didn't  have  a  houseful  of  brothers  sick  with  measles  or 
chickenpox  or  whooping  cough, "  Mary  laughed.  "If  you  had,  you  would  have 
found  out  what  a  dear  Doc  Settle  really  is."  She  was  silent  as  they  turned 
north  for  a  block  on  Craig  Avenue  and  then  west  again  along  Mountain  Street. 

A  light  still  glowed  in  Ollie  Craig's  front  window.  "I  wonder  what  will  happen 
to  the  Independent  now, "  she  said. 

"Fold  up,  I  guess.  It  might  be  a  good  thing.  According  to  his 
last  editorial,  he  was  going  to  sink  his  last  bit  of  money  in  it.  This  may 
just  keep  him  from  doing  it." 

"I've  got  a  notion  it's  a  little  too  late  for  that." 

"Already?" 

"He  mortgaged  his  house  over  two  years  ago.  The  Independent  is 
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everything  he 1 s  got  now. " 

"But  he  did  have  an  offer  from  that  chain." 

"Oh  sure,  he  did  have.  You  don’t  suppose  they’ll  make  the  same 
offer  if  he's  forced  to  quit,  do  you?" 

Mrs.  Timson,  who  had  somehow  managed  to  grow  old  and  thin  pleasantly, 
was  still  waiting  up  for  her  husband,  and  she  came  to  the  door  quickly  when 
they  rang  the  bell.  One  thin  hand  went  to  her  throat  when  she  saw  her  visitors. 
"Henry?"  she  asked. 

"He's  perfectly  all  right,  Mrs.  Timson.  He  just  had  a  little 
attack  and  George  here  took  him  up  to  Doc  Settle's.  He  isn’t  quite  better 
yet,  of  course,  so  we  thought  you  might  like  to  go  up  there  for  a  little 
while , " 

"I  see.  Gome  in  for  a  minute,  won't  you?"  Mrs.  Timson  showed  no 
surprise,  but  her  thin,  blue-veined  hands  trembled  as  she  took  her  coat  from 
the  hall  closet,  "Down  at  the  print  shop,  was  it?  I've  asked  him  not  to 
work  alone  there  at  night,  and  I  don't  suppose  Mike.  .  ,?" 

"I  didn't  see  him  around,  Mrs.  Timson."  George  was  acutely  conscious 
that,  at  the  moment,  he  was  no  better  than  the  drunken  Mike  Fleming.  "As  soon 
as  we  get  you  up  to  the  doctor's,  I'll  go  down  and  lock  things  up." 

"I'm  sure  I  don't  know  what  Henry  will  want  to  do  about  the  paper," 

Mrs,  Timson  said  as  they  went  toward  the  gate.  "He'll  insist  on  getting  it 
out  on  time  if  it  kills  him.  He's  so  proud  of  the  Independent,  you  know." 

"I'm  afraid  he'll  just  have  to  let  it  go  this  time,"  George  said. 

"He  certainly  won't  be  in  any  shape  to  work  tomorrow.  Of  course^  Mike  might.  .  . 1 

"Mike  won't  do  a  thing  if  Henry  isn't  there.  I  don't  really  mind, 
you  know,  except  that  Henry  just  won't  rest,  and  then.  .  . " 
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"He 1 11  have  nothing  in  the  world  to  worry  about, "  Mary  declared, 
her  hand  reaching  behind  Mrs.  Timson  to  grasp  George  by  the  arm.  "Why, 
he's  got  the  best  assistant  money  could  buy,  just  waiting  to  take  over  until 
Mr.  Timson  is  well  again  -  hasn't  he,  George?" 

"Has  he?" 

"Why,  of  course.  He  has  you,  George,  I'm  sure  George  could  handle 
the  Independent,  Mrs.  Timson.  He'll  have  fresh  ideas  from  being  away,  and 
he  isn't  working  yet,  so  he'd  have  the  time,  and.  .  , " 

"Now,  just  a  minute,"  George  began.  "After  all.  .  . " 

"I  know  it  wouldn't  be  fair  to  ask  you,  George,  the  way  things 
are,  but  it  would  take  a  load  off  Henry's  mind.  He's  always  said  that  he 
wished  he  could  afford  to  have  you  with  him  on  the  Independent.  Of  course.  .  . 
Mrs.  Timson  hesitated.  "I'm  afraid  there  wouldn't  be  much  money,  and.  .  . " 

They  were  opposite  Ollie  Craig's  now,  and  the  light  in  the  window 
leered  out  at  George  with  a  smugly  satisfied  gleam  of  triumph.  Ollie  would 
be  sitting  behind  that  light  congratulating  himself  and  Peaksville  on  so 
easy  a  triumph.  How  they'd  writhe  if  they  found  their  victory  suddenly 
turned  to  ashes  and  he,  George  Tirnford,  installed  as  a  business  man  of 
Peaksville,  prepared  to  wield  with  a  new  vigor  the  power  of  the  press. 

"The  money  doesn't  matter,  Mrs,  Timson.  If  Mr,  Timson  agrees, 

I'll  do  the  best  I  can." 

The  Editor  wasn't  in  much  of  a  position  to  argue  when  they  reached 
Doc  Settle's  parlor  consulting  room.  He  was  conscious  again,  but  his  face 
had  sagged  into  deep  hollows  of  weariness  from  the  ordeal,  and  from  the  long 
years  of  single-handed  battle  to  provide  a  living  for  Martha  Timson  and  him¬ 
self.  When  he  saw  his  wife  come  in  he  tried  gallantly  to  make  light  of  the 
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situation , 

"It’s  a  good  thing  you've  come,  Martha,"  he  said.  "The  Doc  here 
has  been  trying  to  talk  me  into  giving  up.  I've  told  him  that  if  he  doesn't 
understand  people  any  better  than  that,  he  should  have  stuck  to  horses." 

"I've  told  him,"  Doc  Settle  cut  in,  "that  he's  going  to  the  hospital 
for  a  while,  and  then  home  for  at  least  six  months  rest.  I'm  not  fooling, 
Martha. " 


"And  I've  told  him  I  can't  do  it.  I've  got  a  paper  to  get  out  in 
the  morning. 

"This  time  you're  going  to  do  what  the  doctor  tells  you,  Henry  - 
the  hospital,  and  the  rest,  and  everything.  Then,  when  you're  better,  the 
Independent  will  be  waiting  for  you."  Mrs.  Timson  looked  down  at  her  husband 

with  a  quiet  determination,  "You  have  done  as  you  pleased  before,  Henry; 

l 


this  time  you  will  do  as  I  say. " 

"But  Martha!  Don't  you  realize  that  the  Independent  is  everything 
we've  got?  It  won't  wait  for  me  to  get  out  of  the  hospital.  There  won't  be 
anything  left,  Martha." 

"I  think  there  will,  Henry.  I've  asked  George  Tirnford  to  take 
your  place  until  you're  better.  He  said  he  would. 

The  Editor  looked  past  his  wife  to  where  George  and  Mary  stood  in 
the  doorway.  "You  said  that,  George  -  after  tonight?" 

"George  nodded.  "I'm  going  to  try,  if  you'll  let  me.  Mary  thinks 
I  can  do  it." 

For  a  long  minute  Henry  Timson  looked  straight  at  George,  and  once 
more  there  was  the  light  in  his  eyes  that  had  gone  out  when  Timson,  D.  B.  had 
earned  his  place  on  the  cenotaph.  The  deep  lines  in  the  Editor's  face  seemed 
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to  relax  and  a  quiet  contentment  to  take  their  place. 

"You  know  how  little  money  there  is?" 

"I  can  guess  -  but  there  might  be  more." 

"You  won't  be  popular," 

"Are  you?" 

"I  never  have  been  Queen  of  the  May, "  Henry  Timson  admitted  with  a 
grin.  "Okay,  boy;  go  to  it!  I'll  come  down  to  see  you  when  this  horse- 
doctor  tells  me  I  can,  and  in  the  meantime  -  you're  editor  of  the  Independent. 
It's  all  right  now,  isn't  it,  Martha?" 
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Chapter  10 


Into  the  stagnant  peacefulness  of  Peaksville's  Thursday 
afternoon  the  first  copies  of  the  Independent  fell  like  hand  grenades  that 
exploded  in  the  faces  of  those  who  picked  them  up.  Hughie  Travis  had  started 
his  round  of  the  business  places  at  half  past  three;  by  four  the  whole  town 
was  stunned  by  the  news  that  George  Tirnford  had  not  only  survived  the  blow 
dealt  to  him  the  night  before,  but  had  sprung  to  the  offensive.  By  five 
o'clock  Ollie  Craig's  office  at  the  back  of  his  hardware  was  jammed  with  the 
town's  important  people,  unanimous  in  the  opinion  that  something  had  to  be 
done. 

"Of  course,  it's  quite  impossible,  you  know,  and  I'm  sure  I  don't 
know  what  Henry  Timson  could  have  been  thinking  about,"  Mrs.  Conroy's  voice 
rose  above  the  babble  complainingly.  "I  have  always  said  we  should  take  a 
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Christian  attitude  toward  our  -  unfortunates  -  and  do  all  we  can  to  save 
them  from  themselves,  but  really,  after  last  night  we  just  couldn’t  allow 
that  -  that  horrible  man  to  gloat  and  -  and  -  triumph  over  us  all’ ” 

"I  say  we've  got  to  run  him  out  of  town."  Walter  Morgan  was  a 
lion  in  the  security  of  the  office.  "There's  no  room  in  Peaksville  for 
thieving  rats  like  George  Tirnford." 

"I  think  you're  right,"  James  Martin  agreed,  smiling  unpleasantly 
at  the  flabby  young  man.  "Now,  if  you'd  just  go  along  and  tell  him  so.  .  ." 

Walter  Morgan  drew  back  into  the  corner.  "This  calls  for  united 
action,"  he  mumbled.  "That's  the  best  way." 

"And  so  much  safer,  too,  isn't  it,  Walter?"  Martin  sniled  again 
and  turned  to  Slim  Early.  "Well,  what  do  you  think  of  it?" 

"Oh,  I  dunno.  I  can't  think  when  it's  so  doggoned  hot."  This 
late  in  the  day  his  handkerchief  was  soggy  with  continual  mopping.  "  I  guess 
Henry's  got  a  right  to  do  what  he  likes  with  his  own  paper,  hasn't  he?" 

"He  certainly  has  notj"  Mrs,  Conroy  declared.  "A  newspaper  is  a 
public  service,  and  if  Henry  Tim son  can't  bring  out  a  paper  proper  for 
Peaksville,  he  shouldn't  be  allowed  to  publish  at  all!"  She  turned  to  Mrs. 
Buchara  for  support,  but  that  lady  had  her  eyes  riveted  on  the  top  of  a 
whiskey  bottle  that  peeked  from  a  half  open  drawer  in  Ollie's  desk. 

"It  does  look  like  both  of  them  are  thumbing  their  noses  at  us, " 
Bert  Williams  said,  "After  all,  there  are  some  things  that  shouldn't  be 
done  without  some  consideration  for  the  town's  feelings." 

"Look,  I  wish  you'd  get  down  to  business,"  Windy  Landsturm  broke 
in.  "I  don't  see  what  difference  it  makes  who  runs  the  darned  paper.  You 
don't  have  to  read  it,  do  you?  Or  advertise  in  it  either,  for  that  matter." 
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"Advertise?  I  can  tell  you  this  -  this  Timford  person  won't  get 
any  ads  from  mej"  Mrs.  Conroy  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  mention  that  she 
owed  Henry  Timson  for  more  than  a  year's  advertisements.  "The  least  we  can 
to  is  withdraw  our  support  in  the  face  of  this  -  this  horrible  thing. " 

"What  gets  me  is  that  news  story,  or  whatever  he  calls  it,  about 
the  meeting  last  night.  What  kind  of  publicity  is  that  for  Peaksville  and 
those  of  us  that  count  around  here?  The  Benton  Chamber  will  laugh  their  fool 
heads  off.  Can't  we  keep  the  story  quiet,  somehow?"  Ben  Feldman  had 
appropriated  Ollie's  chair  and  was  slumped  in  it,  his  head  tilted  to  one  side 
to  look  up  at  the  rest. 

Martin  looked  down  at  him  and  shrugged.  "Are  you  kidding  yourself? 
Why,  that  story  will  get  to  Benton  anyway  the  first  time  one  of  the  women 
goes  shopping  there.  What  we've  got  to  do  is  see  it  doesn't  happen  again." 

"If  Ollie  would  come  in  we  might  get  something  decided, "  Weaver  the 
barber  grumbled.  "What's  he  doing  out  there  anyway?" 

"Oh,  he's  got  a  customer." 

"Well,  I've  got  customers  too,  and  I'm  not  going  to  wait  around 
here  while  he  makes  another  dollar.  I'm  quite  sure  I  need  the  money  as  much 
as  he  does."  He  took  out  a  cigarette  and  lit  it,  ignoring  Mrs.  Conroy's 
cough.  "Of  course,  we  could  decide  things  without  him, "  he  suggested,  blowing 
a  long  stream  of  smoke  into  the  already  blue  atmosphere. 

"It's  sure  hot  in  this  poky  little  office,"  Slim  Early  complained, 
mopping  his  face. 

A  moment  later  Ollie  Craig  appeared,  cool  and  undisturbed  in  his 
khaki  breeches  and  khaki  shirt  open  at  the  throat.  Ben  Feldman  scrambled  to 
his  feet  and  Ollie  settled  himself  behind  the  desk.  "Now  thep,  he  said,  "Just 
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what  is  the  trouble?"  His  colorless  eyes  held  precisely  the  correct  amount 
of  military  frost.  "Martin?" 

James  Martin  lounged  a  little  more  obviously  against  the  desk, 

"Why,  you’ve  seen  the  Independent,  haven't  you?" 

"It  came  some  time  ago.  I've  read  the  headline  story,  if  that's 
what  you  mean." 

"It  certainly  is  what  we  mean]  Mrs.  Conroy  burst  in.  "I  was  just 
saying,  Mr.  Craig,  that  something  simply  must  be  done  about  it.  Why,  what 
are  people  going  to  think?" 

"Yeah,  what  are  we  going  to  do  about  it?"  Feldman  wanted  to  know. 

Ollie  Craig's  lips  curled  and  his  expression  became  faintly 
patronizing.  "Do  you  mean  to  say  you've  all  come  here  just  because  of  that?" 

"Of  course  we  have I"  Bert  Williams  exploded.  "You  don't  think 
we're  going  to  let  him  get  away  with  that,  do  you?" 

"Just  what  do  you  propose  to  do?" 

"Well,  we  -  that  is  -  well,  what  can  we  do?" 

"We  ought  to  run  Timford  out  of  town, "  Walter  Morgan  snarled. 

"I  don't  see  that  there  will  be  any  necessity  for  violence,  Walter," 
Ollie  declared.  "After  all,  this  Timford  isn't  any  different  than  he  was 
before.  As  President  of  the  Chamber  I  shall  just  tell  Henry  we  don't  approve 
of  his  employees." 

"Yeah?  And  what'll  he  say?" 

"I  don't  see  that  he  will  be  able  to  argue  about  it.  After  all, 
you  did  read  last  week's  paper,  didn't  you?  The  Independent  means  more  to 
Henry  Timson  than  George  Timford  does,  Martin,  you  and  Bert  will  come  to 
the  hospital  with  me  to  see  Henry  tomorrow  afternoon.  Now,  if  there's 
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nothing  more.  .  , " 

"Well,  I  trust  you  will  be  firm  with  him,  Mr.  Craig, 11  Mrs.  Conroy 
insisted.  "After  all,  you've  no  idea  how  stirred  up  people  are  over  this  - 
this  awful  thing.  Why,  that  awful  creature  has  simply  turned  people  upside 
down.  There  isn't  a  person  in  town  who  isn't  wondering  what's  going  to 
happen  next.  Are  you  coming,  Alice?" 

The  protesting  citizens  filed  out,  their  animosity  toward  George 
all  the  greater  since  Ollie  had  taken  vengeance  completely  out  of  their  hands. 
Now  all  they  could  do  was  to  sit  back  and  await  developments,  and  bear  as 
best  they  could  the  indignation  roused  in  them  by  the  simple  truth  as  told 

I 

by  Peaksville's  Enemy  Number  One,  The  days  of  the  vigilantes  were  past,  and 
many  of  Peaksville's  most  law-abiding  citizens  permitted  themselves  a  certain 
regret  at  their  passing.  There  seemed  to  be  something  so  satisfyingly 
appropriate  in  their  mental  picture  of  George  Timford  leaving  town  on  a  rail. 

"Why,  he  ought  to  be  tarred  and  feathered, "  Mrs.  Conroy  declared 
indignantly  as  she  left  the  postmistress  and  hastened  to  impart  the  latest 
developments  to  the  women  who  waited  impatiently  in  her  tiny  shop,  "I'm  sure 
I  don't  know  what's  happening  to  Peaksville  these  days." 

*  *  * 

At  that  very  minute  Miss  Minnie  Perfuss  was  expressing  much  the 
same  sentiment  in  the  Desmond  living  room,  her  nose  twitching  like  a  rabbit's 
in  a  paroxysm  of  excitement,  her  words  tumbling  over  each  other  in  her  haste. 
Against  the  torrent  Mrs.  Desmond  herself  was  for  the  moment  powerless. 

".  .  .and  it  was  just  something  awful.  Why,  Mrs.  Conroy  told  me 
that  all  through  the  banquet  he  just  drank  and  drank,  and  Mrs.  White  said 
her  husband  told  her  he  must  have  had  four  whole  bottles.  She  said  -  Mrs. 
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Conroy,  I  mean  -  that  it  was  just  simply  revolting,  and  then  when  Mr. 

Brinton  was  speaking  he  got  right  up  and  threw  a  bottle  right  at  Ollie  -  I 
mean,  Mr.  Craig.  Mrs.  White  says  her  husband  told  her  there  was  broken 
glass  just  all  over  the  place,  and  then  he  fell  right  down  the  stairs,  he 
was  so  -  so  drunk  -  that  George  Timford,  I  mean,  not  Mr.  White,  because 
Mrs.  White  says  her  husband  wouldn't  drink  if  he  could  and  anyway  the  doctor 
told  him  the  lining  of  his  stomach  wouldn't  stand  any  more.  .  .  " 

"Minnie \ " 

Miss  Perfuss  jerked  to  a  stop  and  looked  at  Mrs,  Desmond,  her  tiny 
frame  still  quivering  with  the  excitement  of  her  story.  "Yes,  Mrs.  Desmond?" 

"Never  mind  who  said  what,  Minnie,  Just  tell  me  what  happened," 
Mrs,  Desmond  settled  her  cushions  more  comfortably  and  motioned  Miss  Perfuss 
to  her  usual  hassock,  "Sit  down,  Minnie,  and  don't  get  so  excited." 

"Well,  Mrs.  Conroy  -  I  mean,  everyone  thought  that  after  that  he 
just  wouldn't  show  his  face  in  Peaksville  again,  and  Mrs.  White  says  her 
husband  told  her  -  when  he  came  home  afterwards,  you  know  -  that  as  far  as 
he  knew  the  town  wouldn't  be  bothered  with  George  Timford  any  more.  He  said 
no  one  could  take  the  slap  he  had  and  not  leave  just  as  soon  as  he  could. 

Mrs.  Conroy  said.  .  , " 

"Minnie  Perfuss!" 

"Well,  anyway,  everybody  thought  he  must  have  gone  last  night,  and 
nobody  saw  him  in  town,  and  then  just  after  three  o'clock  this  afternoon  he 
came  walking  out  of  the  Independent  office  with  Mr.  Fleming,  and  then  they 
stopped  and  he  told  him  -  I  mean,  ah,  George  Timford  told  Mr,  Fleming  that 
he  just  better  be  to  work  on  time  tomorrow  morning  or  he'd  go  over  there  and 
half  drown  him  again.  Mrs.  Conroy  said  she  heard  him  say  it,  and  then  Hughie 
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Travis  came  in  with  her  paper  and  there  it  was  right  on  the  front  page’" 

,rWhat  was  on  the  front  page,  Minnie?  No,  don’t  tell  me.  Give  me 
the  paper,  Minnie  -  you  brought  it,  didn’t  you?" 

Miss  Perfuss  nodded  and  reached  for  her  shopping  bag.  "Oh  yes, 
Mrs.  Desmond.  I  was  in  the  post  office  and  Mrs.  Bucham  said  the  papers  were 
in  and  so  -  I  -  just.  .  ."  He  voice  trailed  off  as  Mrs.  Desmond  snatched 
the  paper  and  spread  it  out  on  her  lap  so  that  the  light  fell  full  on  the 
heavy  black  letters  of  the  headline. 

"Good  Lord!"  cried  Mrs.  Clarendon  Desmond,  ,rWhat  _is  Peaksville 
coming  to?" 


*  *  * 

Meanwhile  Tom  Maxwell,  for  the  second  time  since  George  Timford 
had  arrived  in  Peaksville,  sat  late  in  his  chair  by  the  window  of  the  Gregory 
Hotel,  his  red-rimmed  eyes  bright  as  he  watched  the  unusual  activity  along 
Main  Street.  He  had  watched  as  one  after  another  of  Peaksville' s  major 
citizens  had  hurried  into  Ollie  Craig's  hardware,  and  had  seen  them  come  out 
again  and  disperse  in  little  groups,  their  heads  close  together  in  earnest 
discussion.  To  the  most  casual  observer  the  excitement  of  the  town  would 
have  been  obvious;  to  Tom  Maxwell  it  was  both  significant  and  entertaining. 
Seated  quietly  in  his  big  leather  armchair,  he  puffed  at  his  stub  of  a  pipe 
and  peered  through  clouds  of  slowly  ascending  smoke,  pausing  now  and  then 
to  glance  down  at  the  copy  of  the  Independent  that  lay  on  his  knees.  With 
each  glance  his  whiskers  seemed  to  curve  about  his  face  and  form  themselves 
into  a  more  benevolently  satanic  expression,  and  he  puffed  more  vigorously  on 
his  pipe.  At  last  he  glanced  at  his  watch  and  stood  up  just  as  the  whistle 
from  the  mill  screamed  hoarsely. 
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"I  wonder, "  he  muttered  to  himself,  and  hurried  toward  the  beverage 

room  for  a  quick  one  before  supper. 

*  *  * 

With  the  final  wheeze  of  the  mill  whistle  Sven  Hjalmer  shrugged 
into  his  jacket  and  hastened  out  on  to  Mill  Street,  his  big  body  moving 
awkwardly  in  a  ponderous  attempt  to  hurry.  Dismissing  all  offers  of  conver¬ 
sation  with  a  wave  of  his  big  hand,  he  turned  up  First  Avenue  and  half  ran 
the  three  blocks  to  the  corner  of  Ferry  Road,  pausing  just  long  enough  to 
assume  a  casual  air  before  he  turned  into  his  own  yard  and  followed  the  neat 
wooden  sidewalk  around  the  house  to  the  back  door.  Before  he  could  reach 
out  for  the  knob,  the  door  opened  and  his  wife  Jean  stood  in  the  doorway, 

"Iss  trouble,  Sven?"  she  asked  anxiously. 

Sven  stooped  and  kissed  her  with  the  concentration  of  a  bridegroom, 
and  then  followed  her  into  the  neat  kitchen,  "Sure,  Iss  trouble  to  get 
home  so  fast.  Maybe  old  man  like  me  should  come  slower,  eh?"  He  grinned  at 
her  and  went  to  the  washstand,  pausing  on  the  way  to  hang  his  jacket  on  its 
smooth  wooden  peg. 

His  wife's  anxious  look  vanished,  only  to  be  replaced  with  one  of 
lively  curiosity.  "Iss  news,  then,  you  got  maybe?" 

Sven  finished  his  washing  with  tantalizing  slowness  and  dried 
himself  with  exaggerated  care.  "Iss  news,  I  guess,"  he  admitted.  He  took 
a  deep  breath  to  emphasize  the  importance  of  his  information.  "Mr.  Timsort 
is3  sick  in  hospital  and  our  Yorge  is3  editor  of  Independent. "  he  announced. 
"Iss  some  damn  thing,  eh?  He  come  for  Dinty  yet?" 

"Iss  not  come  since  last  night,  Sven.  Maybe  he  have  too  good  time 
at  banquet  and  don't  feel  like  getting  up  so  soon." 
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Sven  Hjalmer  frowned.  '‘Eddie  Stewart  says  they  don‘t  pay  no 
attention  to  Yorge,  and  after  a  while  he  don’t  like  it  and  walk  right  out. 

Iss  maybe  trick  of  Ollie  Craig.  Iss  not  honest,  that  Ollie,  but  for  editor 
even  Ollie  sit  up,  I  bet.  By  Yoseph,  I  think  maybe  Yorge  iss  big  man  now," 
Sven  decided,  his  natural  good  nature  reasserting  itself. 

"Iss  good  to  get  work, "  Jean  Hjalmer  agreed  seriously. 

*  *  * 

Martha  Timson  finished  scrubbing  the  last  bit  of  worn  kitchen 
linoleum  and  straightened  up  with  a  sigh,  the  thin  fingers  of  her  left  hand 
pressing  the  small  of  her  back.  Dropping  her  cloth  into  the  pail  of  soap 
suds,  she  went  over  to  the  washstand  in  the  corner,  washed  her  hands  and  set 
the  tea  kettle  forward  on  the  stove.  From  a  cupboard  across  the  room  she 
brought  a  bight  green  teapot,  a  plate  of  home-made  cookies  and  the  Willow 
pattern  cup  and  saucer  Aunt  Susan  had  given  her.  Setting  them  on  the  table, 
she  sank  thankfully  into  a  chair  by  the  window  to  wait  for  the  kettle  to  boil, 
absent-mindedly  pushing  a  lock  of  grey-white  hair  back  under  her  blue  polka 
dot  kerchief.  In  the  quiet  of  the  room  the  kettle  stirred  itself  with  short, 
tentative  whistling  sighs  and  was  settling  down  to  sing  when  Hughie  Travis 
tramped  past  the  window  and  knocked  on  the  back  door. 

"Hello,  Mrs,  Timson!  I’m  just  taking  the  Independents  around  same 
as  usual  and  I  thought  I'd  stop  in  here,  seeing  that  Mr.  Timson  is  up  at  the 
hospital.  It  was  just  on  my  way,  sort  of." 

Martha  accepted  the  paper  with  a  pleased  smile.  "That  was  good  of 
you,  IJughie,  but  this  certainly  isn't  on  your  way.  Sit  down,  won't  you.  Have 
a  cookie?" 


'‘Well.  . 
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"They're  quite  good,  I  think.  I  made  them  only  yesterday.  That's 
right.  Now,  what's  in  the  Independent  this  week?"  The  tea  ketter  was  boiling 
and  she  filled  the  teapot.  'So  Much  for  Peaksville'  -  that's  an  unusual 
headline . " 

"People  are  getting  pretty  excited  down  on  Main  Street, "  Hughie 
told  her,  accepting  another  cookie.  "Pretty  mad  too,  some  of  them." 

"Really! "  She  read  a  couple  of  paragraphs  under  the  heavy  black 
headline  and  then  interrupted  her  reading  to  pour  out  a  cup  of  tea.  With 
the  Willow  pattern  cup  in  her  hand  she  turned  back  to  the  paper.  ".  .  .'and 
then  went  on  to  avoid,  .  .'  Oh,  my  goodness!"  Martha  half  rose  in  her 
sudden  excitement  and  the  cup  slipped  from  her  hand  to  smash  to  pieces  on 

the  clean  linoleum.  Hughie  jumped  up  and  Martha  waved  him  back  to  his  place. 

"Never  mind!  Never  mind!  I  never  liked  that  cup  anyway.  You  eat  up  those 
cookies  while  I  read  this. 

"Gee,  thanks,  Mrs.  Timson." 

Martha's  eyes  flew  along  the  lines,  her  laugh  wrinkles  deepening. 
"That's  the  stuff  to  give  the  troops!"  she  exclaimed  aloud,  and  then  caught 
herself  in  surprise.  "Why,  I  haven't  heard  that  since  Henry  used  to  say  it 

thirty  years  ago,"  she  said.  "Why, that  was  back  when.  .  . "  Her  old  eyes 

grew  dreamy  and  she  sat  very  still,  the  paper  forgotten  in  her  lap. 

"I  -  I  guess  maybe  I  better  be  getting  along,  Mrs.  Timson, "  Hughie 
said  at  last.  He  rose  and  stood  by  the  back  door,  his  cap  in  his  hand. 

"There  isn't  anything  you'd  like  me  to  do  first,  is  there?" 

"Why  -  no,  Hughie.  Thank  you  for  bringing  the  paper."  She  was 
hardly  conscious  of  the  boy's  departure. 

At  last  she  roused  herself  and  went  for  the  dustpan.  "Now  you'll 
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have  a  new  saucer  for  your  milk, "  she  told  the  tortoise-shell  cat  that 
watched  her  from  its  box  by  the  stove.  The  cat  blinked  at  her  with  pale  eyes 
and  began  to  wash  its  face.  Suddenly  it  stopped,  one  paw  raised,  Martha 
Timsonls  voice  had  quavered  into  song. 

"'Fight  the  good  fight,  with  all  thy  might,'  -  or  maybe  we  can  let 
George  do  it,"  she  told  the  tortoise-shell,  and  chuckled.  "Poor  Ollie!" 

*  *  * 

At  six  o ' clock  Nurse  Erickson  appeared  with  a  tray  at  the  door  of 
Ward  G  of  the  Peaksville  hospital.  "I've  brought  your  supper,  Mr.  Timsori, " 
she  announced,  balancing  the  tray  on  one  hand  as  she  set  up  the  bed  table 

with  the  other.  "And  here's  a  copy  of  today's  Independent,  too,  A  young  man 

left  it  at  the  office  downstairs  and  said  to  tell  you  that  everything  is 
under  control.  From  the  look  of  him  I  should  say  he  hadn't  been  to  bed  for 
a  week. " 

"I'm  afraid  I  gave  him  some  trouble  last  night,"  Henry  told  her. 

"I  might  not  even  be  here  if  it  hadn't  been  for  him.  He's  George  Timford, 

and  he's  going  to  look  after  the  Independent  for  a  while." 

"Well,  he'd  certainly  better  get  some  sleep  first,"  Nurse  Erickson 
insisted.  "Why,  he  could  hardly  keep  his  eyes  open."  She  patted  a  pillow 
into  place  behind  him,  smiled  absently  and  went  out  on  soundless  feet, 

Henry  Timson  ignored  his  supper  and  reached  quickly  for  the 
Independent,  his  left  hand  fumbling  under  the  pillow  for  his  glasses.  Under 
their  powerful  magnification  the  solid  black  letters  of  the  headline  jumped 
out  at  him.  "My  goodnesj"  he  exclaimed,  and  moved  the  paper  closer  to  read 
the  whole  story, 

"So  Much  For  Peaksville j " 
the  headline  screamed,  and  below: 
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Last  evening  the  Peaksville  Chamber  of  Commerce 
inaugurated  its  new  fall  and  winter  season  with  its  . 
annual  banquet  in  the  Elks'  Hall,  Among  the  guests 
at  the  affair  were  Ted  Brinton,  former  citizen  and 
hardware  man  in  Peaksville,  and  George  Timford, 
whose  happy  return  surprised  and  delighted  us  one 
week  ago.  Catering  for  the  banquet  was  in  the 
capable  hands  of  the  Daughters  of  Peaksville,  Ollie 
Craig,  President  of  the  Chamber,  presided. 

Following  a  most  enjoyable  chicken  dinner,  the 
members  listened  to  a  number  of  addresses,  including 
those  of  the  President  and  Mayor  Gordon.  Peaksville, 

Mr.  Craig  declared,  is  to  be  congratulated  upon  the 
progress  it  has  made  in  the  past  few  years,  and 
especially  in  the  last  five,  of  which  he  could  speak 
personally.  .  . 

"I  just  couldn't  resist  that  one,"  Henry  muttered  to  himself. 
"After  all,  I  can*t  be  forever  blind  to  Ollie 's  bombast  -  but  maybe  I 
shouldn ' t  have  done  it . " 

...  He  painted  a  glowing  picture  of  the  future  that 
could  be  Peaksville' s,  declaring  that  through  the 
efforts  of  all  citizens,  and  the  guiding  leadership 
of  the  Chamber  of  Commerce,  spectacular  advances 
could  be  made.  "Peaksville  is  going  places,"  the 
President  declared  amidst  tumultuous  applause  from 
all  present.  .  . 

"Especially  Mrs.  Conroy, "  Henry  murmured  to  himself. 

.  .  ."It  is  up  to  us  to  put  Peaksville  on  the  map, 
not  only  as  a  small  and  inconspicuous  dot  on  the  map, 
but  as  a  thriving  and  important  commercial  centre 
snuggling  in  the  shadows  of  the  Rockies,  accessible 
not  only  to  our  own  citizens  and  those  of  our  fair 
province,  but  within  easy  driving  distance  of  the 
great  democratic  Republic  to  the  south.  What  are  we 
going  to  do  to  bring  about  this  great  and  noble  end?" 

Mr.  Craig  demanded.  "We  must  do  a  number  of  things, " 
he  declared.  ,  . 

"That  was  where  I  felt  myself  getting  dizzy  and  faint, "  Henry 
reminded  himself.  "I  wonder  how  George  finished  the  story."  He  took  a  sip 
of  milk  and  returned  to  the  paper,  his  eye  jumping  over  the  heavy  dotted 
line  that  separated  his  part  from  the  remainder  of  the  story. 
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...and  then  went  on  to  avoid  mentioning  anything  specific. 
His  time  was  29  minutes  and  thirty  seconds,  a  record  time 
for  the  speech  our  readers  will  recognize  as  Number  Three. 
The  applause  expressed  the  members'  appreciation  and 
relief  at  the  conclusion  of  the  address. 

Mayor  Gordon's  address  was  short  and  adequate  for 
the  occasion,  being,  in  the  main,  a  five  minute  conden¬ 
sation  of  Mr.  Craig's  remarks.  (For  complete  text  see  the 
Independent  for  this  date  last  year.) 

A  number  of  speeches  followed,  being  given  by  James 
Martin,  James  Morgan,  Bert  Williams,  and  Mrs,  Conroy,  but 
since  none  of  them  said  anjrthing  not  already  reported,  we 
shall  omit  an  account  of  their  remarks  in  order  to  con¬ 
serve  space,  Mr.  Ted  Brinton  was  then  introduced  as  the 
sole  guest  of  the  evening.  He  had  just  reached  the  point 
of  boasting  about  the  number  of  names  on  the  Peaksville 
cenotaph  when  a  slight  interruption  occurred.  Mr.  George 
Timford,  who  had  been  publicly  invited  to  attend  the 
banquet  as  an  honored  guest,  and  who  had  been  ignored 
throughout  the  evening  except  by  a  few  of  his  particular 
friends,  very  rudely  objected  to  such  cheap  reference  to 
the  sacrifice  made  by  the  men  whose  names  appear  on  the 
Peaksville  monument.  In  a  moment  of  weakness,  Mr.  Tim¬ 
ford  threw  a  whiskey  bottle,  fortunately  empty,  at  the 
feet  of  Mr.  Ollie  Craig,  President  of  the  Chamber.  The 
remainder  of  the  meeting  must,  for  obvious  reasons,  go 
unreported. 

We  may  assure  our  readers  that  Mr.  Tirnford  regrets 
sincerely  his  action.  Had  he  been  less  affected  by  the 
contents  of  that  bottle  he  would  most  certainly  have 
hurled  everything  within  reach  at  the  speaker's  head. 

His  failure  to  do  so  is  his  only  regret.  At  the  risk  of 
seeming  most  impolite,  the  writer  of  this  article  must 
serve  notice  that,  in  his  opinion,  the  sacrifice  of 
Peaksville 's  own  sons  is  not  a  suitable  subject  for 
cheap  competition  with  Benton  or  any  other  town.  Those 
of  us  who  had  the  good  fortune  to  come  back  can  testify 
that  those  who  died  did  so  believing  there  was  something 
back  here  worth  dying  for,  and  they  weren't  thinking  of 
bombastic  speeches  at  mutual  admiration  societies.  The 
Peaksville  Chamber  of  Commerce  ought  to  be  ashamed  of 
itself,  not  only  for  allowing  such  statements  to  be  made 
at  its  meetings,  but  for  the  hypocritical  cant  upon  which 
it  thrives.  We  do  not  believe  we  are  straying  from 
proper  editorial  ethics  when  we  declare  total  war,  now 
and  forever,  upon  the  smug,  self-satisfied  and  cheap 
exploitation  of  the  good  name  of  Peaksville,  whether  by 
the  Chamber  of  Commerce  or. by  any  other  organization 
or  individuals. 
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Peaksville  can  be  a  good  town,  and  a  fine 
place  in  which  to  live.  It  is  up  to  us  to  make 
it  so. 


Late  news: 

The  many  friends  of  Mr.  Goerge  Timford  will 
be  interested  to  learn  that,  during  the  enforced 
absence  of  its  regular  editor,  the  Independent 
will  be  under  his  care.  The  policy  of  fair  dealing, 
good  printing,  and  honest  news  will  remain  unchanged. 


Henry  Timson  put  down  the  paper  and  sat  looking  out  of  the  window, 
a  faint  line  of  worry  deepening  the  wrinkles  about  his  eyes.  Between  two 
fir  trees  he  could  see  the  left  side  of  Main  Street  almost  as  far  as  the 
station,  blurred  and  without  detail,  but  recognizable  nonetheless.  Just 
across  Mountain  Street  Mayor  Gordon  was  climbing  out  of  his  car,  pausing 
a  minute  to  speak  to  Slim  Early,  Still  farther  to  the  left  Ernie  Steeves 
stretched  his  long  legs  like  a  grasshopper  as  he  cut  across  the  corner  of 
the  sports  field,  probably  in  a  hurry  to  get  down  town  again,  or  over  to 
see  Millie  Strassman.  A  breeze  had  sprung  up  and  was  waving  a  big  branch 
before  the  window  just  enough  to  make  it  seem  that  Ernie  was  hopping  along 
it.  Henry  shook  his  head  and  turned  to  a  boxed  news  item  to  the  right  of 
the  account  of  the  banquet, 

CASUALTY  LIST 

Henry  Timson,  Editor  of  the  Independent  for  the 
last  thirty  years  and  one  of  the  few  men  in  town  who 
really  gives  a  damn  about  Peaksville,  collapsed  last 
night  while  on  duty  in  his  shop,  the  victim  of  a  heart 
attack  brought  on  by  over-work.  Entirely  by  chance  he 
was  discovered  in  time  and  is  now  resting  in  the  Peaks¬ 
ville  hospital. 

Throughout  the  many  years  of  his  work  as  Editor, 

Mr.  Timson  has  been  an  influence  for  good  and  a  steady 
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light  in  what  would  otherwise  have  been  a  pretty- 
dark  hole.  In  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  has  always 
been  out-numbered  by  cheap  grafters  and  pompous 
jackasses,  he  has  always  been  a  champion  of  the 
under-dog,  the  friend  of  those  who  most  needed 
friendship,  and  a  Crusader  for  what  was  honest  and 
right.  He  was  not  popular  -  few  Crusaders  ever 
have  been  -  but  if  any  of  the  youngsters  who  grew 
up  in  this  town  care  to  remember  Peaksville,  it  will 
be  because  Henry  Timson  lives  here,  and  because  he 
did  live  here  when  they  were  kids.  It  is  not  his 
fault  that  the  Chamber  of  Commerce  has  proved  too 
big  a  stumbling  block  to  his  dreams. 

It  is  expected  that  after  a  short  rest  from  his 
labors  Mr,  Timson  will  again  take  up  his  duties  as 
Editor  of  the  Independent.  In  the  meantime  it  may 
be  worth  your  while  to  think  about  what  he  and  his 
crusading  spirit  mean  to  Peaksville. 


"Me  a  Crusader!"  Henry  said  aloud,  "Nonsense!  Why  I've  never.  .  ." 
He  turned  back  to  the  news  editorial.  "He's  a  fighter  anyway,"  the  old 
Editor  decided. 

Slowly  his  tired  old  face  relaxed  and  then  crinkled  again  in  the 
first  movements  of  a  grin  that  grew  broader  and  broader  until  he  could  feel 
himself  laughing  inside  and  the  milk  on  the  bed  table  trembled.  How  Ollie 
would  love  to  be  made  ridiculous!  A  picture  of  the  breaking  glass  formed  in 
his  mind  and  he  chuckled.  "By  gosh,  he  might  just  manage  it  at  that, "  he 
said  out  loud.  "Go  to  it,  George,  boy! "  He  was  still  laughing  as  he  reached 
for  his  glass  of  milk.  And  when  Mary  Cameron  came  in  for  a  moment  before 
the  supper  rush  at  Soong  Yee's,  he  looked  to  her  serene  as  a  baby. 
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Chapter  11 


Mike  Fleming  cross  Main  Street  the  next  morning  and 
paused  on  the  steps  of  the  Independent  to  consult  his  watch  once  more, 
while  the  look  of  half  sullen  amazement  deepened  upon  his  unshaven  face. 

It  was  three  minutes  to  nine,  and  it  was  the  first  time  in  seven  years  of 
printing  for  Henry  Timson  that  he  had  been  on  time.  Mike  shook  his  head 
disgustedly  and  pushed  open  the  door.  He  shuffled  into  the  office  and  hung 
his  cap  on  a  peg  on  the  back  of  the  door  and  turned  to  George  Tirnford, 
making  no  effort  to  disguise  his  respectful  dislike. 

"Well,  I  got  here, 11  he  announced. 

George  turned  in  his  chair.  "So  I  see.  Good  morning,  Mike.  Say, 
do  you  know  anything  about  Mr.  Timson' s  books?" 
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"I  know  he  was  as  good  as  broke,  if  that's  what  you  mean. 

"But  do  you  know  anything  about  these  accounts?  Here's  one  for 
Mrs,  Conroy,  for  instance.  She  hasn't  paid  anything  for  her  ads  for  over 
a  year.  Didn't  Mr.  Tirason  ever  go  out  collecting?" 

"What  do  you  think?  I  told  him  he  wasn't  runnin'  a  charity  paper, 
but  he  wouldn't  listen.  You'd  think  them  four-flushers  was  doin'  him  a 
favor  to  put  an  ad  in.  There's  dozens  of  'em,  all  the  same." 

"Well,  the  charity  stops  right  now,  Mike,  I'm  going  to  start 
collecting  this  morning.  Oh,  yes,  and  there's  another  thing,  I  don't  see 
any  of  the  main  stores  advertising  in  the  Independent.  Ollie  Craig,  for 
example.  How  come?" 

"You  was  here  when  they  built  the  hospital." 

"Sure  I  was,  Mike,  and  I  know  what  Ollie  got  out  of  that  job,  but 
what's  that  got  to  do  with  it?" 

"Tellin'  the  truth  may  be  all  right  in  some  places,  but  it  don't 
get  you  ads  from  them  that  it's  told  about.  You'll  get  it  if  you  look  back 
in  the  files." 

George  grunted.  "Hm.  I  think  maybe  I'm  beginning  to  get  it  already. 
Well,  something  will  have  to  be  done  about  that,  too." 

"The  way  you've  started,  you  won't  even  have  as  many  ads  as  Henry 
had,"  Mike  said.  "It  don't  pay  to  be  honest  in  this  town." 

"Then  it's  time  the  town  changed.  Have  you  got  any  printing  jobs 
ahead,  Mike? 

"There's  a  couple  Henry  was  gonna  set  up.  There  ain't  no  hurry 
about  them,  I  guess," 

"There'll  he  a  lot  of  hurry  around  here  from  now  on,  Mike.  You  can 
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get  them  off  while  I’m  out  this  morning.  That  way,  you’ll  be  ready  for 
the  new  orders. ” 

"What  new  orders?  We  don’t  get  any  more  than  ten  a  week,  and 
most  of  them  is  small  jobs.  Anyway,  I  ain’t  done  any  of  the  layout.  I  just 
run  the  press.  Henry  always  figures  out  things.  He’s  good  at  it,  too." 

"But  you  know  how  to  set  the  things  up,  don  you?" 

Mike’s  disgust  was  plain  to  see.  '  "I  didn’t  get  my  papers  shinin’ 
shoes, "  he  announced. 

"Well,  Mike,  from  now  on  you’re  the  technical  department.  After 
working  with  Mr.  Timson  all  this  time,  you  should  be  one  of  the  best  men  in 

the  country,  so  I’m  not  worrying  about  that.  Okay?" 

Mike  avoided  George's  eyes,  his  face  expressionless,  "They  ain’t 
gonna  like  me  after  Henry, "  he  said,  and  went  out  into  the  shop  before  George 
had  a  chance  to  answer.  A  few  minutes  later  the  hand  press  began  to  clatter. 

George  got  up  and  reached  for  his  hat,  thought  better  of  it  and 
went  bare-headed  into  the  street.  Already  the  sun  was  high  and  beat  on  the 

back  of  his  neck  as  he  crossed  the  street  and  moved  up  the  west  side  toward 

Ollie  Craig's  hardware,  pausing  a  moment  to  admire  the  bright  red  and  white 
awning  that  stretched  in  front  of  Windy  Landsturm's  Super-Market.  Next  door, 
Mrs,  Conroy  hovered  behind  her  tiny  window,  her  eyes  alert  for  the  smallest 
detail  of  life  on  Main  Street.  She  jerked  her  head  as  George  passed,  but  he 
could  feel  her  eyes  on  him  as  he  moved  on.  Slim  Early  was  just  letting  down 
his  awning,  and  nodded  to  George  absently  between  awkward,  left-handed  moppings 
of  his  sweating  forehead.  "It's  hot,"  he  said  to  no  one  in  particular,  and 
waddled  back  into  the  shadowy  interior  of  his  hardware.  Gus  Trimmer  was  hung 
over  the  edge  of  the  sidewalk  in  front  of  his  shoe  shop,  his  head  down,  lie 
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did  not  stir  as  George  passed.  Ernie  Steeves  lounged  in  his  usual  position 
in  the  doorway  of  his  barber  shop.  He  jerked  his  eyes  away  from  Brock’s 
Law  Office  as  he  heard  George  approach  and  stop  outside  the  narrow  entrance 
to  the  Bijou, 

"It's  a  good  show,"  he  said,  jerking  his  head  at  the  bright  posters 
announcing  the  current  attraction.  "Pygmalion  ain't  exactly  a  title  that'd 
send  you,  and  Millie  wasn't  a  bit  fussy  about  goin'.  I  seen  it  before  the 
war,  though,  and  told  her  she'd  like  it.  She  did,  too.  You  seen  it  yet?" 

"Not  this  time," 

"It'll  still  be  on  tomorrow  night.  That's  Mary  Cameron's  night 

off,  too," 

"You're  quick,"  George  grinned,  and  walked  on  up  the  street. 

From  back  down  the  street  a  car  horn  blared  steadily.  George's 
eyes  were  on  a  young  farmer's  frantic  efforts  to  get  under  the  hood  of  his 
jalopy  when  he  felt  a  hand  on  his  arm.  He  turned  to  see  Joe  Smartt's  dark 
face  grinning  at  him. 

"I've  been  wanting  to  talk  to  you  since  Wednesday,"  Joe  said, 

"and  more  so  since  the  paper  came  out.  I  thought  maybe  you'd  like  to  know 
there  are  some  of  us  younger  ones  who  don't  agree  with  Ollie  Craig  and  that 
gang.  We're  in  the  Chamber  of  Commerce  because  we're  just  starting  out  in 
business,  but  that  doesn't  mean  we  think  the  way  most  of  them  do.  Ernie  there, 
and  Jim  Taylor  upstairs  in  the  photo  studio,  and  a  few  more  of  us  were  pretty 
sore  about  Wednesday. " 

"I  guess  Ollie  fixed  that  up." 

"It  was  fixed,  all  right,  but  anyway,  now  you've  got  the  paper,  we'll 
do  what  we  can  to  help.  I  wouldn't  be  back  here  today  if  it  weren't  for  Henry 
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Timson. " 

"Oh?" 

"Well,  Mr.  Timson  and  Mr.  Maxwell,  and  a  few  more.  I  got  remem¬ 
bering  what  they  were  like  to  me  when  I  was  a  kid,  and  -  well  I  sort  of 
thought  I'd  like  my  kids  to  get  to  know  them  too.  I'm  crazy,  maybe." 

"Not  to  me,  you  aren't,"  George  said. 

White's  Drug  Store  was  ablaze  with  a  silver  and  gold  display  of  a 
new  and  infallible  beauty  cream  whose  price  had  inadvertently  been  obscured 
by  a  handbill  advertising  a  Labor  Day  dance  in  the  Elks'  Hall.  In  contrast, 
Ollie  Craig's  wide  window  with  its  two  balloon-tired  bicycles  and  a  few  auto 
accessories  was  dull  and  dignified  despite  the  chromium.  George  paused  at 
the  door,  took  a  deep  breath,  and  walked  inside,  A  bell  tinkled  twice  with 
the  opening  and  closing  of  the  door. 

Far  back  behind  the  smooth  length  of  the  counter  Ollie  Craig  himself 
stood  marking  extravagant  prices  on  a  new  display  of  hunting  knives.  He 
looked  up  as  the  bell  sounded,  recognized  George,  and  turned  back  to  his  work. 
George  waited  for  a  few  minutes  and  then  strolled  down  the  length  of  the  store 
until  he  stood  opposite  its  proprietor. 

"Good  morning,  Mr.  Craig. " 

"Morning."  Ollie  did  not  look  up  from  his  work. 

"I  suppose  you've  heard  that  I'm  taking  over  the  Independent  while 
Mr.  Timson  is  in  the  hospital." 

"Yes,"  The  monosyllable  showed  no  sign  of  interest. 

"Well,  I've  been  looking  over  past  issues,  to  get  an  idea  of  how 
things  were  done,  you  know,  and  I  was  rather  surprised  to  see  you  haven't  had 
an  advertisement  in  the  paper  for  a  long  time.  I  just  called  in  to  see  if  we 
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couldn’t  agree  on  something  that  would  be  valuable  to  you  and  to  the 
Independent.  Wow,  perhaps  a  good-sized  ad  right  on  the  front  page,  . 

"I'm  not  interested,"  Ollie  announced  in  a  flat  voice.  He  moved 
up  the  counter  and  set  the  display  of  knives  in  position,  and  turned  to  check 
his  stock  of  bolts,  ignoring  George. 

"Of  course,  some  people  read  a  paper  like  the  Independent,  and  maybe 
some  few  others  don’t,  but  I  think  I  could  guarantee  that  almost  everyone  will 
know  what's  in  it  for  the  next  little  while.  An  attractive  ad  from  you  would 
reach  a  lot  of  customers,  Mr.  Craig." 

"I  said  I'm  not  interested.  That  should  be  enough,  shouldn't  it?" 
Captain  Ollie  Craig  regarded  the  ex-flight- sergeant  with  military  contempt, 
his  pale  eyes  frosty  and  remote. 

"I  think  you  should  be  interested, "  George  insisted.  "After  all, 
quite  aside  from  the  advertising  value  the  Independent  can  offer,  there  are 
other  things  that  should  be  considered." 

"Really."  Ollie' s  tone  obviously  discouraged  further  discussion. 

"Of  course  there  are,  as  you  know  darned  well.  You  haven't  been 
in  the  town  for  all  these  years  without  knowing  what  Mr.  l'imson  has  done  for 
Peaksville,  and  you  know  the  spot  he's  on  now.  Why,  he's  been  carrying  the 
paper  on  his  savings  when  anyone  else  would  have  given  up  long  ago.  Now,  when 
he  ought  to  be  ready  to  retire,  he  hasn't  a  thing  to  show  for  all  his  work  - 
nothing  for  himself,  that  is.  What  he's  done  for  Peaksville  couldn't  be 
counted  in  dollars  and  cent3.  Why,  just  a  few  minutes  ago  one  of  the  young 
fellows  was  telling  me  that  he  never  would  have  come  back  to  Peaksville  if 
it  hadn't  been  for  Henry  Timson  and  people  like  him." 

"How  interesting,"  said  Ollie,  and  walked  to  the  back  of  the  store. 
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He  picked  up  a  parts  catalogue  and  thumbed  through  it. 

"It  seems  to  me,  "said  George,  "that  the  least  the  town  owes  Mr. 

Timson  now  is  some  decent  return  for  what  he’s  done  for  them.  As  President 
of  the  Chamber  of  Commerce,  it’s  logical  that  you  should  take  the  lead.  The 
rest  of  the  business  men  will  follow,  I'm  not  asking  for  any  sort  of  charity, 
Mr,  Craig,  but  only  for  a  decent  amount  of  support  for  a  business  that  means 
a  great  deal  to  you  and  to  Peaksville.  How  about  it,  Mr,  Craig?" 

Captain  Craig  surveyed  the  enemy  unflinchingly,  his  eyes  growing 
paler  with  superiority  and  contempt,  "Look,  Tirnford, "  he  said,  "I  haven't 
time  to  listen  to  sob  stories  from  a  -  a  -  from  you.  If  Henry  Timson  can't 
look  after  his  own  business,  that's  his  affair,  I  told  you  I  wasn't  interested. 
That  will  be  all.  I  have  no  wish  to  keep  you  in  my  store. 

For  a  moment  George  regarded  the  hardware  man  in  silence,  the 
bitterness  of  defeat  in  this  throat,  and  then  Ollie’s  lips  curled  slightly  in 
triumph,  and  Wednesday  night's  banquet  swept  back  into  George's  mind  in  full 
detail.  The  bitterness  within  him  turned  to  a  rage  that  had  not  been  his 
even  under  the  studied  insults  of  the  Chamber  meeting,  a  rage  that  recalled 
the  time  Joe  Kimler  had  kicked  Dinty  into  the  street.  They  had  kicked  him  on 
Wednesday  night,  and  now  they  were  going  to  kick  Henry  Timson  when  he  was  down. 
Not  if  he  could  help  it,  they  weren't] 

The  seconds  ticked  by  silently  as  he  stood  there,  fighting  the 
muscles  that  sought  to  tilt  his  lips  into  a  sneer,  his  dark  eyes  boring  into 
Ollie's  colorless  ones.  Gradually  he  felt  his  hate  cool  into  a  sharp,  deadly 
determination,  and  only  then  did  he  trust  himself  to  speak. 

"Last  Wednesday  night,  Mr.  Craig, "  George  said  quietly,  "I  heard 
you  and  all  the  rest  of  them  congratulating  yourselves  on  what  you  had  done 
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for  Peaksville.  You  even  had  a  song  about  it  -  'and  by  honest  dealing, 
realize  your  dream' .  For  a  while  it  sounded  pretty  good,  and  I  began  to 
think  that  maybe  Peaksville  had  changed,  that  now  it  did  gave  a  damn  what 
happened  to  the  little  people  in  it.  It  wasn't  long,  though,  before  even 
I  could  see  that  it  was  all  phoney,  and  that  you  didn't  really  care  about 
anyone  but  yourselves.  Even  then  I  thought  the  whole  business  liras  planned 
to  put  me  in  my  place,  and  angry  and  hurst  as  I  was,  I  was  ready  to  leave 
town  and  forget  the  whole  lousy  business." 

"It's  a  pity  you  didn't,"  Ollie  put  in,  his  voice  high  and  vindictive. 

"I  didn't  ask  to  stay,"  George  said.  "If  Mr.  Timson  hadn't 
collapsed  under  the  strain  you  and  the  rest  had  put  upon  him,  I'd  be  miles 
away  by  now.  Instead,  I  found  him  slumped  on  the  floor  of  his  own  print  shop, 
Nov;  he's  in  the  hospital,  a  sick  man,  and  I'm  editor  of  the  Independent  be¬ 
cause  he  and  Mrs,  Timson  had  no  one  else  to  turn  to.  You  can  be  proud  of  that, 
if  you  like.  Anyway,  I'm  editor,  and  the  days  of  sweetness  and  light  are 
over,  Mr.  Craig,  I  came  in  here  expecting  -  hoping,  rather  -  to  find  a 
decent  spirit  of  helpfulness  toward  an  old  man  who  has  given  his  life  to 
serve  Peaksville,  and  I  find  you  as  cheap  and  petty  as  ever." 

"Timford,  I'm  not  going  to  put  up  with.  .  ." 

"I'm  not  a  newcomer  to  this  town,  Mr.  Craig,  and  I  know  things 
most  people  never  knew  or  have  forgotten  -  the  advantage,  you  know,  of  being 
the  town  bum.  I  know  all  about  the  hospital  contract  -  a  fine  piece  of  public 
service  -,and  enough  other  things  about  you  to  make  even  your  hide  crawl.  I 
even  know  the  real  story  of  the  mighty  hero  of  the  first  war,  and  what  it  is 
you've  been  trading  on  ever  since.  These  stories  would  be  interesting  in 
print,  Mr.  Craig." 
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"What  do  you  mean?"  Ollie 's  voice  held  an  edge  of  uncertainty. 

"I  mean  just  this,  Mr,  Craig:  every  issue  of  the  Independent  from 
now  on  that  doesn't  carry  an  advertisement  for  the  Craig  Hardware  will  carry 
a  story  you  won't  like  to  read.  It's  time  the  people  of  Peaksville  realize 
just  what  kind  of  man  they  have  as  President  of  their  Chamber  of  Commerce," 
"That  -  that's  blackmail,"  Ollie  sputtered,  "I  can  put  you  in 
jail  where  you  belong  for  that,  Timford,  and  I  will,  too," 

"Of  course  you  can,  Mr.  Craig,  and  you  will,  too,  if  you  don't 
mind  having  all  the  stories  come  out  that  way.  I'll  be  in  jail  for  attempted 
blackmail,  and  you'll  be  there  for  fraud.  It'll  be  chummy,  won't  it?" 

"Why  -  I.  . 

"Well,  Mr.  Craig?" 

"It  -  it  isn't  decent.  You  with  your  talk  about  public  service 
and  making  Peaksville  fit  to  live  in  -  what  do  you  think  Henry  Timson  will 
say  to  blackmail  to  keep  his  business  going?" 

"Mr.  Timson  will  know  nothing  about  it.  He'll  just  be  pleasantly 
surprised  when  the  business  men  of  this  town  begin  acting  like  decent  human 
beings.  I  don't  like  what  I'm  doing,  Mr.  Craig,  but  the  Independent  and  two 
fine  old  people  aren't  going  to  starve  so  I  can  stay  honest." 

"You  won't  even  be  editor  after  this  afternoon,"  Ollie  declared. 
"When  our  delegation  gets  to  the  hospital  this  afternoon,  you'll  be  on  your 
way  out.  You  can't  threaten  me,  Tirnfordi" 

George  leaned  suddenly  over  the  counter  and  gathered  a  handful  of 
Ollie 's  military  shirt,  "No?  What  do  you  think  I've  been  doing  while  you 
sat  back  here  cheering  for  Democracy  -  playing  post  office?  One  word  out  of 
you  to  Henry  Timson  and  I'll  show  you  a  way  I  learned  to  shut  up  real  men." 
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He  released  the  hardware  man  and  thrust  him  back  against  his  bolts,  "You 
can  take  the  chance  if  you  want  to,  but  both  you  and  I  know  you  haven't  got 
the  guts]"  George  turned  and  strode  to  the  door.  "I'll  send  Mike  Fleming 
in  for  the  copy  next  Tuesday,  Mr.  Craig. 

The  bell  on  the  door  tinkled  twice  and  Ollie  Craig  was  alone. 

%  *  * 

At  two-thirty  that  afternoon  Bert  Williams  and  James  Martin  met 
outside  Martin's  Music  store  and  walked  together  across  the  dusty  street  to 
the  Craig  Hardware.  Ollie  was  busy  with  a  customer  at  the  front  of  the  store, 
and  he  motioned  the  two  men  toward  the  office  at  the  back.  They  moved  down 
the  length  of  the  counter,  skirted  its  end  and  entered  the  office,  closing 
the  door  behind  them. 

"I'm  not  sure  Ollie 's  got  the  right  angle  on  this  business,"  Bert 
Williams  grumbled.  "Henry's  generally  pretty  easy  going,  but  he  can  be 
stubborn  as  a  mule,  too.  We'll  be  lucky  if  he  doesn't  get  up  on  his  high  horse 
and  say  he'll  run  the  Independent  the  way  he  wants." 

"He  can't  run  anything  without  some  support  from  the  town,"  Martin 
assured  him. 

"No?  Well,  he's  done  just  about  that  for  a  good  while  now.  His 
editorial  last  week  gave  the  score  just  about  as  it  was,  I  think.  Only  this 
morning  I  was  talking  to  Mabel  about  it  over  breakfast.  She  said  some  of  the 
women  think  we  haven't  been  giving  Henry  a  square  deal." 

"What  do  they  expect,  for  Pete's  sake?  Are  we  supposed  to  encourage 
him  to  blast  us  in  his  paper?  You  remember  what  he  said  about  Ollie  'way  back 
when  the  hospital  drive  was  on." 


"Yeah,  I  remember.  Most  of  it  was  true  enough,  I  guess," 
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"Either  way,  it's  bad  publicity  for  the  town,  Bert." 

"Mabel  says  letting  Ollie  get  away  with  it  was  a  good  deal  worse, 

I  guess  women  get  pretty  sentimental  sometimes,  but  I  can’t  help  thinking 
there  may  be  something  in  what  she  says, " 

"You  can’t  do  business  that  way,  Bert." 

"No,  I  suppose  not," 

A  moment  later  Ollie  Craig  pushed  open  the  door  and  came  into  the 
office,  his  face  a  little  paler  and  more  tired  than  usual,  James  Martin 
heaved  himself  out  of  Ollie 's  chair  and  reached  for  his  hat  on  the  desk, 

"I  hope  this  isn't  going  to  take  long,"  Bert  said,  "We're  getting 
in  our  winter  stock  and  I  ought  to  be  there  checking.  Last  year  they  sent 
me  a  dozen  pairs  of  ski  boots  I  hadn't  even  ordered," 

Ollie  moved  over  behind  his  desk  and  sat  down,  "Since  yesterday 
I've  been  thinking  things  over,"  he  announced,  "I  came  to  the  conclusion  it 
might  be  better  if  we  didn't  bother  Henry  until  he's  out  of  the  hospital. 
After  all,  it's  only  temporary,  and  I  don't  suppose  George  Tirnford  can  do 
much  damage  in  a  week  or  two.  Maybe  it  might  be  better  to  just  let  things 
ride  for  the  present." 

"That's  what  Mabel  was  saying  this  morning." 

"But  just  a  minute,  Ollie, "  James  Martin  objected.  "After  all,  we 
can't  let  Tirnford  put  anything  over  on  us.  After  Wednesday  he  would  have 
cleared  out  of  town  if  Henry  hadn't  hired  him.  If  we  let  things  slide  he  may 
never  leave," 

"Oh,  I  don't  think  there's  any  permanent  place  for  him  here,"  Ollie 
said.  "After  all,  he  knows  what  Peaksville  thinks  of  him.  The  chances  are 
he'll  do  a  good  enough  job  till  Henry  gets  back,  and  then  he'll  be  on  his  way. 
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As  President  of  the  Chamber  of  Commerce,  I  feel  that  perhaps  we  should  try 
to  give  Henry  a  little  boost  now  that  he  isn’t  able  to  look  after  himself. 

He  is  a  member  of  the  Chamber,  you  know,  and  a  business  man  in  Peaksville. 

The  Benton  papers  would  make  a  big  thing  of  it  if  the  Independent  were 
allowed  to  cease  publication. 

"They’d  never  let  us  forget  it,"  Bert  Williams  agreed. 

"But  what  will  Tirnford  do  in  the  meantime?"  Martin  wanted  to  know. 

"Nothing  very  serious,  I  believe,  especially  if  we  give  the  paper 
a  little  of  our  business.  There’s  nothing  like  a  little  patronage  to  keep 
even  a  man  like  Tirnford  in  line.  I  know  I’m  going  to  put  in  a  few  adver¬ 
tisements,  just  to  help  out,  you  know,  for  the  next  few  weeks." 

"You’ll  just  be  encouraging  him." 

"We  could  kid  him  along,  I  guess,"  Bert  Williams  agreed,  "and  with 
the  fuss  Tirnford  has  made  so  far,  we  can  be  sure  people  all  over  the  district 
will  read  the  paper.  I  don’t  suppose  it  would  hurt  any  to  take  advantage  of 
the  publicity. " 

'Well,  looking  at  it  that  way,  I  guess  it  is  good  business,  "  Martin 
agreed  grudgingly,  "but  all  the  same,  I  wouldn't  trust  George  Tirnford  too  far." 

"Oh,  he's  honest,  whatever  else  we  think  of  him,"  Ollie  said.  "The 
main  thing,  though,  is  that  we,  the  important  business  men  of  Peaksville,  want 
to  help  a  fellow  member  when  he's  down." 

"Maybe  so,  though  I  can't  say  I  think  it's  really  necessary," 

Martin  said. 

"It's  the  generous  way,"  Ollie  Craig  told  him.  "I  think  we  owe  it 
to  Peaksville,  and  to  ourselves."  He  rose  from  his  chair  and  reached  to  his 
full  military  height.  "We'll  just  help  Henry  to  carry  on,"  he  said. 
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Chapter  12 


During  Friday  night  the  mist  that  had  hung  in  the  low 
places  suddenly  settled  on  the  boards  of  Peaksville's  sidewalks  as  thick 
white  frost  and  touched  grass  and  fading  flowers  with  a  new,  stiff  magni¬ 
ficence.  To  the  west,  the  mountains  that  had  been  distant  and  indistinct 
the  day  before  sharpened  their  outlines  with  the  first  fall  of  snow  and 
moved  to  their  winter  position  closer  to  town.  The  night  air  carried  a  new 
chill  that  made  the  fall  coats  and  overshoes  in  the  Toggery  Shop  window 
seem  less  patently  out  of  season.  Outside  Tony's  tailor  shop,  the  water  in 
the  sagging  rain  barrel  took  on  the  faintest  film  of  ice  that  vanished  almost 
as  soon  as  it  had  formed.  Even  the  stars  seemed  closer,  bright  with  the 
special  radiance  of  winter. 


. 


5  grriO 


wol  ©dd  ni  arairi  bcri  dsdd  daim  ©rid  drij  la  , :  ihti'i  ‘gat’UfQ. 

ja  e;JIa  3b.i .••.  s'ellj'v  :';.33'-  'lo  sbirod  «rid  no  balddae  vlnabbne  seoalq 
-/t -a.  ;  Hide  t  or.  a  r(  jiv  siawoll  xri'.  61  bru-  aaa*.  5  bt  ot/cd  bna  dscrc!  9dirfw 

root  erid  ,  now  arid  oT  .©oneoxl 
boc  Woos  1c  .'.LI  dsi  e. id  iJi .  eeni/dixo  lioild  bsneqijBre  e*xol9<f  T&sb  arid 

solo  noidxaoq  ladniw  ixsrid  od  bevom 
fo  :.w  ■  j  soc  '3  vo  r,  ac  no  L.r’  t  U  ehttm  darld  Hi  do 

•  ,  ,  ■  ■? 1  n-rol  abiac  .  •  ■  :  lo  di  ©da  seel  rose 

deoai I*  badaxnav  darid  aoi  lo  olil  d_  add  no  ;!cob  ia'iiacf  niai  gnissas  Sdd* 

or  4  j:  id?-  ,*t'j  «•  >80 -*o  •  c  enx  and  nevd  .neimoi  bail  Jx  sb  nooe  en 

.nednxw  lo  ©oncibsi  Iai.ooqe 


160, 


And  then,  as  though  in  sudden  caprice,  summer  returned  with  warm 
winds  from  the  mountain  pass  and  wiped  away  every  trace  of  impending  fall. 

The  sun  grew  hot  at  its  first  rising  and  the  air  balmy  as  though  it  were 
spring  again,  and  housewives  changed  their  minds  and  decided  to  put  off 
shopping  for  warmer  clothes.  Only  the  mountains  remained,  sharp  and  distinct 
and  very  white  against  a  deep  purple  edge  to  an  almost  colorless  sky. 

All  day  Saturday  Peaksville  overflowed  with  men  and  women  and 
children  from  the  farms  of  the  district,  each  intent  on  business  or  gossip 
or  the  pleasures  to  be  found  in  town  on  the  last  Saturday  before  school  days 
put  an  end  to  summer  freedom.  Shiny  new  automobiles,  the  product  of  careful 
farming  and  war  prices,  churned  through  the  dust  of  Main  Street  to  park  in 
the  centre  strip  beside  jalopies  and  farm  trucks,  and  town  boys,  conscious 
of  urban  superiority,  argued  with  country  images  of  themselves  over  the 
relative  merits  of  v-types  and  straight  eights.  Farm  women  crowded  into 
Morgan’s  and  the  Bon  Ton,  or  wedged  themselves  into  Mrs,  Conroy’s  little  shop 
for  the  latest  in  hats  and  gossip,  while  their  husbands  bent  their  bodies 
over  Billy  Hogge's  pool  tables,  or  their  elbows  in  the  beverage  room  of  the 
Gregory  Hotel,  their  words  slow  and  unhurried  as  they  discussed  prices  and 
prospects  for  the  winter  ahead.  Little  girls  in  bright  print  dresses  clustered 
about  the  entrance  to  the  Bijou,  painfully  conscious  of  younger  brothers  and 
sisters  who  refused  to  stand  quietly  waiting  for  the  doors  to  open,  Gus 
Trimmer's  dog,  disgust  written  in  every  line  of  his  homely  face,  had  been 
forced  from  his  usual  place  in  the  middle  of  the  street  to  the  sunny  patch  at 
the  side  of  Striker's  Meat  Market,  and  lay  there  in  the  dust  with  one  eye  open 
for  possible  attack  by  the  country  dogs.  All  along  Main  Street  doors  opened 
and  closed  to  the  persistent  ringing  of  cash  registers. 
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In  the  office  of  the  Independent,  George  Timford  sat  in  the 
andient  swivel  chair  before  the  typewriter,  sorting  out  scraps  of  news  into 
the  beginning  of  a  column,  and  pausing  now  and  then  to  listen  to  the  clacking 
of  the  press  from  the  back  shop.  He  was  on  his  second  page  when  the  clacking 
stopped  and  Mike  Fleming  slouched  into  the  office,  a  newly  printed  blotter 
in  his  ink-stained  hand.  Mike  threw  the  blotter  down  beside  the  typewriter 
without  a  word  and  began  to  build  a  cigarette  with  tobacco  from  a  limp  and 
blackened  pouch, 

George  picked  up  the  blotter  and  swung  around  to  face  the  printer, 
"Say,  this  is  all  right,  Mike*  I  didn't  think  you  could  get  all  that  stuff 
on  a  thing  this  size,  but  it  doesn't  even  look  crowded.  Even  Bert  Williams 
ought  to  be  pleased  with  this  job," 

"I  don't  see  how  he  ever  came  to  give  you  the  order.  He  never  gave 
Henry  any  business," 

"I  guess  maybe  I  used  a  little  more  persuasion, "  George  grinned, 

"The  kids  are  always  crazy  for  blotters  at  this  time  of  year,  and  with  the 
job  of  printing  you've  turned  out,  I  bet  we'll  get  more  orders  from  him.  Can 
you  run  the  rest  of  them  right  away?  I  told  Bert  I'd  have  them  delivered  by 
noon. " 

"I  ain't  wrapped  them  up,"  Mike  said,  "but  they're  all  done.  I 
couldn't  do  nothin'  more  with  the  type  I  got,  so  I  figured  I  might  as  well 
let  'em  run.  I  told  you  I  wasn't  no  layout  man." 

"And  I'm  glad  I  didn't  believe  you,"  George  said.  "Wrap  them  up 
and  take  them  along  to  Bert,  will  you,  Mike?  And  get  yourself  a  cup  of  coffee 
on  the  way  back.  I'll  just  keep  this  blotter  to  show  as  a  sample  when  I  go 
out  after  more  orders."  He  grinned  again  as  Mike  Fleming  shuffled  back  into 
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the  shop  without  a  word.  A  few  minutes  later  the  side  door  banged  to 
announce  the  printer  was  on  his  way. 

George  finished  the  news  column  as  far  as  he  could  go  so  long 
before  the  deadline  and  was  stuffing  the  sheets  into  a  pigeon-hole  in  the 
desk  when  the  front  door  opened  and  closed  again  quietly.  George  rose  and 
turned  to  face  the  newcomer.  "Why,  Chief  Little  Wolf I"  he  exclaimed,  stepping 
across  the  room  to  shake  hands.  "It's  good  to  see  you  again,  sir." 

The  chief  shook  hands  gravely,  his  square,  heavy  face  impassive 
under  the  huge  grey  Stetson  he  wore  straight  on  his  head.  He  was  a  short, 
solidly  built  man  of  seventy  or  thereabouts,  with  broad  shoulders  that  seemed 
to  form  the  base  of  a  triangle  that  tapered  almost  to  a  point  at  his  snail 
feet.  Only  his  face,  a  mass  of  wrinkles  framed  by  straight  black  hair,  betrayed 
his  age,  and  his  eyes,  black  and  clear  as  George* s  own,  were  youthful  and  alert. 
His  clothes  -  a  bright  red  and  black  checkered  shirt,  overall  pants  and  rusty 
black  coat  -  had  most  likely  been  purchased  at  Morgan’s,  but  the  way  he  wore 
them  seemed  almost  to  transform  them  into  the  buckskins  of  an  earlier  era,  and 
there  was  an  air  of  authority  about  him  that  did  not  depend  on  anything  he 
wore.  He  stood  just  inside  the  door  and  did  not  move  when  George  motioned  to 
a  chair. 

"I  want  to  see  Mr.Timson,"  he  said  in  a  soft,  deep  voice,  his  eyes 
moving  toward  the  door  into  the  back  shop. 

"I'm  awfully  sorry,"  George  said,  "but  Mr.  Timson  is  in  the  hospital 
just  now.  He  took  one  of  his  bad  heart  attacks  last  Wednesday  and  won't  be 
back  for  a  while.  I'm  looking  after  the  Independent  while  he's  away." 

"Too  much  work, "  Chief  Little  Wolf  said  gravely. 

"And  too  little  help, "  George  agreed.  "Well,  Doc  Settle  says  that 
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this  time  he's  got  to  have  a  rest,  and  I'm  going  to  do  my  best  to  keep  things 
going.  Won't  you  sit  down,  sir?" 

This  time  the  chief  accepted  the  invitation  and  moved  easily  across 
the  office  to  a  railway  armchair  in  the  comer.  From  the  pocket  of  his  black 
coat  he  took  a  short  pipe,  fished  a  bullet  lighter  from  another  pocket,  and 
puffed  slowly.  From  outside  the  window  a  truck  transmission  screamed  in 
protest  as  its  driver  sought  to  change  gears,  George  pushed  the  swivel  chair 
aside  and  sat  on  the  comer  of  the  desk, 

"Is  Jimmy  Swordfish  still  around?"  George  asked.  "I  haven't  seen 
him  since  we  met  in  Paris  back  in  '44." 

Chief  Little  Wolf  seemed  to  consider  the  question  for  a  long  time. 
"University,"  he  said  at  last. 

"Is  that  right?  I'll  bet  he's  taking  medicine.  He  always  said  he 
was  going  to  be  a  doctor. " 

The  Chief  nodded,  and  again  silence  settled  over  the  little  office. 
George  shifted  his  position  on  the  desk, 

"And  mother?"  he  asked  at  last. 

"Good, "  Chief  Little  Wolf  told  him. 

"I  want  to  get  out  and  see  her  one  of  these  Sundays, "  George  said, 
"once  I  get  on  to  running  the  Independent. " 

The  Indian  made  no  reply  and  George  reached  for  a  cigarette.  He 
thumbed  a  match  into  life  and  inhaled  deeply.  "I  suppose.  .  ."he  began, 
v/hen  suddenly  the  front  door  crashed  open  and  cut  him  off,  George  jumped 
from  the  desk  as  Mrs.  Conroy  pushed  into  the  little  office.  She  cast  one 
glance  of  disapproval  at  Chief  Little  Wolf  and  then  ignored  him  as  she  con¬ 
centrated  on  George. 
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"I'm  very  busy  today  and  haven't  time  to  waste,  Mr.  Timford,  " 
she  announced,  "but  I  feel  it  is  my  duty  as  a  citizen  of  Peaksville  to  let 
you  know  what  we  think  of  this  disgraceful  business.  Minnie  Perfuss  just  this 
moment  told  me  that  Ollie  Craig  and  the  rest  have  changed  their  minds  about 
seeing  Mr.  Timson,  but  I  want  you  to  understand  that  we  do  not  approve  of  you 
as  editor  of  our  paper.  I  am  a  woman  of  Christian  principles,  Mr,  Timford, 
and  I  feel  it  is  my  duty  to  warn  you  that  Peaksville  will  not  stand  for  your 
kind  in  -  in  official  positions.  We  are  shocked  that  you  should  think  for 
one  moment ..." 

"That's  just  what  would  shock  you,  Mrs.  Conroy,"  George  broke  in, 
"However,  I  don't  think  Mr,  Timson  would  think  he  had  any  right  to  tell  you 
how  to  run  your  hat  shop,  and  I  am  quite,  sure  he  would  not  agree  to  let  you 
run  his  paper.  I  am  the  editor  of  the  Independent,  Mrs.  Conroy,  whether  you 
like  it  or  not.  If  you  are  really  concerned  about  the  welfare  of  Peaksville, 
we  shall  agree;  otherwise,  I'm  afraid  there  is  nothing  you  can  do." 

Mrs.  Conroy's  thin  throat  muscles  tightened  and  her  face  grew  white 
until  the  generous  make-up  she  wore  stood  out  in  sharp  relief.  "Of  all 
things! "  she  exclaimed  in  indignation.  "If  Henry  Timson  has  no  better  sense, 
and  you  have  no  more  decency  to  realize  your  proper  place,  young  man,  I  can 
be  patient  with  you  no  longer.  I  refuse  to  advertise  my  business  in  the  kind 
of  paper  you  print.  I  order  you  to  take  out  my  business  card  at  once!"  Mrs. 
conroy  drew  herself  up  and  delivered  the  crushing  blow  with  Christian  vigor. 

"I  had  already  done  so,  Mrs,  Conroy, "  George  assured  her.  "From  now 
on  the  Independent  cannot  afford  to  publish  any  ads  on  credit.  I  shall  send 
you  a  bill  for  the  amount  you  owe  the  Independent,  and  since  our  business 
association  is  at  an  end,  I  shall  expect  an  immediate  settlement." 
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"Why,  of  all  things*" 

"And  you  may  pass  the  word  around,  Mrs,  Conroy,  that  Peaksville  is 
going  to  practise  the  virtues  you  are  all  so  proud  of  -  toward  the  Independent 
at  least.  Honest  dealing  is  going  to  get  a  real  test.  Is  there  anything  else, 
Mrs,  Conroy?" 

For  a  moment  Mrs,  Conroy  stood  perfectly  still  save  for  the  rapid 
vibration  of  the  feather  on  her  stylish  hat,  "Of  all  things*"  she  repeated 
hoarsely,  an  indignant  jerk  of  her  head  with  every  syllable.  "Of  all  things! " 

When  Mrs,  Conroy  had  gone,  George  turned  apologetically  to  Chief 
Little  Wolf,  "I*m  sorry  we  were  interrupted,"  he  said,  "but  Mrs.  Conroy  didn’t 
seem  to  want  to  wait." 

The  Chief's  wrinkled  features  seemed  to  hold  a  mixture  of  amusement 
and  disgust.  "Crazy  woman,"  he  said, 

"Oh,  she's  not  as  crazy  as  she  sounds, "  George  declared.  "After 
all,  her  business  is  a  lot  like  ours  in  some  ways.  She  makes  good  hats,  and 
sells  them  at  decent  prices, too,  and  gets  just  about  the  same  kind  of  support 
from  Peaksville  that  we  do.  I  don't  think  she'll  always  be  as  fierce  as  she 
was  today. " 

The  Chief  grunted  and  puffed  on  his  pipe, 

"I  don't  suppose  there's  anything  I  can  do  for  you,  is  there?" 

George  asked.  "I  know  Mr.  Timson  would  be  glad  to  see  you  at  the  hospital." 

Chief  Little  Wolf  looked  George  over  carefully,  coming  at  last  to 
an  unhurried  decision.  "Morgan  sells  too  much  lemon  and  vanilla,"  he  said. 

"You  mean  he's  still  at  that  game?  How  come  he  doesn't  get  caught?" 

"Dark, "  the  Chief  explained  briefly. 

"Still  the  back  door  after  dark,  eh?" 


11  Je  /.nidi  Ll£  10  ,YrfW" 

Ixvah's©  I  1  .  ;oinoO  .a*: 4  ,biw<yis'  blow  sril  aasq  Y£^  uov  bnA" 

’,  _  t,  •  b'tr.vinJ  -  lo  bjjo'iq  oe  II  j?  errs  uoy  asirdtiv  oil  saxloanq  ol  sniog 

a*i  e.  ,ia©d  .  bo'i  g  &&v  ol  311x05  ax  gnilaeb  lasnoH  .laael  1b 

n?Yo*inoO  .  2*iM 

bi'  Yllosliaq  boole  '^o’tooO  ,*rrM  .t  6  *ior^ 

fBsqerx  sria  "Jegnxrll  LL&  1<  .  riel!'  *«Kl  iso  *JBdlB»l  ©rfl  lo  rrojls'idiv 

;  rfliw  baed  *iari  io  >hai.  InBngibrti  ns  ,\rl9S'i£ori 

nO  %•.  C'ord-9:  oicqjs  bsmul  sgioaO  t&riog  b£n  Y<wnoC  nsrfW 

.  .  .  nolril  »«xenr  ew  x'xioa  m,Tn  .IloW  elllxl 

"  .IjCBW  Ol  IflSW  Ol  01996 

..  .  3910898  &9?trtA9l  bB'l^nfcW  e’lsirfO  eriT 

,L  L‘-  or.'  11  ti\t'.!!Ov.:  vr  3*i0"  .  rsugexb  brus 

,f  ff- i  t>  *jl>  st  csi)  ■  tab  mioa  j^.a  a  r  \:s-.z  a*  •  n  „  *  sits  ,.10” 

ei  aaonJtaud  isrf  ,IIb 

..  -r,  p  .  c  '  X  Itfoda  la  iff,  elsg  b^s  ,ooj  ,39oi*iq  irteoeb  1b  rasrfl  alLsa 

t  1 9ffe  nt  ii  J'a'i  ,ob  9v?  larii  alliva^Befl  moil 

11  3bw 

,  *;  id  ,r>  1 ;  .irtfl  fc  Jain 5  l&xdO  9fiT 

1 

:  ,.r ;  j  co  on '  1  tro1:  »o-j  ol  rr  r-  so  KCtfow  finer  i;T  ,*lM  worol  I"  ,be>te£  sgiosO 
ter  io  ,  iJLal  '  .;c  t  /o  03*103.  boded  Ho».  ellliJ  lexriO 

j  •  •  1  1  •  »  1.:  :  ••  1 . 1  .vst-ji  joY” 

.  1  :o  Hc  boa  .  j  lqx©  loxilD  sril  "  lM*xs(Itt 


.  o  .v  'lBb  •  &’  1  ;ob  .  0  .1  i  ll  I  Cxia" 


166 


"Big  business  tonight  -  holiday,"  the  Chief  explained  the  urgency 
of  his  mission.  "Mr,  Timson  would  know  what  to  do," 

"I  bet  he  would,  too,"  George  agreed,  "but  I'm  not  so  auick  to  see 
the  light  as  -  say,  I  think  I've  got  it!"  He  grinned  and  moved  closer  to  the 
Indian,  explaining  rapidly  the  plan  that  had  suddenly  popped  into  his  head, 

"I  know  Tony  will  agree, "  he  finished,  "and  it  might  fix  things  for  the  week¬ 
end.  After  that  we1 11  have  to  think  of  something  else.  What  do  you  think 
of  it?" 


Chief  Little  Wolf  rose  abruptly,  "Okay, "  he  said,  gravely  shaking 
hands  with  George.  A  moment  later  the  door  had  closed  softly  behind  him. 

By  ten  minutes  to  txvelve,  when  Mary  Cameron  came  in,  George  had  had 
half  a  dozen  other  visitors,  had  accepted  three  subscriptions  on  the  strength 
of  his  notoriety  and  had  cancelled  two  others  for  the  same  reason,  and  had 
added  half  a  column  to  his  advertisements  for  the  coming  issue, 

"Business  must  be  booming, "  Mary  said  delightedly  when  George  told 

her. 


"It's  mostly  a  shuffle,  but  we're  gaining  a  little,"  he  said.  "You're 
not  going  to  work  this  early,  are  you?" 

"Twelve  o'clock  on  Saturdays,"  Mary  said.  "Farm  people  get  up  so 
early  they  havemost  of  their  business  done  before  dinner.  Anyway,  I  get  away 
at  seven  tonight,  and  have  all  day  tomorrow  off.  It's  going  to  be  awfully 
busy  today,  though, "  she  decided,  watching  the  crowds  moving  past  the  window. 

"I  bet  I'll  be  just  about  dead  by  seven." 

"I  was  hoping  you'd  feel  like  going  to  the  show  tonight,"  George 
said.  "I  know  it's  a  good  one." 

"We-11,  it'll  be  my  feet  that  take  most  of  the  punishment.  I  guess 
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I  could  rest  them  in  the  show. " 

"Swell,"  George  said,  "I'll  call  for  you  at  seven.  We'll  just 
have  nice  time  to  make  the  first  show  -  that  is,  if  you  don't  want  to  go 
home  and  get  all  dressed  up." 

"I  don't  think  I'll  feel  like  dressing  up,  George.  Do  you  mind?" 

"I'll  settle  for  the  way  you  look  right  now,"  George  told  her. 

"See  you  at  seven, "  he  called  as  Mary  hurried  out. 

Mike  Fleming  had  had  the  good  sense  to  get  something  to  eat  with 
his  coffee,  and  agreed  without  too  much  of  a  struggle  to  stay  in  the  office 
until  George  could  get  his  dinner  and  look  after  some  little  bits  of  business 
that  had  become  urgent,  George's  appreciation  of  his  printing  job  on  the 
blotter  had  had  its  effect,  although  Mike  himself  would  have  been  the  last 
to  admit  it. 

On  his  way  to  dinner  George  called  in  at  Tony's  tailor  shop  and 
took  the  little  tailor  into  the  back  room.  He  spoke  briefly  and  Tony  nodded 
his  agreement.  "They'll  be  a  little  surprised,  I  expect,"  Tony  said  when 
George  had  finished.  "Most  folk  in  Peaksville  would  be  surprised  if  they  had 
to  turn  honest." 

From  Tony's  George  crossed  the  street  again  to  the  Marless  Electric 
Shop,  and  then  called  at  the  town  office  on  the  corner.  By  two  o'clock  he 
had  had  his  dinner  and  was  once  more  seated  in  Henry  Timson's  swivel  chair, 
trying  to  make  some  sense  out  of  the  haphazard  entries  in  the  Independent' s 
books.  In  the  back  shop  Mike  Fleming  still  puttered  around  as  though  un¬ 
willing  to  leave  George  alone.  Outside,  the  sun  had  worked  its  way  around 
until  it  could  shine  through  the  single  bare  window  into  the  tiny  office,  and 
George,  sweating  over  the  books,  took  off  his  coat  and  draped  it  over  the 
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back  of  his  chair.  From  time  to  time  the  front  door  vrould  open  to  admit  a 
farmer  who  had  heard  of  Henry  Timson's  illness  and  came  to  offer  sympathy  or 
payment  for  a  long  overdue  subscription.  Jim  Miller  from  the  river  bottom 
came  in  to  advertise  for  a  lost  cow,  and  Jack  Simmers  put  in  an  order  for 
some  handbills  announcing  an  auction  sale.  Some  visitors  to  the  office  came 
to  do  business;  others  came  out  of  curiosity.  Finally,  at  five  o’clock  George 
stood  up  and  locked  the  door.  Mike  Fleming  was  still  moving  about  the  back 
shop. 

"I  thought  you’d  be  gone  long  ago,"  George  said,  looking  at  Mike 
in  surprise, 

"The  way  things  are,  there  i^on't  be  no  other  time  to  look  over  this 
type, "  Mike  growled.  "Just  look  at  this  stuff.  Worn  out  three  years  ago. 

This  eight-point  ain't  much  better.  I  don't  see  how  you  can  expect  a  decent 
job  without  decent  type." 

"Is  it  all  as  bad  as  that?" 

"No,  not  all  of  it, "  Mike  admitted.  "I  can  still  get  out  a  decent 
handbill  or  card, maybe.  It  was  the  Independent  I  was  thinkin'  about." 

"How  much  would  the  type  you  need  cost?"  George  asked, 

"What  difference  does  it  make?  Henry  ain't  got  any  money  or  he'd 
have  spent  it  before  this.  We  ain't  gonna  get  rich  quick  just  because  you 
took  over. " 

I'm  not  saying  we  are,  but  I  might  be  able  to  get  a  little  money. 

I  haven't  used  my  rehabilitation  credits  yet,  and  that  shack  of  mine  ought  to 
be  worth  something. " 

"Mike  looked  at  him  carefully.  "Where  are  you  gonna  live  -  in  a  tent?" 

"I've  been  looking  at  that  space  upstairs,  Mike.  It  seems  to  me  a 
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little  plywood  could  be  used  to  fix  up  a  room  or  two  up  there.  It  would  be 
handier  to  the  shop,  and  what  I  got  for  the  shack  could  be  used  to  get  things 
we  need.  You  don’t  know  anyone  who  would  want  to  buy  that  shack  of  mind, 
do  you?" 

"Not  off  hand,"  Mike  said,  "What’s  your  angle  in  this?" 

"I’m  not  sure  I  know,"  George  admitted,  "but  I  do  know  the  Timsons 
aren't  going  on  the  rocks  if  I  can  help  it.  Try  to  figure  out  what  it  would 
cost  to  get  just  the  things  we’ve  got  to  have,  will  you,  Mike?  Maybe  we 
could  get  some  of  it  second  hand,  and  save  money  that  way," 

"Might  do,"  Mike  conceded.  "There's  always  some  poor  fool  of  a 
printer  goin’  broke.  It  would  have  to  be  cash,  though." 

"You  just  give  me  an  estimate  to  work  on,  "  George  said.  "You  know, 
Mike,  we  might  just  make  a  go  of  this  thing  after  all." 

"I  wouldn't  count  on  it,"  said  Mike, 

Despite  his  pessimism,  however,  Mike's  interest  was  stirred,  and 
it  was  almost  six-thirty  when  the  two  men  walked  into  Soong  Yee's  for  supper. 

"It's  a  good  thing  you  didn't  plan  to  get  dressed  up,"  George  told 
Mary  when  she  came  to  serve  them.  "I  did  get  washed  up  in  the  shop,  but  I 
haven't  had  a  minute  to  go  up  to  the  shack." 

"It's  a  good  thing  for  you  that  you  didn't,"  Mary  said.  "I 

certainly  wouldn't  go  to  the  show  with  anyone  prettier  than  me." 

"I  don't  see  how  you  could,"  George  told  her. 

"What's  all  the  figuring  about?"  Mary  asked  when  she  came  back  with 
their  orders  to  find  Mike  working  on  the  back  of  the  menu  with  the  stub  of  a 
pencil.  "What's  the  big  idea,  Mike?" 

"Oh,  just  a  fool  idea, "  Mike  said. 
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"Mike  says  -we've  got  to  have  some  new  type,  for  one  thing,"  George 
told  her.  "He's  trying  to  figure  out  what's  the  least  amount  of  money  we  can 
get  by  with." 

"Sure.  Anything  over  a  million  is  out,"  Mike  grunted. 

"I  didn't  think  Mr.  Timson  had  any  money  at  all,"  Mary  objected. 

"He  hasn't,"  Mike  said.  "You  know  anybody  who'd  want  to  buy 
George ' s  shack? " 

"I'm  thinking  of  selling  the  cow  and  moving  into  town,"  George  said. 

"It  shouldn't  be  hard,  if  you're  serious." 

"I'm  serious,  all  right,"  George  said,  "After  Wednesday  night  you 
should  know  that , " 

"I  guess  maybe  I  do." 

Mike  Fleming  ate  quickly  and  then  rose,  jamming  the  menu  in  his 
pocket.  "There  ain't  no  hurry  for  this,  is  there?"  he  asked. 

"No  special  hurry.  I'd  need  to  have  some  idea  of  costs  before  I 
could  do  anything.  Just  let  me  know  when  you  get  something  figured  out." 

Mike  grunted.  "Mine  was  four  bits, "  he  said,  and  dumped  two  quarters 
on  the  table  before  he  slouched  off  through  the  door. 

It  was  still  broad  daylight  when  Mary  and  George  went  into  the 
Bijou,  but  the  sun  was  already  hovering  close  to  the  line  of  mountains.  They 
got  two  seats  on  the  aisle  close  to  the  back,  and  Mary  slid  into  her  place 
with  a  sigh  of  satisfaction. 

"I  must  have  walked  twenty  miles  today,"  she  said  with  a  tired  laugh. 
"I  wonder  why  it  is  that  farmers  have  to  order  just  one  thing  at  a  time.  Soong 
Yee  said  this  was  the  busiest  day  he's  had  in  fifteen  years." 

"Peaksville ' s  growing  prosperous,"  George  said,  "and  you  get  tired 
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feet. " 

At  half  past  eight  George  excused  himself  and  slipped  out  of  the 
theatre.  He  was  gone  for  a  little  over  twenty  minutes,  and  when  he  returned 
Mary  saw  by  the  light  from  the  screen  that  he  was  grinning.  She  managed  to 
contain  her  curiosity,  however,  until  the  show  was  over  and  the  crowd  filing 
out, 

"Now  then, "  she  wanted  to  know,  ,rWhat  were  you  so  happy  about 
when  you  came  back  from  outside?  You  made  me  so  curious  that  I  could  hardly 
keep  my  mind  on  Pygmalion.  What  was  so  funny?" 

"You'll  see  in  just  a  minute." 

Most  of  the  farm  people  who  had  stayed  in  town  after  supper  had 
been  in  to  the  early  show,  and  now  their  cars  were  roaring  into  life  and 
pulling  out  from  their  parking  places  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  their 
lights  stabbing  into  the  curtain  of  dust  that  hung  suspended  above  the  street. 
Most  of  the  shop  doors  were  locked  now,  but  inside  the  stores  the  lights 
still  blazed  while  clerks  straightened  their  shelves  and  cashiers  checked  the 
receipts  for  the  day,  A  crowd  of  young  men,  a  third  of  them  Indians,  lounged 
in  front  of  Billy  Hogge's  pool  hall,  and  a  few  of  them  whistled  as  Mary  passed. 
As  they  came  opposite  the  hat  shop,  Mrs.  Conroy  stepped  out  on  the  sidewalk, 
then  turned  quickly  again  and  pretended  to  be  locking  the  door. 

"I  guess  they  like  me  better  at  the  pool  hall, "  Mary  laughed. 

George  told  her  of  Mrs.  Conroy's  morning  visit  to  the  Independent. 
"I'm  afraid  I'm  the  unpopular  one  just  now,"  he  finished. 

"I  can't  help  being  sorry  for  her  all  the  same,"  Mary  insisted. 

"After  all,  she  gives  honest  value  for  your  money,  and  if  she  only  had  sense 
enough  to  realize  it,  the  people  here  take  every  advantage  of  her.  She  can 
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be  sickly  sweet  or  just  plain  mean,  and  she's  patronized  me  until  I  was  ready 
to  choke  her,  but  she  never  tries  to  take  advantage  of  you." 

"She's  owed  Mr.  Timson  for  her  ad  for  over  a  year,"  George  said, 

"Well,  if  she  has,  I  bet  there's  some  explanation  for  it.  Did  you 
ask  Mr,  Timson?" 

"Why,  no,  I  didn't,"  George  admitted,  "I  just  found  out  from  the 
books,  I  was  going  to  ask  him  about  it,  but  then  she  cam  in  in  sury  a  flurry, 
and.  ,  ." 

"I  think  she'd  be  a  lot  nicer  if  she  didn't  have  to  strain  so  hard 
to  keep  up  appearances.  I  don't  know  why  people  want  to  buy  worse  hats  for 
twice  the  money  in  Benton. " 

"I've  thought  about  that,  too,"  George  said.  "I've  been  wondering 
if  something  couldn ' t  be  done  about  it . " 

By  now  they  were  in  front  of  Tony's  tailor  shop.  "I  wonder  what 
all  the  light  is  for  at  the  back, "  Mary  said, 

George  grinned.  "You  asked  what  was  funny, "  he  said.  "Do  you 
want  to  go  around  and  see?" 

They  slipped  between  Tony' s  house  and  the  post  office  and  paused  as 
they  reached  Tony's  back  yard.  Sitting  as  though  it  had  been  there  for  months 
was  a  large,  weatherbeated  teepee,  and  behind  it  another  one,  and  two  more 
stood  across  the  alley  on  the  rink  grounds.  From  Tony's  house  a  line  of  wire 
ran  to  a  slim,  peeled  pole  set  firmly  in  the  ground  in  front  of  the  first 
teepee,  and  from  it  to  a  similar  pole  in  front  of  the  second,  and  so  on  to  the 
third  and  fourth.  From  sockets  close  to  each  of  the  poles  four  hundred-\^att 
lamps  turned  the  night  into  brilliant  day,  and  beneath  each  light  an  old 
Indian  sat  in  his  doorway,  quietly  smoking.  From  inside  the  teepees  the  voices 
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of  women  and  children  rose  and  fell. 

"But  what's  it  all  about?"  Mary  asked. 

They  walked  past  the  first  two  teepees  and  crossed  the  alley  toward 
where  Chief  Little  Wolf  himself  sat  in  front  of  the  largest  one.  They  were 
still  some  twenty  yards  away  when  the  back  door  of  Morgan's  store  burst  open 
and  Walter  Morgan  stamped  over  to  the  old  Chief. 

"You  people  will  just  have  to  get  out  of  here, "  Morgan  announced 
loudly.  "We  don't  allow  camping  in  this  part  of  town.  You  ought  to  know  that," 

Chief  Little  Wolf  sat  undisturbed.  "We  have  permission, "  he  said 
at  last,  his  voice  low  and  unruffled, 

"What  do  you  mean,  ya  got  permission?  We  aren't  going  to  have  any 
Indians  hanging  around  the  back  of  our  store,  so  get  on  your  way,  and  take 
those  blasted  lights  with  you.  What  do  you  think  this  is,  anyway?" 

"As  far  as  I  can  see,  Walter,  "  George  said,  stepping  closer,  "you 
haven't  a  thing  to  kick  about.  The  Chief  is  right  about  the  permission,  you 
know.  I  got  it  from  Tony  and  from  the  town  hall  this  afternoon.  The  lights 
are  a  touch  of  -  civilization,  you  might  say.  Now  I  think  you  had  better  run 
along  and  quit  bothering  law-abiding  citizens." 

Walter  Morgan  glared.  "I  might  have  known  you'd  be  in  this  somewhere." 

"Of  course  you  might.  I  warned  you  in  the  Independent  I  was  out 
to  make  Peaksville  a  decent  town  to  live  in.  You  should  have  taken  the  hint." 

"What  do  you  mean?"  Morgan  blazed. 

"The  Chief  here  doesn't  like  the  extract  you've  been  selling,  Walter. 
In  fact,  he  doesn't  like  you  selling  extract  at  all  -  not  at  the  back  door 
to  his  young  men.  I'm  afraid  you're  just  out  of  business,  Walter." 

"Why  don't  you  mind  your  own  business  and  stay  healthy?"  Walter 
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Morgan  demanded.  "I  ain't  go in'  to  be  told  by  no  damn'  breed  what  I  can  do 
and  what  I  can't.  I'll  get  Jim  Fyer  to  handle  you," 

"It  would  be  safer  that  way,"  George  agreed,  "but  it  won't  work, 
Walter.  I  saw  Jim  at  dinner  today,  and  right  after  that  he  decided  he  had 
business  in  Benton  tonight.  Before  I  could  say  more  than  a  word  to  him,  he'd 
sworn  me  in  as  his  deputy  and  was  scurrying  out  to  his  car.  It's  really  too 
bad,  Walter,  because  I  won't  accept  five  bucks  they  way  he  did.  But  I  will 
reserve  a  room  for  you  in  the  jail,  if  you  want  to  start  trouble." 

Walter  Morgan's  eyes  shifted  from  George  to  Chief  Little  Wolf's 
impassive  countenance,  and  then  he  saw  Mary  and  flushed  with  deeper  embarrass¬ 
ment.  "You're  just  trying  to  frame  me,  Timford,  "  he  charged.  "All  I  wanted 
to  do  was  keep  these  people  away  from  around  our  store.  There's  no  telling 
what  might  happen.  They  could  burn  the  place  down  and  put  us  right  out  of 
business.  With  Jim  Dyer  gone,  there's  no  telling  what  might  happen,"  he 
repeated  and  turned  with  what  dignity  he  could.  In  the  comparative  safety  of 
his  own  back  door  he  turned  again.  "Peaksville  is  getting  too  small  for  both 
of  us,  Tirnford,  "  he  called. 

"Just  let  me  know  when  you're  leaving,  and  I'll  be  down  to  see  you 
off, "  George  promised,  and  laughed  as  the  door  slammed. 

"Was  he  really  selling  extract  to  the  Indians?"  Mary  asked. 

"And  to  anyone  else  who  wanted  to  buy.  This  won't  stop  him  for 
good,  of  course,  but  I  don't  think  he'll  try  anything  tonight.  He  knows  what 
would  happen  to  him. " 

"No  need  to  watch  any  more  tonight, "  Chief  Little  Wolf  declared,  a 
look  of  satisfaction  creeping  through  his  wrinkles. 

"I  don't  see  what  you  needed  all  these  lights  for,"  Mary  said.  "You've 
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just  spoiled  you  chance  of  watching  Walter  at  it.  If  he  hadn't  known  Jim 
Dyer  is  out  of  town,  and  that  you  were  his  deputy.  .  , " 

"I'm  afraid  I  stretched  the  truth  a  little  there,"  George  admitted 
with  a  grin.  "As  far  as  I  know,  Jim  will  be  at  the  bootlegger's  tonight  as 
usual.  I  just  didn't  want  any  of  the  Indians  to  get  caught,"  He  turned  to 
Chief  Little  Wolf.  "No,  you  won't  need  to  keep  watch  tonight,"  he  said, 

"but  I'd  leave  the  lights  on.  None  of  the  young  men  will  come  near  with  them 
burning,  and  Morgan  will  see  you're  still  around.  Well,  goodnight,  sir," 

The  Chief  murmured  a  soft-voiced  goodnight,  his  face  still  impassive, 
and  George  led  Mary  back  to  Main  Street.  The  crowds  from  the  early  show  had 
disappeared,  and  the  street  was  quiet  enough  to  have  allowed  the  dust  to 
settle.  They  walked  down  the  street  and  turned  into  Soon  lee's  for  coffee, 
"You've  made  an  enemy  of  Walter  Morgan,  you  know, "  Mary  warned  as 
they  sat  at  a  table  in  the  far  corner  of  the  restaurant,  "He  won't  stand  up 
to  you  in  a  fair  fight,  but  he  will  try  to  get  even," 

"I  made  an  enemy  of  him  long  before  tonight, "  George  said,  "back 
when  I  wasn't  as  well  able  to  take  care  of  myself.  In  those  days  the  odds 
favored  him;  now  we  meet  on  something  like  even  terms. " 

"I  never  did  believe  the  story  the  Morgans  told  before,  but  I 
didn't  know  they  held  anything  against  you," 

"You  didn't  hear  about  what  happened  in  the  alley  afterward.  If 
it  hadn't  been  for  Mr.  Timson,  I  guess  I'd  have  gone  to  jail.  He  was  just 
about  the  only  friend  I  had  in  those  days.  Of  course,  I  only  looked  at  you 
from  afar  off." 

Mary  laughed.  "I  don't  think  you'd  have  liked  me  at  all  then,"  she 
said.  "I  was  such  a  serious  little  creature,  always  worrying  about  my  little 
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brothers  and  fussing  like  an  old  hen.  Why,  I  even  fought  the  bigger  boys 
to  make  them  leave  my  brothers  alone.” 

"Maybe  you  could  have  used  a  little  help.  Misery  loves  company, 

you  know . ” 

"But  doesn't  always  welcome  it.  I'm  afraid  I  would  have  told  you 
to  mind  your  own  business." 

"I  like  it  better  this  way,  then, 11  George  said  as  he  paid  for  their 
lunch  and  held  the  door  open.  They  turned  west  on  Mill  Street  and  walked  the 
single  block  to  Mary's  corner.  "I  wish  your  feet  didn't  hurt,"  George  said. 

"They  don't  any  more.  That  rest  in  the  show  was  just  what  they 
needed.  Why,  I  could  walk  for  miles  now  and  never  feel  it," 

"There  aren't  many  nights  like  this  one,"  George  went  on,  "you  know, 
warm  and  sort  of  spring  like.  It  would  be  a  pity  to  let  it  go  to  waste.  You 
don't  have  to  get  up  early  tomorrow,  do  you?" 

Well,  not  very  early,"  Mary  conceded,  "You  aren't  asking  me  to  go 
for  a  walk,  are  you,  Mr.  Tirnford?" 

"that  was  the  general  idea, "  George  admitted. 

"Then  let's  not  stand  here  on  the  comer,"  she  laughed.  "We  mustn't 
waste  any  of  this  beautiful  night," 

They  walked  on  west  again  to  the  bridge  over  Willow  Creek,  and 
then  they  left  the  road  and  followed  the  path  that  led  along  the  farther  bank. 
As  they  left  the  lights  of  the  town,  the  night  seemed  to  take  on  a  subtle 
radiance  of  its  own,  and  the  wind  pressed  against  them  warmly  and  rustled  the 
leaves  at  their  feet.  From  far  ahead  a  dog  barked,  the  challenge  in  its  voice 
reduced  to  absurdity  by  distance,  and  to  the  left  a  car  crawled  along  the 
highway,  growling  at  the  end  of  its  double  leash  of  light.  From  somewhere  in 
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the  town  behind  them  a  door  slammed,  and  then  the  quiet  settled  about  them 
again  more  complete  than  ever. 

"I  used  to  come  out  here  often  in  the  old  days,  "  Mary  said,  ,rYJe 
used  to  live  where  Mrs.  Carter  has  her  boarding  house  now,  you  know.  Lots 
of  times  I'd  come  out  on  warm  nights,  after  the  boys  were  asleep.  Sometimes 
I  wouldn't  go  in  until  almost  morning.1' 

"Didn't  your  father  object?" 

"Oh,  he  wasn't  home  very  often,  and  he  didn't  notice  me  very  much 
when  he  was  -  except  if  the  meals  were  late.  I  don't  think  he  cared  what. I 
did  in  my  own  time , " 

"Your  responsibilities  must  have  been  a  barrier  between  you  and 
other  girls." 

"Yes,  I  guess  my  responsibilities  were  part  of  it.  There  were  other 
things  too.  I  think  the  other  things  were  really  more  important," 

"What  sort  of  things?" 

"Oh  -  I  guess  this  will  sound  silly  to  a  boy  -  but  I  was  growing 
faster  than  the  rest  of  the  girls,  filling  out  and  getting  rather  obviously 
female  when  they  were  as  flat-chested  and  lean-hipped  as  the  boys  themselves. 
Of  course  the  boys  noticed  it,  and  made  jokes,  and  thought  up  names  for  it. 

I  guess  you've  heard  most  of  the  names.  Anyway,  I  was  frightfully  embarrassed, 
and  I  used  to  stay  away  from  the  rest  of  the  kids  except  when  I  had  to  go  to 
school.  It  was  a  long  time  before  I  could  understand  that  they  hadn't  meant 
any  real  harm . " 

"It's  the  people  who  don't  mean  any  harm  who  do  the  most,"  George 
said.  "I  know  once  I  made  Jack  Travis's  nose  bleed  because  he  hopped  around 
like  a  movie  Indian.  He  thought  I  was  crazy,  and  I  guess  1  didn't  know  myself 
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why  I  objected.  For  weeks  after  that  I  imagined  myself  a  stranger  in  a 
foreign  land,  with  enemies  on  every  side.  If  I  had  known  what  they  were 
doing  to  hurt  you,  I’d  have  charged  to  the  rescue.  I  suppose  I  was  reading 
The  Last  of  the  Mohicans  or  something  like  that  at  the  time , ” 

"I’m  glad  you  didn’t  know,"  Mary  laughed.  "That  would  have  been 
the  final  embarrassment." 

"I  suppose  so.  Girls  don’t  seem  to  want  to  be  protected  until  they 
don’t  need  it  any  more,  "Why,  I'd  have  bashed  in  anybody’s  head  if  I'd  had 
any  encouragement," 

"I  think  too  many  people  are  like  that," 

"Playing  hero,  you  mean?" 

"Well,  not  exactly  that,  I  mean  too  many  people  think  they  can 
make  things  right  by  getting  tough  and  -  and  bashing  people," 

"Sometimes  there's  no  other  way.  You  have  to  smash  them  down  or 
make  them  think  they  will  be  smashed.  The  thing  that  really  counts  is  your 
purpo  se , " 

"That's  just  another  way  of  saying  the  end  justifies  the  means.  I 
don't  think  I'd  want  to  believe  that.  Nothing  really  good  can  come  out  of 
force  and  violence.  We  haven't  built  our  comparatively  civilized  lives  that 
way. " 

"You  don't  think  so?  Where  do  you  think  we'd  be  today  if  we  hadn't 
blasted  and  shot  and  stabbed  our  way  to  some  sort  of  victory?  It  isn't  pretty 
business,  or  a  really  civilized  one,  but  you  can't  fight  force  with  kind 
speeches  and  noble  ideals." 

"I  suppose  you  can't,  really,  when  the  whole  world  is  crazy  with 
hate,  but  in  our  own  lives  at  home  we  shouldn't  have  to  resort  to  violence  and 
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and  cruelty  and  deceit.  Where  our  lives  are  protected  for  us  we  can  surely 
have  some  kind  of  principle.” 

"There  are  always  some  people  you  have  to  fight,  individuals  as 
well  as  nations.  And  when  you  have  to  fight  them  you  have  to  win,  because 
if  you  don't  they'll  kill  you,  economically  or  socially.  In  such  a  fight  it 
should  matter  what  you're  fighting  for." 

"I  suppose  it  does  in  a  way.  It's  just  that  I  get  tired  of  fighting 
when  it  doesn't  seem  to  settle  anything,"  She  picked  up  a  stone  from  the 
pathway  and  tossed  it  into  the  creek,  and  in  a  moment  the  quiet,  reflected 
worlds  were  shattered  in  a  thousand  ripples.  "I  wish  our  world  could  be  like 
that, "  she  said  when  the  ripples  had  subsided  and  the  watery  worlds  were 
clear  again.  "You  see,  everything's  peaceful  again,  the  way  it  should  be." 

"You  forget  the  rock, "  George  told  her. 

"The  rock?" 

"It  has  been  drowned  in  your  experiment, "  he  told  her. 

They  came  at  last  to  a  wide  curve  in  the  stream  where  the  high 
bank  cut  back  almost  to  the  trees,  leaving  but  a  yard  or  two  of  dying  grass 
close  to  the  edge.  They  stood  for  a  moment  looking  down  into  the  water,  and 
then  3at  down  on  the  grass  and  leaned  comfortably  against  the  sprawling  trunk 
of  a  twisted  willow. 

"I  was  cursing  the  heat  this  afternoon,  "  Mary  said,  "but  now  I  wish 
it  were  spring  all  over  again.  Somehow  there's  so  little  freedom  in  the 
winter  time,  unless  you  have  a  house  of  your  own.  If  I  ever  turn  green,  I 
think  it  will  be  from  envy  of  someone  who  has  a  home.  Are  you  really  thinking 
of  selling  yours?" 

"Well,  it  isn't  much  of  a  place,  but  it  might  bring  a  little  money, 
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and  we  need  all  we  can  get  right  now.  The  Independent ..." 

",  .  .has  come  to  mean  a  lot  to  you,  hasn't  it?  Or  is  it  the  paper 
as  much  as  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Timson?  Maybe  there's  still  some  King  Arthur  in  you, " 

"I  don't  think  so,  I've  got  a  job  out  of  it,  and  that's  more  than 
I  seemed  to  be  able  to  get  anywhere  else.  Besides,  it  keeps  me  in  Peaksville." 

"Is  that  so  important?" 

"I  think  maybe  it's  getting  more  important  all  the  time,"  he  told 

her. 

They  talked  for  a  long  time  by  the  willow,  rememvering  out  loud, 
joking,  arguing  a  little,  and  then  they  rose  again  and  walked  back  along  the 
creek,  their  unhurried  footsteps  silent  on  the  path.  There  was  still  a  light 
in  the  bootlegger's  window,  and  the  streetlights  did  their  feeble  best  to 
combat  the  darkness  of  the  streets,  but  most  of  Peaksville  was  asleep.  As 
they  paused  at  Smallwood's  gate,  George  could  see  Chief  Little  Wolf's  lights 
still  gleaming  above  his  teepees. 

"I  wonder  what  Walter  is  planning  for  tomorrow  and  the  holiday, " 
George  mused  out  loud.  "He  won't  pass  up  the  money  he  could  make  without  a 
struggle.  This  town  really  does  need  cleaning  up,  Mary." 

"And  when  it's  all  done,  they'll  put  a  statue  of  you  on  the  main 
street,"  Mary  laughed,  teasing  him,  "for  little  boys  to  throw  snowballs  at, 
and  you'll  marry  the  mayor's  daughter  and  live  happily  every  after." 

"There's  where  the  story  books  go  wrong,"  George  told  her.  "Really, 
I'd  want  to  marry  someone  with  -  well,  with  more  experience, bringing  up  kids 
and  all  that.  Why,  she  might  even  be  red-headed,  and  want  a  home  of  her  own 
own  more  than  anything  else  in  the  world.  That  would  make  a  better  ending, 
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"It  might,  but  it  sounds  awfully  practical. " 

"Oh,  there* d  be  other  things, too, "  George  said. 

"What  else?" 

They  stood  very  close  together,  their  two  bodies  a  single  blacker 
shadow  in  the  grey  blackness  of  the  night.  The  west  wind  fanned  their  faces 
with  its  soft  breath  and  eddied  about  them  to  form  a  warm  little  world  for 
them  alone,  with  a  roof  all  studded  with  diamond  dust  and  stars,  "Maybe  I*d 
better  show  you  what  I  mean, "  George  said,  and  then  the  stars  exploded  into 
a  million  flashes  of  light  that  whirled  crazily  in  the  dark  sky,  frustrated 
by  the  sudden  radiance  in  Mary's  eyes,  "Yeah,  maybe  I  had,"  George  murmured, 
and  set  about  making  his  illustration  very  plain,  and  learning  the  lesson  as 
he  tried  to  teach. 
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Chapter  13 


During  the  remainder  of  the  Labor  Day  week-end  the 
citizens  of  Peaksville  were  too  busy  enjoying  themselves  to  think  much  about 
the  future  of  the  Independent.  Those  who  were  not  closing  their  summer 
cottages  at  Clear  Lake  or  Sandy  Beach  were  up  at  the  sports  field  to  see  the 
final  baseball  tournament  of  the  year,  or  were  taking  advantage  of  the  warm 
weather  for  a  final  cast  in  the  white  water  above  Smoky  Falls.  Tom  Maxwell 
grew  tired  of  his  vigil  over  an  almost  deserted  Main  Street  and  sat  reading 
a  heavy  volume  of  Greek  plays,  Sven  Hjalmer  put  a  new  door  on  his  bam,  and 
started  a  sun  porch  which  would  serve  double  duty  as  a  greenhouse  in  the 
wintertime,  and  Minnie  Perfuss,  deserted  by  Mrs.  Desmond  for  the  more  stimu¬ 
lating  society  of  Benton,  polished  her  storm  windows  with  a  spiteful  efficiency 
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as  she  waited  for  the  next  rush  of  Peaksville  gossip, 

George  Timford  used  the  time  for  careful  preparation  for  the 
fight  he  saw  ahead.  With  Mary  he  visitedSven  Hjalmer  and  told  him  of  his 
plan  to  see  the  shack,  and  then  he  talked  business  with  Mrs,  Timson  in  her 
home  on  Mountain  Street.  Later  on  he  went  to  the  hospital  with  Mrs.  Timson 
and  Mary,  and  listened  as  Henry  Timson  told  of  his  first  doubts  and  his  final 
enthusiastic  support  of  George  and  the  new  Independent.  George  talked  business 
with  him  too,  and  left  the  hospital  with  a  new  determination  bom  of  the  light 
of  hope  he  saw  in  the  old  man’s  eyes.  On  Monday  night  he  and  Mary  found  time 
for  another  walk  through  the  dark  countryside,  and  then  it  was  Tuesday  and  the 
battle  was  resumed.  By  Wednesday  afternoon  the  whole  town  was  bussing  in 
anticipation  of  the  next  issue  of  the  Independent. 

The  schools  had  opened  promptly  at  nine  o'clock  on  Tuesday,  with 
Bill  Jackson,  sunburned  from  a  summer  with  a  surveying  party,  in  his  usual 
place,  and  Mrs.  Desmond,  smarting  in  silence  under  her  failure  to  replace  him, 
rallying  her  forces  for  a  new  assault.  By  four  o'clock  on  Wednesday  the  first 
rumbling  of  the  storm  to  come  had  reached  through  the  pupils  of  the  junior 
high  school  to  Bill  himself,  and  the  bespectacled  young  teach  had  sought  out 
Tom  Maxwell. 

Maxwell  shifted  in  his  chair  until  the  sun,  slanting  through  the 
wide  window  of  the  hotel  lobby,  reached  no  farther  up  than  the  second  button 
of  his  rusty  black  vest.  He  looked  sympathetically  at  the  heavy-set,  blond 
young  man  opposite  him  and  sighed. 

"I  don't  think  your  problem  is  quite  as  simple  as  that,  Bill,"  he 

declared. 

Jackson  rose  from  his  chair  and  came  to  3tand  by  the  window,  his 
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ejres  narrowing  as  the  glare  struck  the  lenses  of  his  tinted  glasses.  "It's 
simple  enough  to  me.  Mrs,  Desmond  has  already  let  the  youngsters  know  she 
intends  to  get  rid  of  me.  I  can  feel  it  in  the  way  they  behave,  the  way  they 
smile  at  each  other  when  they  think  I'm  not  looking.  If  I  resigned  before  she 
forces  the  issue,  at  least  I  wouldn't  be  booted  out." 

"I  suppose  that  might  be  some  satisfaction  if  you've  decided  to 

leave, " 

"It's  not  a  question  of  what  I've  decided.  You  know  I  don't  want 
to  leave.  Why,  there  are  at  least  a  dozen  youngsters  in  my  class  alone  who 
could  really  make  something  of  themselves  if  given  the  right  kind  of  encourage¬ 
ment."  Behind  his  glasses  the  youn  man's  eyes  blazed  with  sudden  enthusiasm, 
and  the  homeliness  of  his  chubby  face  was  lighted  with  eagerness.  "They're  a 
sort  of  -  of  challenge,  Tom,  to  what  I  can  do  for  them, " 

The  old  man's  heavy  eyebrows  separated  themselves  from  the  mass  of 
his  whiskers.  "Then  why  don't  you  stay  with  the  job,  Bill?" 

The  smile  faded  from  Jackson's  face  and  was  replaced  by  a  look  of 
bitter  disgust.  "Even  if  you  weren't  on  the  school  board  yourself,  you'd  know 
the  answer  to  that  one,"  he  declared.  "I'll  have  no  choice  if  I  wait  for  Mrs. 
Clarendon  Desmond  to  get  through  with  me." 

Tom  Maxwell's  whiskers  moved  to  indicate  a  grin.  "She  isn't  really 
fond  of  you,"  he  admitted.  "I'm  afraid  she  doesn't  think  you  have  been 
sufficiently  considerate  of  her  daughter." 

"Patricia?"  Bill  frowned.  "She's  a  real  problem.  There  isn't  any¬ 
one  in  the  school  who  could  be  more  clever,  not  even  Tony  Stemko,  if  she  would 
just  get  down  to  work.  Instead  of  that,  she  looks  down  that  snub  nose  of  hers 
whenever  I  speak  to  her,  and  then  her  mother  goes  gunning  for  me  when  Tony 
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Stemko  passes  and  Patricia  doesn't." 

"But  the  child  must  have  some  interest.  After  all,  a  girl  of 
fifteen.  .  ." 

"I  thought  I'd  uncovered  that  interest  last  year,  when  I  caught  her 
drawing  dress  designs  in  Algebra  period.  Those  drawings  were  good,  Tom,  and 
then  just  when  I  was  getting  ready  to  show  her  some  professional  work  I'd 
sent  for,  why,  she  lost  interest  again  -  just  like  that,"  He  snapped  his 
short,  stubby  fingers  expressively. 

Tom  Maxwell  looked  sympathetic,  "What  was  the  reason?"  he  enquired, 

"Her  mother!  Do  you  know  that  woman  won't  even  let  the  child  get 
her  hair  cut?  Why,  practically  every  other  girl  in  the  class  visits  the 
beauty  parlor  at  least  once  in  a  while,  and  Patricia  wears  pigtains  and  little 
girl  dresses  that  look  as  if  they  were  cut  out  of  flour  sacks.  How  can  the 
child  keep  her  interest  in  dress  designs  if  they  only  show  her  what  a  sight 
she  is  herself?" 

The  old  man  retired  behind  his  smoke  screen  to  consider  the  question. 
"And  since  she  didn't  pass,  that  means  you  have  your  work  cut  out  for  you 
for  another  year  at  least,  Bill, "  he  declared. 

The  teacher  snorted.  "Mrs.  Desmond  has  planned  it  otherwise,  from 
what  I  hear.  How  does  she  plan  to  get  me  out,  Tom?" 

"She  had  intended  to  confront  you  with  an  accomplished  fact,  Bill, " 
Tom  Maxwell  said,  and  grinned  his  whiskery  grin  as  he  told  of  J.  B.  Danzon. 

"The  young  man  was  quite  disturbed,"  he  recalled,  "and  when  Mrs.  Desmond 
returned  to  Peaksville,  she  was  too.  She  hasn't  said  anything  to  me  about  it, 
though,  which  leads  me  to  the  rather  obvious  conclusion  that  she's  working  on 


another  scheme." 
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"It  makes  me  feel  silly,  fighting  with  a  woman." 

"A  woman's  no  mean  antagonist,  Bill.  Usually  she  can  hit  as  hard 
as  you  can  yourself,  but  she's  not  troubled  with  a  conscience.  The  world 
might  be  happier,  and  women  too,  if  we  went  back  to  arguing  with  a  knobby 
club.  Our  civilization  may  not  have  advanced  as  far  as  we  like  to  believe." 

"Mr.  Grenfel  has  always  been  satisfied  with  my  work." 

"But  Mr,  Grenfel  is  merely  the  Principal,  Bill,  He  doesn't  get 
revelations  like  the  latest  one  of  Mrs,  Desmond's,  and  so  he  doesn't  know  a 
Normal  certificate  isn't  good  enough  for  a  town  high  school  teacher."  A  match 
flared  in  his  fingers  and  he  waved  it  toward  Bill,  "You  could  get  a  degree, 
couldn't  you?" 

"Not  if  I'm  going  to  keep  Tony  Stemko  at  school  here  in  town.  His 
family  can't  afford  to  do  it,  and  it  will  be  another  year  before  he's  through. 
Anyway,  do  degrees  mean  so  much?" 

"I  used  to  think  so,"  Maxwell  said  with  a  grin.  "I  made  a  sort  of 
hobby  of  collecting  them  until  I  had  six.  I'm  probably  the  only  hotel  clerk 
in  the  country  who  has  lectured  in  Greek  at  Harvard.  Yes,  they  can  be  useful, 
Bill,  and  Tony  could  work  for  a  year  or  two." 

"He's  going  to  stay  in  school  whether  I'm  here  or  not!  Bill  declared. 
"That  boy's  going  to  make  something  of  himself." 

Outside,  Gus  Trimmer's  dog  shook  some  of  the  dust  from  his  coat  and 
trotted  over  to  the  sidewalk,  his  tail  waving  as  George  Timford  paused  on 
his  way  up  the  hill.  The  young  man  patted  him,  pulled  a  furry  ear,  and  came 
on  toward  the  hotel.  From  above  the  door  into  the  dining  room  a  buzzer  filed 
at  the  afternoon  quiet.  Tom  Maxwell  gestured  toward  it.  "One  of  Mrs,  Blake's 
enduring  infirmities, "  he  announced.  "She  is  invariably  punctual  with  supper, 
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and  enforces  the  same  virtue  upon  her  -  ah  -  victims.  That's  just  a  warning, 
of  course.  We  have  thirty  minutes  to  prepare  ourselves  for  the  ordeal, 

Hox^ever,  we  shall  talk  of  this  again.  Think  it  over, Bill,  You're  just 
starting  a  new  year,  and  Mrs,  Desmond  shouldn't  be  allowed  to  have  everything 
her  own  way,  I  may  have  something  more  to  tell  you  after  the  meeting  tonight," 

George  and  Bill  met  at  the  door  and  stopped  a  minute  to  shake  hands, 
while  Tom  Maxwell,  his  eyes  thoughtful,  occupied  the  time  with  the  dangerous 
task  of  re-lighting  his  pipe.  He  settled  himself  more  comfortably  in  his 
chair  as  George  joined  him, 

"It  seems  this  is  my  afternoon  for  entertaining  young  men  with 
problems, "  he  said,  motioning  George  to  the  chair  Bill  had  abandoned, 

"George's  eyebrows  lifted,  "Why,  something  worrying  Bill?  I 
thought  you'd  fixed  everything  up  for  him  a  couple  of  weeks  ago." 

"I  did  manage  to  remove  one  small  boulder  from  his  path, "  Maxwell 
admitted,  "but  I  never  claimed  to  have  converted  Peaksville  to  a  proper 
appreciation  of  its  blessings,  George  -  and  Mrs.  Desmond  least  of  all," 

"So  she's  still  trying  to  get  rid  of  him?" 

"The  betting  in  Bill's  own  classroom  seems  to  favor  her  chances. 

There  may  be  some  things  they  haven't  taken  into  consideration.  You  look  as 
if  you  had  something  on  your  mind,  George.  Are  the  ads  coming  in  as  you  had 
hoped?" 

George  grinned  and  threw  one  leg  over  the  arm  of  his  chair.  "I 
had  to  leave  out  the  church  announcements  to  make  room.  Once  Ollie  Craig 
decided  to  advertise,  the  rest  of  them  couldn't  think  of  any  reason  to  refuse. 
I'll  have  to  keep  after  them,  of  course." 

"I  was  thinking  about  Ollie.  Do  you  think  you  can  keep  him  scared?" 
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"I  can  do  that  all  right,  but  how  did  you  know?" 

Tom  Maxwell  shrugged  behind  his  smoke  screen.  "Men  have  different 
reasons  for  behaving  like  decent  human  beings.  After  a  while  you  get  to  know 
what  those  reasons  are.  You're  taking  a  chance,  of  course." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"You  may  have  tied  your  own  hands,  you  know.  Advertisers  usually 
control  the  policy  of  papers  they  continue  to  support.  What  if  he  does  some¬ 
thing  else  you  don't  like?" 

"Oh,  I  made  it  pretty  clear  our  deal  covered  only  past  sins.  We 
haven't  got  to  be  pals  or  anything." 

"It's  something  you  might  think  about  just  the  same,"  Maxwell  insisted. 
"We  really  have  a  slave  press  in  Canada,  George,  even  if  most  people  don't 
realize  it," 

"The  Independent  is  going  to  stay  that  way,  Mr.  Maxwell,  "  George 
promised.  "Would  an  editorial  do  Bill  any  good?" 

"It  might.  Most  people  would  want  to  keep  him,  I  think,  if  they  were 
made  to  think  about  it.  I'm  just  afraid  Mrs.  Desmond  will  use  Slim  Early's 
vote  and  get  him  fired  before  we  can  do  anything  to  save  him.  I  may  manage 
to  think  of  something,  of  course." 

"I'll  just  bet  you  can,"  George  laughed.  "Well,  the  Independent 
says  Bill  will  stay,  Mrs.  Desmond  or  no  Mrs.  Desmond."  He  looked  at  his  watch 
and  stood  up.  "I  had  wanted  to  talk  over  some  other  things, "  he  said,  "but  it 
looks  like  it's  just  about  your  supper  time.  Would  you  be  doing  anything  after 
supper?" 

"Mrs.  Desmond  has  called  a  meeting  of  the  board  for  this  evening, 
George.  I  suppose  she  has  some  scheme  in  hand.  The  dining  room  is  novor 
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crowded,  however,  and  unless  you  have  to  go  somewhere  else.  .  . 11 

"Why  no.  I  could  eat  here  as  well  as  anywhere  else." 

"I’m  not  sure  I  would  go  as  far  as  that,"  the  old  man  told  him  as 
the  buzzer  cut  into  the  quiet  of  the  lobby.  He  rose  stiffly  and  put  his  still 
smouldering  pipe  in  his  coat  pocket.  "Morituri  te  salutamus,  "  he  murmured, 
and  let  the  way  to  the  dining  room. 

That  Mrs,  Desmond  had  not  given  up  her  battle  to  displace  Bill 
Jackson  seemed  abundantly  plain  later  in  the  evening,  when  eight  of  Peaks- 
ville's  citizens  assembled  in  the  board  room  at  the  back  of  the  town  office. 

Tom  Maxwell,  his  whiskers  still  breathing  tobacco  smoke,  sat  by  the  south 
window,  enjoying  the  obvious  comfort  of  the  school  board's  only  armchair, 
while  Ernie  Steeves,  his  long  legs  folded  like  collapsible  flag  poles,  leaned 
his  chair  against  the  wall,  his  feet  on  the  secretary's  table.  In  the  middle 
of  the  room  and  facing  the  chairman's  desk,  Slim  Early  surrounded  another 
chair,  his  fat  fingers  clutching  a  gaudy  handkerchief. 

"It's  hot,"  he  announced,  and  ran  the  handkerchief  around  inside 
the  open  collar  of  his  pale  mauve  shirt. 

Behind  Slim  Early's  broad  back,  five  figures  sat  uneasily  in  a  row 
along  the  cracked  plaster  of  the  east  wall,  their  eyes  hovering  about  the  door¬ 
way  through  which  Mrs.  Clarendon  Desmond  was  expected  to  appear.  In  the  middle 
of  the  row  Miss  Minnie  Perfuss  sat  rigidly  erect,  her  thin,  ringless  fingers 
folded  with  maidenly  precision  in  the  grey  silk  of  her  lap,  her  pale  eyes 
restlessly  taking  inventory  of  everything  in  the  room.  On  her  left  the  shape¬ 
less  masses  of  Mrs.  Green  and  Mrs,  Tamworth  oozed  toward  each  other  over  the 
latest  of  Minnie's  retailed  gossip,  while  on  her  other  side  Harriet  Bliss  stuck 
out  her  teeth  in  an  intentionally  alluring  smile  directed  toward  little  Percy 
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Dickie sworth .  No  answering  passion  seemed  evident  in  Mr,  Dickie sworth 1 s 
narrox*;  breast.  It  was  rumored  in  Peaksville  that  his  position  as  caretaker 
of  the  Anglican  church  was  not  one  to  encourage  him  to  look  favorably  upon 
women. 

The  sharp  staccato  of  determined  heels  clattered  along  the  sidewralk 
outside,  and  Mrs.  Clarendon  Desmond  hove  into  view  as  though  on  schedule,  just 
seven  minutes  late.  Her  sails  of  too  sheer  voile,  flapping  uncertainly  in  the 
heavy  stillness  of  the  evening,  exaggerated  unnecessarily  the  solid  hull  of 
the  school  board's  major  frigate,  while  her  hat,  an  overturned  lifeboat  with 
a  blue  feather  stuck  through  its  keel,  dominated  her  greying  hair  and  tipped 
over  at  the  front  to  lean  precariously  down  the  sharp  angle  of  her  nose  toward 
the  slightly  superior  smile  that  long  habit  had  carved  into  the  seasoned 
hickory  of  her  face.  Respectful,  subservient  dislike  spread  in  ripples  behind 
her  as  she  made  port  magnificently  behind  the  chairman's  desk  and  hoisted  the 
signal  that  now  the  meeting  might  come  to  order. 

"We  will  dispense  with  the  minutes  and  come  to  our  first  business, " 
she  announced.  "We  are  to  consider  the  request  of  a  delegation  representing 
the  parents  and  friends  of  our  school.  Miss  Perfuss?" 

Grey  silk  rustled  as  Minnie  Perfuss  rose  primly  and  moved  a  single 
significant  step  in  front  of  her  fellow  delegates.  Slim  Early  scraped  his 
chair  around  to  watch  as  she  carefully  unfolded  a  paper  and  adjusted  her  glasses. 
Miss  Perfuss  coughed  daintily  to  clear  her  throat. 

"Our  delegation, "  she  began  in  a  thin  whistle,  "representing  the 
parents  and  friends  of  Peaksville  schools.  .  ." 

"Just  what  parents  are  you  representing?"  Ernie  Steeves  demanded. 

Miss  Perfuss  fluttered  visibly.  "Well,  of  course  I  haven't  got  them 
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all  listed  dov/n  here,  of  course  -  the  names  I  mean  -  but  I'm  sure  that  it 
doesn't  really  matter  -  I  mean,  if  Mrs.  Des.  .  . " 

"There  will  be  no  interruptions!"  Mrs.  Desmond  snapped.  "Go  on, 

Minnie, " 

"Well,  I  oughta  be  able  to  put  down  something, "  the  lanky  barber 
insisted.  "There  isn't  one  parent  in  this  bunch,  or  friend  either,  as  far  as 
I  can  see.  You'd  think  there 'd  be  at  least  one  parent  in.  ,  . " 

"Mr.  Steeves!" 

"Okay,  okay,  but  I've  got  to  have  something  to  put  in  the  minutes." 

"Put  in  that  Mrs.  Desmond  suppressed  the  names,"  Tom  Maxwell 

suggested. 

"You  will  do  nothing  of  the  kind.  Go  on,  Minnie!" 

",  .  .the  -  ah  -  and  friends  of  the  Peaksville  schools,  wish  to 
call  to  the  attention  of  the  board  that,  now  the  war  is  over,  teachers  with 
proper  university  degrees  are  once  more  available."  Her  eyes  fluttered  from 
the  page  and  encountered  the  cynical  glare  of  Ernie  Steeves.  "Well,  I  know 
what  it  says  in  the  papers  about  the  teacher  shortage  and  all  that,  but  a 
town  school  isn't  just.  ,  , " 

"Just  read  the  petition,  Minnie, "  Mrs.  Desmond  demanded. 

".  .  .We  feel  it  is  in  the  interest  of  the  pupils  that  those 
teachers  without  degrees  be  asked  to  resign  at  once,  that  properly  qualified 
ones  may  be  hired,  at  a  -  an  increase  in  salary  if  necessary." 

Ernie  Steeves  threw  down  his  pen  and  glared  at  Mrs.  Desmond.  "This 
is  just  a  bunch  of  your  stooges, "  he  snorted,  "helping  you  to  get  rid  of  Bill 
Jackson.  You  know  yourself  he's  the  best  teacher  this  town  ever  had,  even  if 
some  people  don't  pass.  You  know  that  too,  Slim,"  he  appeared  to  the  hardware 
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man. 

Slim  Early's  eyes  wavered  and  avoided  the  secretary's  angry  ones. 

"I  know  it's  too  hot  in  here  to  argue,”  he  mumbled. 

"Well,  get  on  with  it,  then, "  Steeves  said  disgustedly,  picking  up 
his  pen.  "I  just  wish  I  had  a  vote  on  this  board,” 

"You  might  remember  you  haven't]”  Mrs.  Desmond  snapped. 

Miss  Perfuss  began  again, tremulously.  "We  -  we  feel  that  Mr,  Jackson 
would  be  the  first  to  agree  that  his  duties  could  be  discharged  more  acceptably 
by  a  qualified  teacher. "  She  stopped  and  looked  for  a  benediction  from  the 
chair.  "That's  all  you  -  I  mean,  that's  all  there  is,"  she  stammered  weakly. 

"Thank  you,  Miss  Perfuss,"  Mrs.  Desmond  said,  "and  'thank  you'  to 
all  the  delegation.  We  appreciate  your  interest  and  will  let  you  know  our 
decision  as  soon  as  it  is  made,"  The  lifeboat  nodded,  and  Minnie  Perfuss  led 
her  satellites  toward  the  door.  "You  have  the  text  of  their  request  written 
down,  Mr,  Steeves?" 

Tom  Maxwell's  whiskers  spread  themselves  in  a  grin.  "I  imagine  you 
won't  need  Ernie  to  refresh  your  memory,"  he  suggested. 

Mrs.  Desmond  ignored  the  remark.  "We  must  settle  this  matter  without 
delay, "  she  asserted.  "I  am  in  favor  of  following  this  recommendation,  coming 
as  it  does  from  a  representative  group  of  those  we  serve,  and  I  suggest  that 
we  do  so  at  once.  What  is  your  opinion,  Mr.  Early?" 

Slim  Early  paused  in  his  mopping  and  regarded  Mrs.  Degmond  unhappily. 
"Why,  I  -  I  agree  with  you,  I  guess." 

Unfortunately,  I  do  not, "  Tom  Maxwell  said.  "As  a  matter  of  fact,  I 
should  like  to  know  who  is  behind  this  rather  -  er  -  shadowy  representation." 

Mrs.  Desmond  ignored  the  implied  question.  "By  a  vote  of  two  to  one, " 
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she  announced  triumphantly,  "it  is  agreed  -  you  will  make  a  note  of  this, 

Mr.  Steeves,  that  Mr.  Jackson  will  be  asked  for  his  resignation  immediately." 

The  Maxwell  whiskers  seemed  once  more  on  fire,  but  the  old  man 
spoke  almost  diffidently.  "I  don’t  think  you  can  decide  the  issue  quite  so 
fast, "  he  told  her  quietly. 

"And  why  not?" 

"Unfortunately,  Mrs.  Desmond,  the  School  Act  is  not  in  sympathy 
with  your  haste.  It  expressly  forbids  any  dismissals  until  they  have  been 
considered,  and  passed,  at  two  consecutive  regular  meetings.  .  ." 

"We’ll  have  another  meeting  tomorrow,  then." 

",  .  .with  no  two  meetings  to  be  held  in  the  same  month." 

Ernie  Steeves  snickered,  and  Mrs.  Desmond  glared.  Slim  Early 
squirmed  in  his  chair  and  mopped  at  his  perspiring  face. 

"Gosh’"  the  hardware  man  complained.  "This  must  be  the  hottest 
September  we’ve  had  in  twenty  years.  You'd  think  it  would  start  to  get  cool 
in  September."  He  sighed  noisily  and  went  back  to  his  mopping. 

"The  meeting,"  Mrs,  Desmond  gritted,  "is  adjourned." 

"By  a  vote  of  all  those  present,  Ernie, "  Maxwell  amended. 

As  the  old  man  made  his  way  back  to  the  hotel,  Ernie  Steeves  fell 
into  step  beside  him.  "You  sure  must  know  your  School  Act, "  he  said  admiringly. 
"I  didn't  know  it  said  anything  about  asking  a  teacher  to  resign." 

"It  doesn't,"  Maxwell  admitted.  "I  was  proceeding  on  the  assumption 
that  Mrs.  Desmond  didn't  know  that.  I  couldn't  think  of  any  other  way  to 
3ave  Bill  his  job." 

"We're  a  pack  of  fools  if  we  let  that  woman  drive  him  out  of  town," 
Steeves  declared  hotly.  "I  wouldn't  take  twenty  Desmonds  for  Bill's  little 
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finger.  The  thing  is,  what  can  we  do?" 

irWell,  Ernie,  unless  Mrs.  Desmond  thinks  to  read  the  Act,  we  have 
almost  a  month,  and  one  vote  out  of  three  on  the  school  board.  Gor  any  ideas?" 

The  lanky  barber  shook  his  head.  "I  just  wish  the  secretary  had  a 
vote,"  he  said.  "Why,  if  the  people  in  Peaksville  had  any  sense  they  wouldn’t 
elect  a  woman  like  that  to  look  after  their  children.  The  whole  trouble  is 
that  everybody  is  willing  to  'let  George  do  it'." 

"You  might  have  something  there,  George  might  just  do  it,"  Maxwell 
said  thoughtfully  and  hurried  into  the  hotel.  With  luck  he  would  find  the 
beverage  room  still  open,  and  he  needed  a  drink. 
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Chapter  14 


Behind  the  bright  curtains  of  his  second  floor  hospital 
room  Henry  Timson  squirmed  his  pillows  into  a  lump  behind  him  and  looked  at 
his  watch  for  the  tenth  time  that  afternoon.  "It's  three  o'clock,  Martha," 
he  announced. 

"I'm  not  really  surprised,  Henry,"  she  said,  turning  in  her  wicker 
armchair  to  face  her  husband,  her  hands  busy  with  a  blue  sweater  she  was 
knitting.  "Five  minutes  ago  you  said  it  was  five  to." 

"The  Independent  should  be  coming  out  just  about  now. " 

"I  expect  so." 

"Unless  it's  late,  of  course.  Something  could  have  come  up.  One 
of  the  machines  might  have  broken  down,  or  maybe  Mike  -  I  couldn't  expect 
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George  to  know.  .  . " 

"George  knows  all  he  needs  to, if  you  ask  me,"  Martha  declared 
positively.  "If  anything  breaks,  he'll  fix  it,  that's  all,  and  you've  got 
nothing  to  worry  about.  Why,  you  ought  to  be  glad  that  George,  ,  . " 

"Oh,  I'm  not  really  worried,  Martha.  I  know  the  Independent  is  in 
good  hands.  It's  just  that  I  get  restless  when  the  paper's  due  to  come  out 
and  I'm  not  there.  It  doesn't  seem  right  after  all  these  years." 

"For  the  first  time  in  a  good  many  years  things  are  right,  Henry, 

You  need  a  good  rest  and  you're  getting  it.  Now  be  quiet  a  moment  while  I 
count  these  stitches."  Her  lips  moved  silently,  "There  nowj  I  don't  know 
why  I  seem  to  have  trouble  with  this  pattern,  but  if  I  don't  count  every  few 
minutes  I'm  sure  to  go  wrong." 

"But  you  never  do."  He  turned  his  head  and  squinted  short-sightedly 
down  Main  Street,  "I  can't  help  wondering  if  we're  doing  the  right  thing, 
Martha,"  he  said  at  last. 

"With  George,  you  mean?" 

"Yes,  letting  him  put  all  his  money  into  a  business  that  I  couldn't 
make  pay  myself.  It  will  go  like  the  rest,  and  then  where  will  he  be?" 

r0h,  it  isn't  such  a  lot  of  money.  We  could  sell  out  and  pay  him 
back.  We'd  have  to  do  that,  of  course,  but  at  least  it  keeps  things  going  in 
the  meantime,  and  he's  getting  a  third  interest  in  the  paper,  Henry. 

"A  half  would  have  been  more  fair,  but  he  wouldn't  think  of  it.  I'd 
want  to  think  twice  before  investing  my  rehabilitation  credits  in  a  broken  down 
newspaper."  He  sighed  and  looked  at  his  watch  again.  "I  wonder  if  Hughie 
Travis  remembered  this  was  Thursday." 

"Oh,  of  course  he  did,  silly.  I  told  you  I  saw  him  on  the  way  up  to 
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the  hospital.  He's  never  missed  a  Thursday  yet,  and  you  know  it," 

"Yes,  I  suppose  I  do.  You  don't  know  when  they're  going  to  let  me 
go  home,  do  you?" 

"Not  for  a  good  while  yet  if  I  have  anything  to  do  with  it, "  she 
said.  "This  is  the  first  real  holiday  I've  had  in  years.  Now  do  stop 
worrying,  Henry.  That  boy  knows  perfectly  well  what  he's  doing.  Don't  you 
let  him  know  you  think  any  different." 

"Oh,  but  I  don't,  Martha.  It's  not  the  Independent,  but  George 
himself  I'm  worrying  about," 

Martha  Timson  put  down  her  knitting  and  went  to  stand  beside  her 
husband's  bed,  her  eyes  following  his  to  where  a  blur  of  buildings  marked 
the  business  centre  of  Peaksville.  "You  know,  Henry,"  she  said.  "I'm  not 
sure  you  haven't  got  things  figured  out  wrong.  I  shouldn't  be  surprised  if 
George  Timford  does  something  for  the  Independent,  and  for  Peaksville  too, 
if  they  let  him.  Then,  when  you  get  back,  there'll  be  two  of  you  to  do 
crusading.  You  have  been  a  kind  of  crusader,  Henry." 

"Oh,  I  don't  think  I  have  really,  Martha,"  the  Editor  objected, 
the  pleased  smile  on  his  face  contradicting  his  words.  "Well,  maybe  I  have 
tried  to  do  what  I  could,  but  -  oh,  people  don't  pay  much  attention  to  the 
Independent .  It  isn't  as  though  they  hung  around  waiting  for  it  to  come  out, 
you  know. " 

let  even  as  he  spoke  Mj.ss  Minnie  Perfuss  was  outside  Mrs.  Conroy's 
hat  shop,  pretending  to  judge  the  display  in  the  tiny  window  while  her  eyes 
rolled  like  a  bulldog' 3  to  watch  the  door  of  the  Independent .  Farther  up 
the  street  Ernie  Steeves  wedged  his  length  in  the  doorway  of  Brock's  Law 
Office  and  gave  Millie  Strassman  a  running  account  of  the  signs  of  growing 
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excitement. 

"You'd  think  there  was  going  to  be  a  parade,"  he  said.  "I  haven't 
seen  so  many  people  looking  one  way  since  V-J  Day  when  they  was  waiting  for 
the  band  to  come  round  the  comer.  Now  they  .just  can't  wait  to  see  what 
George  Timford  will  say  next.  Oh,  dam  it.'  I  got  a  customer."  He  left  the 
doorway  regretfully  and  entered  his  little  shop.  "I  sure  wish  you'd  come  in 
a  little  later, "  he  said  to  the  thick,  heavy-set  man  who  had  already  climbed 
into  the  chair.  "With  all  that  hair  It  wouldn't  have  mattered  for  a  few 
minutes  more," 

"I  was  wonderin'  what  all  the  excitement  was  about,  11  the  man  said, 
"Somebody  told  me  George  Tirnford  was  causin'  it.  When  did  he  get  back?" 

"You  must've  been  hibernatin'  sure  enough,"  Ernie  declared,  giving 
his  scissors  a  preliminary  snip-snip.  "Why,  I  didn't  think  there  was  anyone 
within  thirty  miles  who  didn't  know  all  about  it.  Well,  you  see  it  was  this 
way.  .  , "  Ernie's  code  as  a  barber  would  not  allow  him  to  miss  this  opportun¬ 
ity,  and  tongue  and  scissors  went  to  work.  Hair  and  story  were  almost  exhausted 
when  the  stir  along  Main  Street  signalled  that  the  Independent  was  out. 

"If  it  gets  ya  that  excited,  I  guess  I  better  buy  a  copy, "  the 
denuded  customer  decided,  rubbing  thick  fingers  over  his  head  and  regarding 
himself  doubtfully  in  the  mirror.  "I  ain't  had  this  little  hair  since  I  was 
a  baby. " 

Hughie  Travis's  progress  up  Main  Street  was  little  short  of  triumphal. 
At  every  doorway  a  customer  awaited  him,  and  Minnie  Perfuss  even  met  him  part 
way  across  Wood  Street,  Even  the  few  extra  copies  he  carried  were  gone  before  . 
he  reached  the  Gregory  Hotel,  and  more  customers  were  crying  for  copies  as  he 
raced  back  along  the  sidewalk  for  a  new  supply.  Hughie  wriggled  his  way  through 
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the  crowd  that  jammed  the  little  newspaper  office  and  grinned  at  Mike 
Fleming. 

"Boy,  we  sure  are  doin'  business  today!"  he  exulted. 

Mike  snorted,  "Well,  if  you  see  Timford,  you  better  tell  him  to 
get  back  here  an'  do  his  own  peddlin'.  What  does  he  think  I  am  anyway?"  He 
was  still  grumbling  and  fishing  in  his  trousers  for  change  when  Hughie 
wriggled  out  again.  "You  better  come  back  and  help  anyhow, "  he  called  as  the 
boy  disappeared,  "All  right,  suckers.  Who's  next?" 

Up  at  the  Gregory  Hotel,  Tom  Maxwell  sat  in  his  accustomed  chair 
and  viewed  the  unusual  excitement  along  Main  Street  with  an  amused  grin 
curling -his  grey  whiskers,  "I  hope  you  haven't  disappointed  them,  George, 
They'll  never  forgive  you  if  you  haven't  given  them  their  money's  worth." 

"I  did  that  editorial  you  wanted,  anyway,  "  George  said,  handing 
the  old  man  a  copy  of  the  Independent .  "It  will  be  well  worth  their  money 
if  it  convinces  them  they  ought  to  keep  Bill  Jackson," 

"I  hope  something  will  convince  them  in  time,  George.  I  still 
haven't  thought  of  any  other  way  to  stop  Mrs.  Desmond.  Maybe  if  people 
realize  what  she  is  trying  to  do.  .  .My,  my!  Look  at  that  woman  go!" 

George  leaned  forward  and  followed  the  old  man's  gaze  in  time  to 
see  Minnie  Perfuss  scuttle  up  the  sidewalk  past  White's  drug  store,  every 
stringy  muscle  straining,  a  copy  of  the  Independent  waving  with  each 
desperate  piston  stroke  of  her  thin  arm.  She  banked  sharply  around  Craig's 
Hardware  and  disappeared  in  a  flutter  of  maidenly  garments. 

"A  message  to  Garcia,  no  less, "  Maxwell  chuckled.  "Now  let  me  see 
what  has  caused  all  this  excitement.  He  unfolded  the  paper  quickly,  his  red- 
rimmed  eyes  twinkling  with  anticipation.  A  solid  black  headline  screamed  at 
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him  from  the  front  page. 

DOUBLE  DISASTER  THREATENS 

Fools  and  Fire  Menace 
Peaksville 

"You  make  it  sound  bad,  George.'’ 

"I  think  maybe  it  is  bad,  Mr.  Maxwell. " 

We  are  beginning  to  think  that  Peaksville 
citizens  reserve  Wednesday  nights  to  make  special 
fools  of  themselves,  and  last  night  was  no  ex¬ 
ception.  Perhaps  the  Independent  should  appreciate 
the  news  value  of  this  fact,  but  we  cannot  let  the 
silly  business  go  on  without  making  seme  protest. 

We  still  believe  the  reasonable  people  in  this  town 
should  get  around  to  doing  a  little  thinking. 

We  were  on  out  way  to  a  meeting  of  the  Peaks¬ 
ville  School  Board  last  night  when  the  fire  alam 
sounded,  and  we  went  to  the  fire  instead.  What  we 
saw  wasn’t  pleasant.  In  forty-five  minutes  the 
home  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jack  Brown  on  the  Benton  road 
was  unnecessarily  burned  to  the  ground,  fortunately 
without  loss  of  life. 

We  say  ''unnecessarily''  and  that  is  just  what  we 
mean.  The  volunteer  fire  brigade  did  all  that  was 
humanly  possible,-  and  the  neighbors  rallied  to  a  man, 
but  the  Browns  lost  their  home,  and  we  all  should  be 
thoroughly  ashamed.  The  Town  Council,  and  we,  the 
citizens  of  Peaksville,  burned  down  that  home  as  surely 
as  if  we  had  set  fire  to  it  ourselves.  How  anyone  in 
his  right  mind  could  expect  to  put  out  a  match  with  the 
worn  out  equipment  Mayor  Gordon  and  his  Council  have 
been  pleased  to  call  fire  protection  is  more  than  we 
can  understand.  The  Independent  believes  the  time  has 
come  to  call  a  halt  to  the  utter  stupidity  shown  by  our 
present  representatives.  It  will  be  the  duty  of  all 
Peaksville  citizens  to  see  that  a  change  is  made. 

"I'm  afraid  Mayor  Gordon  will  be  very  annoyed,  George,"  Maxwell 

chuckled.  "He  expects  to  be  elected  again  this  Fall,  you  know." 

"He's  been  in  a  good  deal  too  long  already  if  I  know  anything, " 

Georgo  declared.  "Why,  there  wasn't  even  a  piece  of  hose  that  didn't  leak 

to  use  on  that  one  miserable  chemical  tank,  and  we  had  to  stand  by  and  watch 
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without  anything  to  fight  with.  Do  you  know  that  if  a  fire  started  along 
Main  Street  we  wouldn't  have  a  town  left?  What's  the  matter  with  people  here?” 

"Inertia,  my  boy.  It's  a  common  enough  ailment.  I  used  to  think 
something  could  be  done  about  it,  but  I'm  afraid  I  just  caught  the  disease 
instead,  I'm  not  so  sure  any  more," 

"Well,  something's  got  to  be  done  this  time,"  George  insisted. 

It  is  our  intention  to  attend  the  next  meeting 
of  Council  on  Tuesday  to  demand  that  immediate  steps 
be  taken  to  secure  some  decent  protection  for  our 
homes.  We  shall  expect  you,  the  householders  and 
thinking  citizens  of  Peaksville,  to  be  there  to  back 
us  up.  After  all,  your  home  may  be  the  next  one  to  go. 

"It's  good  strategy  to  appeal  to  their  self-interest,"  Maxwell 

commented,  "but  I  wouldn't  count  on  too  much  active  support.  It  can  never 

happen  here,  George,  until  it  does," 

"I  don't  count  on  anything,  Mr.  Maxwell,  but  at  least  I've  got  to 


try." 


"They'll  squirm,  anyway,  and  that  might  do  some  good.  Now,  let  me 
see  the  rest  of  this." 

After  the  fire  we  checked  up  on  the  School  Board 
meeting,  and  what  we  leared  about  that  isn't  any  more 
comforting.  On  the  very  best  authority  we  understand 
that,  save  for  a  technicality,  Peaksville  would  have 
been  deprived  of  the  services  of  one  of  the  finest 
teachers  we  have  ever  known.  A  delegation,  supposed 
to  be  representative  of  the  parents  of  Peaksville, 
appeared  to  demand  his  dismissal.  We  have  heard  what 
we  believe  to  be  the  truth  about  this  delegation,  and 
in  the  short  time  at  our  disposal  we  endeavoured  to 
find  one  parent  who  had  even  heard  of  it,  and  we  found 
one  -  Mrs.  Clarendon  Desmond,  Chairman  of  the  Board. 

We  interviewed  seventeed  other  parents  who  had  never 
heard  of  the  delegation  and  would  not,  under  any  circum¬ 
stances,  endorse  its  petition. 

We  should  like  to  know  what  is  going  on  in  this 
town  so  newly  saved  for  democracy.  We  should  like  to 
know  if  you,  the  parents  of  Peaksville,  are  prepared  to 
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submit  to  high-handed  dictatorship  in  the  education 
of- your  children.  Above  all,  we  should  like  to 
know  why,  if  this  teacher  is  so  ill-equipped  to 
teach  Peaksville  children,  he  should  have  to  be  fired 
in  answer  to  the  pleas  of  an  abviously  unrepresentative 
delegation  of  people  without  children.  Don't  you  think 
it  is  about  time  you  went  looking  for  a  few  answers? 

A  technicality  prevented  the  immediate  damage;  you  cannot 
depend  on  being  as  lucky  again. 

For  your  information,  the  delegation  was  composed 
of  the  following  members:  Miss  Minnie  Perfuss,  spinster; 

Miss  Harriet  Bliss,  spinster;  Mrs.  J.  P.  Green,  widow; 

Mrs.  0.  Tamworth;  Mr.  Percy  Dicklesworth,  bachelor.  None 
of  these  persons  have  any  known  or  acknowledged  children. 

Board  members  voting  for  dismissal:  Mrs,  Clarendon 
Desmond  and  Mr.  Slim  Early.  Against:  Mr.  Tom  Maxwell. 

"Well,  at  last  I  have  achieved  fame,  George,  I  have  now  seen  my 

name  in  print.  I'm  afraid,  however,  that  some  of  the  others  will  not  be 

unreservedly  delighted.  The  lions  may  not  like  being  bearded, " 

George  yawned  and  reached  for  a  cigarette.  "I've  read  Mr.  Timson's 

editorial  so  often  I've  almost  got  it  memorized, "  he  said.  "Now  I'm  in  his 

shoes,  I  guess  the  same  thing  goes.  You  know  the  part  I  mean:  'And,  as 

always,  if  you've  got  anything  to  beef  about,  we  are  in  our  office  during  the 

usual  business  hours. ' " 

"Inelegant,  of  course, "  Maxwell  murmured,  "but  I  get  your  point. 

The  opposition  may  work  overtime,  however." 

"So  do  I, "  George  said  dryly. 

As  he  spoke,  Bill  Jackson  came  in  the  side  door  and  stamped  across 
the  lobby  with  his  slightly  uneven  tread.  His  face  was  grim,  and  the  thumb 
of  his  right  hand  kept  rubbing  along  the  tips  of  his  fingers  nervously.  His 
nod  to  George  was  absent-minded  as  he  turned  to  Maxwell, 

"This  time  I  know  I'm  going  to  resign,"  he  burst  out. 

The  old  man's  eyebrows  rose  in  undisturbed  surprise.  "I  thought 
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you  were  going  to  wait  until  you  were  asked, "  he  objected  mildly. 

"Well,  I’ve  been  as  good  as  asked  now.  When  one  of  my  own  pupils 
starts  throwing  it  in  my  face  that  I’m  to  be  asked  to  leave,  and  just  laughs 
when  I  tell  her  to  take  that  silly  make-up  off  her  face,  it's  high  time.  .  , " 

"Patricia  Desmond?" 

"Yes.  She  said  her  mother  has  got  my  dismissal  passed  by  the 
School  Board  already,  and  warned  me  I  had  better  be  careful  if  I  wanted  to 
last  until  they  got  someone  else.  You  might  have  said  something  about  it 
this  morning." 

"It  isn't  settled  yet,  Bill,  not  by  any  means." 

"Oh,  I  suppose  they  won't  be  likely  to  get  anyone  before  Christmas, 

but.  .  ." 

"You  know,  Bill,  we're  going  to  have  trouble  with  that  child  if 
something  isn't  done  soon.  You  say  she  had  make-up  on,  eh?  Now  I  wonder 
where  she'd  get  that," 

"Oh,  I  don't  know.  Her  mother,  I  suppose.  I'm  not  stuffy  about  a 
little  lipstick  and  rouge.  Any  girl  that  age  feels  she  has  to  be  grown-up. 

It  was  just  the  way  she  used  it  that  I  objected  to.  Why,  she  looked  like  a 
clown.  The  stuff  was  on  inches  thick." 

"I  see.  Well,  I  suppose  it  is  rather  uncomfortable  for  you,  just 
at  the  moment,  but  I  don't  think  you  ought  to  give  up  just  because  one  child 
turns  out  to  be  a  problem.  Then,  too,  you  can't  desert  your  friends,  you 
know. " 

"What  do  you  mean,  desert  my  friends?  I'm  being  asked  to  leave, 

Tom! " 


"Oh,  I  suppose  some  people  have  mentioned  it.  However,  there's 
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Ernie  Steeves  on  your  side," 

"Without  a  vote," 

"And  I'm  still  trying  to  find  a  way  out.  George, here,  has  written 
quite  an  editorial  on  the  subject.  Maybe  you  had  better  read  it."  He  passed 
the  paper  to  the  teacher  and  turned  back  to  the  window,  "We  can’t  put  up 
much  of  a  fight  if  you  run  out  on  us,  Bill," 

Jackson  read  the  editorial  through  and  then  turned  to  George,  "You 
surely  have  blasted  them, "  he  said  admiringly.  "Did  all  those  people  say  they 
wouldn’t  support  the  petition," 

"As  far  as  I  know,  Bill,  Mrs,  Desmond  is  the  only  one  out  after 
your  hide.  Most  of  the  others  I  talked  to  just  didn’t  know  what  was  going  on. 
I  think  you’ll  find  them  on  your  side  in  the  end,  out  of  hatred  for  being 
bossed  if  for  no  other  reason." 

Bill  looked  disappointed.  "Then  they  really  don't  care  about  me." 

"Well,  out  of  the  seventeed  I  saw,  only  three  had  kids  in  your 
class.  Those  three  wanted  to  do  down  and  tell  her  off.  My  poll  has  j^ou 
winning  three  to  one,  Bill, 

"Of  course,  Mrs,  Desmond  is  still  Chairman  of  the  Board, "  Maxwell 
said,  "but  she  isn't  all  of  it.  You  just  let  us  do  your  worrying  for  you, 

Bill,  and  you  concentrate  on  teaching.  There's  something  at  the  back  of  my 
mind  that  keeps  telling  me  we  can't  lose.  One  of  these  times  I'm  &oing  to 
find  out  what  that  something  is," 

Maxwell's  air  of  confidence,  however,  faded  with  the  disappearance 
of  the  worried  young  teacher,  and  his  whiskers  drooped  in  perplexity  as  he 
looked  across  at  George.  "I  can't  help  feeling  that  there's  something  I've 
missed, "  he  confessed.  "It  does  seem  stupid  to  have  one  woman  setting  us  all 
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on  our  ears.  If  Slim  Early  were  just  a  man.  .  .  We  could  go  over  and  see  him, 
George. " 

"You  could,"  George  amended.  "I  don't  think  I'd  he  much  help,  Mr. 
Maxwell,  After  all,  you  know,  I'm  not  the  most  popular  person  in  Peaksville." 

"Hm,  Perhaps  you're  right.  Yes,  I  suppose  it  would  be  better  if  I 
were  to  see  him  alone  -  tomorrow  morning,  maybe.  We  have  to  try  anything,  but 
I  can't  help  feeling  that  isn't  the  solution."  He  tapped  his  pipe  on  the 
window  sill  and  stuffed  in  fresh  tobacco,  his  eyes  travelling  the  length  of 
Main  Street.  After  a  moment  he  produced  a  match  and  thumbed  it  into  life 
without  looking  at  it.  The  flame  grew  long  and  inched  its  way  closer  to  his 
fingers.  At  the  very  last  second  Maxwell  applied  it  to  the  tobacco  and 
flipped  the  spent  match  into  a  cuspidor.  "I  wonder  what  they  can  be  thinking 
about  out  there, 11  he  muttered,  half  to  himself. 

"How  to  get  our  hides,  most  likely, "  George  told  him, 

"I  wonder." 

In  contrast  to  the  late  afternoon  bustle  of  Main  Street,  the  lobby 
of  the  Gregory  Hotel  was  silent  and  remote.  From  the  wall  clock  came  a  faint 
whirring  of  gears,  a  single  dull  stroke  on  the  cracked  bell  to  signal  four- 
thirty,  and  then  it  was  quiet  again.  Pipe  and  cigarette  combined  to  form  a 
haze  of  smoke  that  hung  like  a  veil  half  way  up  the  window.  A  fly,  fat  and 
satisfied  after  a  good  summer  of  Mrs.  Blake's  cooking,  buzzed  importantly 
and  strutted  across  the  glass.  At  a  quarter  to  five  Hughie  Travis  passed 
the  window  and  a  moment  later  pushed  open  the  hotel  door. 

"well,  we  sure  did  business  today,  Mr.  Timford,  "  Hughie  announced. 
"Mike  says  that  except  for  the  mailing  list  we're  just  about  sold  out.  I 
just  come  -  came  from  helping  him  with  the  customers."  A  missing  tooth  became 
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suddenly  obvious  as  he  grinned  importantly,  "Yes,  sir’  We’re  getting  things 
moving,  all  right’” 

"I  sure  was  luck  in  one  way,  anyhow, ”  George  said  to  Maxwell,  his 
own  grin  matching  the  boy's,  "I  guess  I've  got  the  best  staff  an  editor  ever 
had. " 

"Aw,  you're  kidding,"  Hughie  grinned,  pleased  nonetheless, 

"No,  that's  right,"  George  insisted.  "You  know,  Mr.  Maxwell,  by 
the  time  Mr.  Timson  gets  back  we're  going  to  have  things  really  humming.  You 
just  wait  and  see , " 

"Then  he  -  Mr.  Timson  -  isn't  going  to  sell  the  Independent  after 
all!"  the  boy  exclaimed,  "Gosh,  you  sure  have  taken  a  load  off  my  mind," 

The  two  men  exchanged  puzzled  glances.  'What's  all  this  about, 
Hughie?"  Maxwell  asked, 

"Well,  a  while  ago, "  Hughie  began,  "I  asked  Mr. Timson  if  he  wanted 
to  sell  out,  and  he  said  he  didn't,  so  I  asked  him  if  he'd  wait  until  I  got 
out  of  school  before  he  did  anything  like  that,  and  he  said  he  would.  .  ,  " 

"That  sounds  very  fair, "  the  old  man  agreed, 

"Well,  and  then,  when  I  was  in  Craig's  Hardware  gettin'  -  getting 
some  new  batteries  for  my  flashlight, well,  Mr.  Craig  and  Mr.  Martin  and  -  and 
some  other  men  were  talking,  and  Mr.  Craig  said  if  it  was  all  right  with  them 
he  was  going  to  go  right  up  to  the  hospital  and  buy  the  Independent  lock,  stock 
and  barrel, " 

"Well!" 

"They  didn't  know  I  was  listening,"  Hughie  said,  "and  I  wasn't 
really,  but  I  couldn't  help  hearing  what  they  said,  and  I  didn't  think  Mr. 
Timson  would  do  it  -  only  I  guess  he  is  pretty  sick.  Gee,  I'm  sure  glad  to 
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find  out  it  isn't  true!" 

"I  think  you  may  be  assured  Mr,  Timson  will  hold  to  his  bargain, " 
Maxwell  assured  the  boy.  He  watched  Hughie  go  out  and  turned  to  George,  a 
look  that  was  almost  triumphant  in  his  eyes.  "We  can't  lose  after  that," 
he  declared  seriously.  "That  boy  is  Peaksville  as  it's  going  to  be,  and  you 
and  I  are  going  to  see  he  gets  his  chance  at  the  Independent ;  but  first  of 
all  he's  going  to  be  in  Bill  Jackson's  class  next  year J " 
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Chapter  15 


The  warm  winds  from  the  mountain  pass  continued  to  blow 
through  Thursday  night,  and  even  increased  in  intensity;  but  when  George 
rose  in  the  morning  and  stepped  outside  his  little  shack,  he  found  the  sky 
thinly  overcast  and  the  mountains  invisible  behind  a  curtain  of  mist.  In  the 
east  the  rising  sun  struggled  to  penetrate  the  haze  until  the  whole  eastern 
half  of  the  sky  glowed  like  frosted  glass.  When  George  turned  to  the  pump, 
he  found  a  new  fall  of  leaves  had  carpeted  the  pump- stand  in  red  and  brown 
and  yellow-gold.  His  big  paws  scattering  the  leaves,  Dinty  sniffed  busily 
as  George  pumped. 

"You'd  better  sniff  while  you've  got  the  chance,"  George  told  him. 
"If  this  warm  weather  isn't  about  over,  I  mi3s  my  guess.  One  of  these  days 
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you’ll  be  up  to  your  furry  nose  in  snow.  Now  come  on  in  and  get  your  break¬ 
fast.  You  ought  to  eat  at  least  one  meal  at  home.11 

The  dog  agreed  instantly  and  scurried  to  the  shack  door,  his  big 
ears  drooping  as  he  waited  for  George  to  catch  up,  Man  and  dog  went  inside, 
and  fresh  smoke  billowed  from  the  stovepipe  that  angled  through  the  wall  and 
turned  sharply  up  past  the  sloping  roof.  Half  an  hour  later  they  reappeared 
and  started  along  the  path  that  led  to  town,  Dinty  describing  busy  circles 
with  George  as  the  moving  centre.  They  cut  through  the  hospital  grounds  and 
on  to  Mountain  Street,  then  through  a  vacant  lot  to  the  Hjalmers'  back  door. 
Dinty  bounded  ahead  and  scratched  on  the  door,  and  Sven  opened  it  and  was 
grinning  his  wide  grin  as  George  walked  up. 

"Iss  something  to  see  you  once  a  day,  anyhow, ”  the  big  man  boomed. 
"Yean’  Iss  Yorge  and  Dinty’  —  You  got  yust  time  for  coffee,  eh?" 

"I  don’t  think  I  should  stop,  Sven  -  not  every  morning.  After  all, 
I  do  bring  Dinty  here  every  day,  but  that  doesn’t  mean  I've  got  to  give  Mrs. 
Hjalmer  bother  with  me  as  well." 

"Iss  yust  time,"  Sven  decided.  Ignoring  George’s  regular  protest, 
Sven  took  his  arm  with  one  big  hand  and  guided  him  into  the  kitchen,  where 
Dinty  was  already  accepting  without  protest  the  favors  of  Mrs.  Hjalmer.  "Ten 
minutes  we  got, "  he  told  his  wife. 

"Iss  plenty  time, "  she  agreed,  and  poured  two  cups  of  milky-brown 
coffee.  "You  could  eat  maybe  something  too,  Yorge?" 

"Gee,  I  just  had  breakfast,  Mrs.  Hjalmer,  and  so  did  Dinty,  though 
he  doesn't  act  like  it.  Mo  wonder  he's  getting  too  fat.  I  would  too  if  I 
were  living  here." 

"Iss  still  3pare  room, "  Jean  Hjalmer  offered.  "Iss  place  for  you 
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when  somebody  buys  the  shack  up." 

"By  Yoseph,  then  I  make  him  put  my  name  in  hiss  paper! "  Sven  said. 
"Iss  society  people,  uss,  then."  He  screwed  up  his  face  to  simulate  his  im¬ 
pression  of  society  at  its  best.  "J\mong  those  present  iss  Mr,  Sven  Hjalmer, 
beautiful  in  brand  new  overalls  with  brass  buttons  and  trademark.  Mrs.  Hjalmer 
iss  pouring  tea."  One  huge  paw  gestured  in  the  air,  little  finger  rigidly  at 
right  angles,  and  then  his  big  frame  shook  with  laughter.  "Iss  quitting  this 
morning, "  he  announced,  "Iss  Sven  Hjalmer,  society  editor  -  eh,  Yorge?" 

"Sure,"  George  agreed  grinning,  "but  I  think  you’d  better  wait  until 
I  get  the  shack  sold.  I  haven’t  managed  to  get  a  buyer  yet,  though  Mr.  Brander 
was  up  looking  over  the  place,  I  hear.  I  suppose  there  may  be  somebody  around 
pretty  soon." 

"Iss  not  good  to  sell,"  Sven  objected.  "Then  you  don’t  have  no  place 
left.  Iss  best  to  have  some  place." 

"Oh,  I’ll  get  along  all  right  above  the  shop."  He  rose  with  Sven 
and  started  for  the  door.  "Besides,  I  won't  have  to  get  up  so  early  to  get  to 
work  on  time.  Thanks  for  the  coffee,  Mrs.  Hjalmer." 

"Iss  always  welcome, "  she  smiled, 

George  stepped  outside  and  Sven  joined  him  a  moment  later.  "By 
Yoseph,  you  should  have  wife,  Yorge, "  the  big  man  declared.  "Iss  getting 
married  soon,  maybe?" 

"I  don't  think  there’s  much  danger  of  that.  Right  now  I've  got  to 
get  the  Independent  on  its  feet.  Until  that's  done  I  don't  see  how  I'll  have 
much  money  to  throw  around.  Maybe  I'd  better  get  one  fight  off  my  hands  before 
starting  another.  Say,  it  does  look  like  it's  getting  ready  to  storm,  doesn't 
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"Iss  maybe  big  storm  coming  for  you,"  Sven  said  seriously.  "Iss 
people  don't  like  Independent . 

"You're  darned  right  there  are,"  George  laughed.  "They  don't  like 
anything  that  does  Peaksville  any  good,  but  I  don't  think  they'll  be  too 
dangerous.  Mr.  Timson  was  just  too  easy  with  them.  They'll  squawk  a  bit, 
but  they  won't  try  anything  more," 

"Not  Walter  Morgan,  maybe?  Iss  talking  plenty." 

"Aw,  you  know  him  -  a  big  windbag.  I  suppose  he  isn't  happy  about 
losing  his  extract  business." 

"Iss  plenty  mad.  It  don't  hurt  you  to  watch  out." 

Thev  had  reached  Mill  Street  and  paused  for  a  moment  on  the  comer. 
Sven's  big  face  was  twisted  into  a  frown  of  worry.  George  grinned  at  him. 
"Don't  worry  about  Walter,  Sven,"  he  said  as  the  mill  whistle  cut  into  the 
morning  air.  "That's  one  fellow  I've  really  got  taped." 

Sven  shook  his  head  and  started  across  to  work  while  George  turned 
east  on  Mill  Street  toward  the  Independent .  Behind  the  Elks'  Hall  the  sun 
was  at  last  mastering  the  overcase  and  it  looked  as  though  the  day  would  be 
fine  after  all. 

"Mike  Fleming  dragged  himself  into  the  shop  a  few  minutes  after 
nine,  his  eyes  bloodshot  and  heavy.  He  hun  his  hat  in  the  back  shop  and  then 
came  to  lean  heavily  in  the  office  doorway,  waiting  until  George  finished  his 
column  of  figures.  "I  got  a  notion  you  ain't  going  to  have  much  time  for 
that  stuff  today,"  he  said,  "not  after  yesterday's  paper.  The  way  I  hear  it, 
some  of  the  big  shots  didn't  like  it  much." 

"They  weren't  supposed  to,  Mike.  There'll  be  a  good  many  other 
things  they  won't  like  before  I'm  through.  What  were  you  hearing  about  it?" 


.IIS 

-  '  .  IeLfoi'193  oxsa  n&vL  tuo^  iol  gnxmoo  urioda  gxd  od^cm  aal" 

1  .  t.r  .  i 

1  .  .  -  :  "  .bedginxE  agiosi)  M  tor6  oieiid  ddgin  bsrrcsb  ©i 1  uro¥H 

[  JLE’^orii  Snx.'j  d'ciob  ]  ,  ' :  J.  3 sob  J-jerfd-  gnirid^iKi 

1  ,  ‘  .  ww  noemcT  ,iM  .awoisaneb 

51 .  “1.“  J.flj-.;rii5  x'£4  J 1  xo'fi  id  dud 
.  .  u  '.'j.ii&sj  <nsg*xc  isdls.*  dolti11 

'  I  ,  -  Vfejgi  -UQ%  «wAm 

'  .£  :s>.  ic  d  doxidxs  aid  gniaol 
”,  ,  jr  cd  "O'  It'.  d’:  ;b  :M  .if  i  Ydnelq  aal” 

:  -:  -;i  ;*s,  dne-norn  e  nol  beer;  f  tos"  .  £1,  bsdOBSi  bsri  vadT 

! 

bi.se  c  tft9vd  /xodlsW  dnods  THOW  d»noa« 

1  1 

-r/iosO  sliflvr  :hov  od  saoxos  bod-XBde  bat.  bseri  aid  doo^a  nev2 

’  11  '  J  -  ./  c  ad..'  ;  .lx  31 J8  Ilii  no  dsso 

.  .  J>  •  J£Cl  ■  2£W 

,11  .a  nsdls  soli 

t  sod  e  ■  oi<.  a  iJ  o.j  i  lisa  lid  t: ;  ru>  T  ni  ~*i  .  ©jU.I" 

t 

ilui  ©:  :  .  ■  lid  u  grixJixv  €^pvrxoc-'  asi  1c  odd  rti  ^livrsd  asol  od  9M£0 

' 

«  .  v.  *r  J  -i  "  ,bx^.  t-.i  M  <  ££bod  lloda  dsrfd 

.  ::  '  •.  i  '  'a  : '  1<  9ffTOO 

1  ,  •  aan si#  vodT” 

.  -i ox  ’  1  ••*;  tirfx  i  ‘now  v.edl  egnidd 


212. 


"Aw,  nothin*  much.  Jim  Dyer  says  Gordon  is  all  set  to  fix  you  for 
what  j^ou  said  about  him.  He’s  thinkin*  about  gettin'  elected  again,  most 
likely.  There  was  some  other  ones  too." 

"Well,  they  know  where  to  find  me,  Mike." 

"Yeah.  Well,  it  ain't  my  funeral."  He  fumbled  for  his  tobacco  and 
papers,  his  hands  shaking  a  little,  and  then  steadied  himself  and  rolled  a 
cigarette.  Once  lighted,  the  cigarette  drooped  from  the  comer  of  his  mouth, 
as  weary  as  Mike  himself.  "Bert  Williams  wants  five  hundred  more  blotters,  " 
he  said  casually.  "I  suppose  I  might  as  well  do  'em  this  morning." 

George  swung  around  in  his  chair.  "Say,  that's  all  right,  Mike I 
He  must  have  really  liked  the  others.  It  looks  as  though  we  can  still  give 
good  printing  at  the  right  price." 

"If  the  customers  don't  know  any  better  I  guess  it's  all  right.  I 
got  some  other  things  too  -  little  stuff.  It  come  in  when  you  were  out." 

Mike  turned  and  shuffled  back  into  the  shop,  leaving  George  to  his  books. 

The  usual  quiet  of  a  Peaksville  Driday  morning  hung  like  a  blanket 
over  Main  Street  until  almost  noon,  and  Mike  had  already  gone  for  his  dinner 
before  the  first  of  the  day's  visitors  interrupted  George's  unskilful  disen¬ 
tangling  of  the  Independent's  accounts.  The  man  was  a  scrawny,  middle-aged 
Indian  whom  George  recognized  as  one  of  the  men  who  had  squatted  before  a 
teepee  the  Saturday  before.  He  proffered  George  a  note  written  on  brown  paper 
and  signed  by  Chief  Little  Wolf.  George  read  its  contents  and  frowned. 

"Walter  Morgan  again,  eh?  I  thought  he'd  have  taken  the  hint  last 
Saturday.  I  suppose  I  should  have  known  better.  Well.  .  . "  He  looked  up  at 
the  Indian  who  stood  motionless  just  inside  the  door.  "You  can  tell  Chief 
Little  Wolf  I'll  look  into  it,  but  it  may  take  a  little  time.  Morgan  must  have 
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things  pretty  well  organized  by  now,  and  I  don't  want  to  get  any  of  your 
boys  in  trouble.  Is  the  Chief  in  town  now?" 

The  Indian  shook  his  head.  "River, "  he  said,  jerking  his  thumb 
vaguely  westward. 

"Can  I  get  in  touch  with  him  if  I  need  to?" 

"I  come."  The  quiet  voice  was  flat  and  matter-of-fact. 

"Okay.  Come  back  on  Monday  if  you  can  make  it.  I'll  do  the  best 
I  can  in  the  meantime.  One  way  or  another  we've  got  to  stop  Morgan." 

"Jail?"  A  delicate  ear  might  have  detected  a  faint  hopefulness  in 
the  single  word. 

"It's  the  place  for  him,  all  right,"  George  agreed. 

A  little  before  one  o'clock  Mike  came  back  to  the  shop,  bringing 
with  him  the  day's  mail.  Included  in  the  lot  was  a  letter  from  Mrs.  Conroy. 
George  grinned  and  tore  open  the  envelope.  There  was  no  letter  inside.  A 
plain  piece  of  paper  enclosed  a  cheque  for  twenty  dollars.  George  whistled. 

"Well *  What  do  you  know'.  I'll  bet  that's  more  money  than  Mr. 

Timson  ever  got  out  of  her." 

"Maybe  it's  more  than  he  ever  asked  for,"  Mike  said. 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"She  barks  a  lot,"  Mike  said,  "but  I  ain't  ever  seen  her  bite 
anybody  yet.  Henry  seemed  to  get  along  with  her." 

"You  know,"  George  confessed,  "I've  been  wondering  about  her  since 
she  came  in  the  other  day.  Do  the  women  here  still  buy  their  hats  in  Benton?" 

"They  do  if  they  got  the  money. " 

"Does  she.  .?"  George  began,  and  broke  off.  Mike  had  gone  back  into 
the  shop.  George  shrugged  and  reached  for  his  hat,  changed  his  mind,  and 
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went  out  as  he  was.  His  face  bore  a  puzzled  frown  as  he  angled  across  Main 
Street  to  Soong  Yee's. 

It  was  still  too  early  for  Mary  to  be  on  duty,  and  Soong  Yee  himself 
took  his  order.  When  he  returned  with  the  food,  the  little  Chinaman  set  the 
dishes  on  the  table  and  then  waited  until  George  looked  up. 

"Independent  velly  good  paper, "  Soon  Yee  declared  in  his  best 
oriental  English.  "Velly  good,  but  dengelous.  You  watch,  eh?" 

"What  do  you  mean,  Soong  Yee?"  George  asked. 

"You  maybe  watch,  night  time.  Maybe  all  talk,  maybe  not.  You 
watch,  eh?"  The  little  man  smiled,  his  eyes  on  the  mirror  as  the  door  opened, 

George  looked  up  the  length  of  the  restaurant.  Walter  Morgan  was 
climbing  on  a  stool  close  to  the  door.  "Why  yes,  I  guess  you  know  what's 
best,  Soon  Yee.  Yeah,  I'll  take  raisin  pie,"  George  said. 

He  ate  slowly,  his  brain  tired  from  his  unaccustomed  work  on  Henry 
Timson's  haphazard  books.  He  was  half  way  through  his  raisin  pie  when  Walter 
Morgan  slid  from  his  stool  and  sauntered  out.  A  moment  later  Mary  Cameron 
came  in  from  the  back,  her  fingers  busy  with  the  ties  of  her  blue  smock. 

"I  just  walked  down  this  far  with  Mr.  Brander,  "  she  said,  smiling 
at  him.  "He  was  on  his  way  to  see  you,  he  said." 

"I  should  have  been  back  before  this, "  George  admitted,  "but  I 
didn't  want  to  leave  before  the  dessert." 

"Oh,  didn't  you  get  any?  Well,  we've  got.  .  . " 

"I  thought  I  might  see  you  a  minute.  It  does  make  dinner  awfully 
late,  though." 

"I'll  speak  to  Soong  Yee  about  it,"  Mary  promised.  "Maybe  he'll 
let  me  start  at  twelve  instead  of  two.  You  can  manage  breakfast  by  yourself, 
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can  you?" 

"I'll  have  to  think  about  that.  Say,  what  is  the  score  on  Mrs, 
Conroy,  Mary?  We  got  a  cheque  from  her  today,  and  Mike  just  seemed  sort  of 
disgusted  about  it.  Do  you  think  Mr.  Timson  had  some  sort  of  deal  with  her 
or  something?" 

"Why  don't  you  ask  him?" 

"Oh,  I  will  when  I  think  of  it,  but  the  last  few  times  I've  been 
up  to  the  hospital  we've  been  talking  other  business  and  -  well,  I  thought 
maybe  you ' d  know  something  about  it . " 

"I  know  she  makes  the  best  hats  I've  seen,"  Mary  said,  "and  sells 
them  on  credit  more  often  than  not.  She  brings  her  lunch  in  that  knitting  bag 
she  carries  and  eats  it  in  the  back  of  the  shop,  though  she  probably  wouldn't 
admit  it.  I  don't  think  she  ever  sent  out  a  bill  to  anybody." 

"From  what  I  hear  she  knows  everybody's  business." 

"Yes,  I  suppose  she  does.,  It's  cheaper  than  going  to  the  movies." 
She  started  to  clear  up  the  dishes  as  George  rose.  "Mr.  Brander  seemed  to  be 
in  quite  a  hurry,  George," 

J.  Fred  Brander  was  in  a  hurry,  George  found,  when  he  got  back  to 
the  office  of  the  Independent  and  saw  the  plump  little  man  leap  from  the 
station  armchair  to  meet  him,  eyes  snapping  to  attention  in  a  round  cherub 
face,  short,  fat  little  fingers  grasping  George's  hand  in  a  quick,  business¬ 
like  jerk.  "I'm  Brander,"  he  announced  briskly,  "J.  Fred  Brander,  real  estate 
and  insurance,  a  -  a  newcomer,  you  might  say,  but  settling  down  in  this  great 
little  town.  Yes,  sir!  A  great  little  town  this  Peaksville,  Mr.  Timford,  a 
great  little  town!" 

"I've  heard  of  you,  of  course,  Mr.  Brander.  Won't  you  sit  down?" 
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"Ah  -  yes."  The  real  estate  man  backed  up  toward  the  chair,  one 
hand  smoothing  his  sandy  hair  in  a  gesture  that  was  ten  years  too  late.  “Well, 
Mr.  Tirnford,  I  guess  you’re  a  busy  man  just  as  I  am  -  especially  these  days, 
eh?  Ha  ha  ha!  Yes,  sir,  you  can't  let  any  grass  grow  in  Peaksville!  Well, 
then,  we  better  get  right  down  to  business,  I  understand  you  are  thinking  of 
selling  your  -  ah  -  domicile,  Mr.  Tirnford." 

"I  am  trying  to  sell  my  shack, "  George  admitted. 

"Ah  -  yes.  Well  sir,  real  estate's  my  business,  so  I'll  get  right 
to  it,"  He  paused  and  regarded  George  from  under  reddish  eyebrows.  "You  got 
any  figure  in  mind  for  the  -  ah  -  property?" 

"I  hadn't  thought  too  definitely  about  it.  Naturally  I  want  to  get 
all  I  can. " 

"Ah  -  yes.  Well,  Mr.  Tirnford,  I've  been  up  to  view  the  -  ah  - 
residence  and  my  t  ah  -  client  is  also  familiar  with  the  -  ah  -  location.  It 
is  rather  out  of  the  -  ah  -  main  stream,  of  course." 

"It  isn't  too  close  to  town, "  George  agreed. 

"Ah  -  yes.  However,  my  client  has  authorized  me  to  make  an  offer 
for  the  house  and  property  of  -  ah  -  five  hundred  dollars  -  five  hundred 
dollars,  Mr.  Tirnford." 

"I  see." 

"Of  course,  Peaksville  is  growing,  Mr.  Tirnford,  and  the  possi¬ 
bilities  are  -  ah  -  unlimited,  but  the  -  ah  -  development  is  not  likely  to 
be  in  that  -  ah  direction.  Under  the  circumstances  it  seems  a  very  -  ah  - 
fair  offer,  Mr.  Tirnford. 

"I  would  like  to  think  it  over, "  George  said. 

"Ah  -  yes.  By  all  means.  My  client  would  like  the  -  ah  -  final 
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word  by,  say,  the  middle  of  -  ah  -  next  week.  Thank  you  very  much,  Mr. 

Timf ord, "  He  reached  for  the  briefcase  on  the  floor  beside  him  and  bounced 
to  his  feet,  "I  have  -  ah  -  enjoyed  meeting  you,  Mr.  Timford,  and  now  I 
must  -  ah  -  get  along."  Again  he  jerked  his  fat  little  hand  at  George. 

"By  the  way,  Mr.  Brander,  you  took  over  all  Mr.  Graham's  insurance 
business,  didn't  you?" 

"Ah  -  yes  I  did,  Mr.  Tirnford.  A  very  fine  man,  Mr.  Graham  -  ah  - 
a  great  loss  to  Peaksville  when  he  -  ah  -  decided  to  move.  I  -  ah  -  endeavor 
to  carry  on,  you  mi^ht  say. " 

"Then  you'll  have  the  Independent ' s  policies,  I  imagine.  I  don't 
want  to  bother  Mr.  Timson  at  the  moment,  you  understand,  but  I  would  like  to 
be  sure  that  the  premiums  are  paid  and  everything  is  in  order." 

"Ah  -  yes,  but  there  is  no  insurance  on  these  -  ah  -  premises  at 
present,  you  know." 

"None  at  all?" 

"Mr.  Timson  allowed  his  policy  to  -  ah  -  lapse  last  year,  Mr, 
Timford.  He  has  been  taking  the  -  ah  -  risk  himself." 

"He  couldn't  have  got  any  insurance  anywhere  else,  could  he?" 

"Ah  -  no,  I  believe  not.  He  -  ah  -  assured  me  that  when  he  again 
wished  to  insure  his  -  ah  -  premises,  he  would  see  me." 

"Have  you  any  idea  how  much  insurance  he  used  to  carry?" 

"I  think  my  -  ah  -  records  will  show  that,  Mr.  Timford.  Is  there 
anything  you  wish  to  do  about  it  at  this  -  ah  -  time?" 

"You're  darned  right  there  is,"  George  declared.  "I'd  like  you  to 
make  the  insurance  effective  from  today.  Then,  if  you'll  dig  out  your  figures, 
I'll  be  over  to  your  office  first  thing  in  the  morning  -  and  I'll  let  you  know 
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about  the  shack  then,  too." 

"Ah  -  yes.  Well,  let  me  thank  you  again,  Mr,  Tirnford.  It  will 
be  a  -  ah  -  pleasure  to  handle  any  business  you  may  care  to  -  ah  -  send  my 
way.  Now,  I  know  you  are  -  ah  -  just  as  busy  as  I  am,  Mr.  Tirnford.  Good  - 
ah  -  afternoon."  He  grasped  his  briefcase  in  one  hand,  his  hat  in  the  other, 
juggled  them  a  moment,  flipped  his  hat  on  his  head,  opened  the  door  and  was 
gone, 

Mike  stuck  his  head  in  from  the  shop.  "Them  extra  blotters  is 
ready,"  he  said.  "You  was  sayin'  something  about  takin'  them  over  yourself, 
weren’t  you?" 

"Ah  -  yes,"  George  said,  and  grinned.  "Yeah,  I'll  be  going  over 
that  way  a  little  later,  Mike," 

There  was  still  more  work  to  be  done  on  the  books,  however,  and 
George  was  settling  somewhat  unwillingly  to  work  when  Peaksville's  only 
Cadillac  rolled  to  a  stop  in  front  of  the  building  and  Mayor  Gordon  moved 
majestically  up  the  steps  and  into  the  office.  He  was  a  tall,  heavy-set  man 
in  his  late  fifties  whose  ample  paunch  seemed  specially  to  fit  with  dignity 
into  the  tropical  grey  picture  of  the  successful  politician.  As  he  stood  in 
the  middle  of  the  floor,  his  hands  half  inside  his  jacket  pockets,  his  prominent, 
heavy-lidded  eyes  and  sagging  jowls  gave  an  almost  bloodhound  mournfulness  to 
the  sallow  square  of  his  face. 

"George. " 

"Yes,  Mr.  Gordon?" 

"Mayor  Gordon, "  His  Worship  corrected.  "George,  my  boy,  I  have  read 
yesterday' s  Independent. " 

"I  have  read  it,  George,  and  I  do  not  like  it.  The  insinuations 
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it  contained  did  not  meet  with  my  approval." 

"I  wasn’t  aware  of  any  insinuations,"  George  said.  "As  a  matter 
of  fact,  I  thought  I  made  everything  very  plain." 

"I  am  not  here  to  quibble,  George.  I  am  here  to  give  you  a  friendly 
word  of  advice.  There  is  no  room  in  Peaksville,  George,  for  such  ill-considered 
remarks,  especially  so  close  to  election  time.  I  do  not  wish  to  have  them 
repeated. " 

"Then  I  presume  you're  going  to  do  something  about  the  fire-fighting 
equipment?" 

"The  expenditures  of  Peaksville  are  not  the  concern  of  you,  George, 
nor  of  the  Independent .  The  Council  and  I  were  elected  to  handle  all  matters 
of  business.  We  propose  to  do  just  that.  At  this  moment  I  do  not  see  that 
we  are  in  a  position  to  make  large  committments  for  low  priority  items." 

"You  mean  you  aren’t  going  to  do  anything.  I  hope  you  have  a  better 
answer  than  that  on  Tuesday  night." 

"I  do  not  think  your  presence  would  be  particularly  helpful  on 
Tuesday  night,  George.  I  would  suggest  that  you  find  something  else  to  do." 

"Now  really,  Mayor,  you  don't  expect  to  have  things  as  easy  as  that, 
do  you?  The  Independent  meant  what  it  said,  I'm  afraid,  and  I  will  be  there 
on  Tuesday  night,  with  as  many  other  Peaksville  citizens  as  I  can  persuade  to 
come.  One  of  these  days  a  fire  will  start  on  Main  Street,  and  half  the  town 
will  go  up  in  smoke.  I've  fought  fire  bombs  in  the  air  force,  Mr.  Gordon, 
but  we  had  something  better  than  a  leaky  hose  and  one  piddling  chemical  tank. 

One  fire  could  cost  a  hundred  times  the  price  of  a  little  decent  equipment. 

It's  just  common  sense." 


"I'm  not  asking  for  advice,  George;  I  am  giving  it.  You  should  know 
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that  we  haven’t  room  in  Peaksville  for  radicals  and  trouble  makers.  The 
sooner  you  remember  that,  the  better  for  you,  I  hope  I  am  clear  enough," 

"Like  a  crystal,"  George  said,  "and  you’re  the  second  person  to 
suggest  there  is  no  room  in  Peaksville  for  me.  Whether  you  like  it  or  not, 
Mayor  Gordon,  I  have  found  a  place  in  Peaksville,  and  for  the  next  few  months 
the  Independent  will  be  in  my  care.  If  I  do  not  consider  the  affairs  of  Peaks¬ 
ville  are  being  run  in  the  interest  of  its  citizens,  then  it  is  my  right  and 
duty  to  say  so,  and  I  intend  to.  No  one  will  wheedle  or  threaten  me  out  of 
it.  I  thought  you'd  know  me  better  than  that,  Mayor." 

Mayor  Gordon  frowned,  his  mouth  a  tight  line.  "You  will  regret 
this,  Timford.  You  are  not  up  against  an  ordinary  citizen  this  time,  you 
know,  I  am  mayor  of  Peaksville,  and  as  Mayor  I  warn  you:  one  repetition  of 
yesterday's  offensive  language,  or  one  more  move  such  as  you  have  threatened 
for  Tuesday  night,  and  out  you  go.  I  can  assure  you  I  have  the  means  at  my 
command.  You  might  think  that  over."  Mayor  Gordon  opened  the  door  and  stepped 
outside,  moving  with  dignity  down  the  steps  to  the  street. 

"Maybe  the  next  mayor  won't  look  at  it  that  way,  George  called  after 
him.  "Gee  you  on  Tuesday,  Mayor'." 

The  Cadillac's  motor  roared  with  unaccustomed  violence  and  a  shower 
of  gravel  burst  from  its  wheels  as  it  jerked  into  motion. 

"Smart,  ain't  you?"  Mike's  voice  came  from  the  door  into  the  shop. 
"That  old  goat  ain't  so  dumb,  you  know.  You  get  his  back  up  and  he'll  think 
of  some  way  to  get  even  -  legal,  too.  You  can't  chase  out  all  the  chiselers, 
you  know,  unless  you  want  Peaksville  all  to  yourself." 

"I*m  betting  it  different  than  that,  Mike." 

"Yeah.  Well,  it  ain't  my  funeral.  A  printer  can  always  get  a  job." 
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Kike  shuffled  back  into  the  shop  and  George  sat  down  at  the 
cluttered  desk,  his  list  of  accounts  receivable  growing  longer  and  longer. 

"The  man  must  never  have  sent  out  a  bill, "  he  muttered  as  he  closed  the  ledger 
and  began  to  total  the  columns.  "No  wonder  the  Independent  is  going  broke." 

Outside,  the  sun  burned  into  the  dust  of  Main  Street  and  the  straight 
lines  of  buildings  wavered  snake-like  in  the  heat  haze.  Inside  the  office 
the  air  was  stagnant  as  well  as  hot,  and  George  felt  himself  nodding  over  his 
books.  At  four  o’clock  he  gave  up  and  went  out  to  the  shop,  picked  up  the 
blotters  for  Bert  Williams  and  drifted  up  the  street  to  the  Toggery  Shop. 

Bert  himself  was  lounging  in  one  of  his  chromium  and  red  leather  chairs.  His 
colorless  assistant  was  nowhere  to  be  seen. 

"I’m  beginning  to  sympathize  with  Slim  Early,"  Bert  said.  "He  must 
be  scorching  over  in  his  hardware.  I  got  this  place  insulated  when  I  fixed 
it  up,  but  you’d  never  know  it  on  a  day  like  this." 

"You're  lucky  you  aren't  down  east,"  George  told  him.  "It  doesn't 
even  get  cool  a  nights  there.  I  brought  the  rest  of  your  blotters.  You  must 
have  had  a  run  on  them  during  the  week." 

"The  kids  are  crazy  about  them.  There  weren't  any  during  the  war, 
of  course,  and  most  of  the  kids  don't  remember  much  before  that.  I  thought 
I  ought  to  have  some  for  the  farm  kids  tomorrow.  After  all,  you  know,  it's 
the  farm  business  that  keeps  this  town  rolling.  How's  Henry  doing?" 

"All  right,  as  long  as  he  doesn't  try  to  exert  himself.  It'll  be 
a  while  before  he  can  get  back  to  the  paper. 

"Yes,  I  suppose  so,  I  had  hoard  he  was  going  to  sell  it." 

"Ollie  should  have  asked  me,"  George  grinned.  "I  could  have  told 
him  it  wouldn't  be  as  easy  as  that.  By  the  way,  I  put  the  bill  in  with  that 
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package  of  blotters,  and  there's  an  item  or  two  outstanding  from  a  while 
back.  Monday  will  be  soon  enough  for  the  cheque." 

"Oh,  sure, "  Bert  Williams  agreed  hastily.  "I  guess  I  must  have  just 
overlooked  it  before." 

"Probably,"  George  said.  The  chimes  played  gently  as  he  opened  the 
door  and  went  out. 

On  the  way  back  to  the  office  he  stopped  in  at  the  Coffee  Shop  for 
a  coke,  sitting  on  the  front  stool  as  far  away  from  the  wurlitzer  as  possible, 
a  dozen  teen-agers  were  crowded  aroung  the  machine,  exchanging  nickels  for  the 
violent  cacophonies  of  the  latest  dance  tunes.  The  counter  itself  was  unoccu¬ 
pied  save  for  George  himself  and  a  slim  blonde  girl  who  was  reading  a  comic 
section  and  tapping  absently  on  the  counter  with  long,  blood-red  nails.  George 
remembered  seeing  her  somewhere  before,  and  then  turned  his  back  on  her  and 
looked  out  across  Main  Street  to  where  Mrs.  Conroy  was  washing  the  tiny  window 
of  her  hat  shop.  George  frowned,  finished  his  drink,  and  went  outside  again. 

He  was  about  to  close  the  door  of  his  office  when  he  noticed  that  the  blonde 
girl  had  followed  him  and  was  coming  up  the  steps.  He  held  the  door  for  her 
and  she  brushed  past  him  as  she  came  in,  a  faint  trace  of  perfume  hanging  in 
the  air  when  she  had  passed.  Long,  perfect  legs  and  slim  ankles  became  very 
apparent  as  she  sank  into  the  station  armchair.  She  settled  back  easily  and 
smiled  as  George  closed  the  door. 

"We-ell,  so  you're  George  Timford!  I  thought  you  were  when  you 
came  into  the  Coffee  Shop,  but  I  couldn't  be  sure  until  I  saw  you  coming  in 
here.  You  know,  you  don't  look  like  the  villain  I've  heard  about.  The  way 
father  spoke  I  thought  you  must  be  a  frightful  creature,  maybe  even  with  horns, 
but  you're  really  quite  cute.  You're  dark,  of  course,  and  that  may  account 
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for  it." 

"Account  for  what?"  George  asked. 

"Oh,  they  say  opposites  attract,  you  know." 

"You  said  something  about  your  father?" 

"Oh,  you'll  know  him,  of  course  -  the  Reverend  William  Cappy?" 

"I  have  seen  him. " 

"And  I'm  Sylvia  Cappy.  I  thought  you  newspaper  people  knew 
everybody. " 

"I  haven't  been  in  the  business  too  long,  you  know, "  George  said. 
"Was  there  something  you  wanted,  Mss  Cappy?" 

Sylvia  smiled  at  George,  her  blue  eyes  taking  inventory.  "I'm 
afraid  my  father  isn't  the  least  bit  pleased  with  you,"  she  told  him. 

"I  don't  think  many  people  are  pleased  with  me.  Has  he  any  special 

reason?" 

'Well,  you  can't  expect  a  minister  to  like  the  kind  of  editorials 
you  write,  you  know.  Father  was  simply  furious,  but  that  was  nothing  to 
the  way  he  was  when  he  found  you'd  left  out  his  church  announcement.  You'd 
better  not  do  that  again,  you  know. " 

"I  suppose  he'll  be  coming  down  to  see  me,  then." 

"Oh  no.  Father  never  fights  about  anything,  you  know.  He  sent  me 
down  to  tell  you  he  expects  his  announcement  back  in  its  regular  place  next 
week.  You've  no  idea  what  I  was  supposed  to  say  to  you.  He'll  forget  all 
about  it,  of  course,  when  I  tell  him  it  was  all  a  mistake  and  you're  very, 
very  sorry,"  She  rose  from  her  chair  languidly,  smoothed  the  pleats  in  her 
tartan  skirt  and  3tood  smiling  at  him  composedly.  "You  need  someone  to  keep 
you  out  of  trouble,  Mr.  Timford." 
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"I'm  not  too  anxious  to  stay  out  of  trouble,”  George  told  her.  "I 
seem  to  invite  trouble,  and  I'm  beginning  to  like  it.  I  ought  to  say  these 
things  to  your  father,  Miss  Gappy,  but  since  he  doesn't  care  to  come  down, 
and  sends  you  instead,  I  guess  you'll  just  have  to  take  my  answer  back.  In 
the  first  place,  nothing  in  either  of  my  editorials  has  been  anything  but  the 
truth,  and  the  truth  shouldn't  upset  your  father  so  much  as  all  that.  I  under 
stand  he  is  supposed  to  have  some  slight  acquaintance  with  it," 

"I  wish  father  were  here,"  Sylvia  declared.  "He'd  just  dance  with 

rage  I ” 

"It  seems  he'll  have  to  do  his  dancing  at  home.  You  may  tell  him. 
Miss  Cappy,  that  his  announcement  will  appear  if  there  is  space  for  it,  and 
not  otherwise.  From  now  on  paid  ads  will  have  first  priority." 

"But  Mr.  Timson  always  put  in  the  church  announcements." 

"He  did,  even  when  his  paper  was  going  broke  and  he  was  sacrificing 
everything  he  owned  to  keep  it  going.  Your  father  knew  that,  of  course  -  it 
has  been  common  knowledge  for  years  -  but  there  is  no  account  in  the  books 
of  any  of  those  announcements  having  been  paid  for.  Piling  up  burdens  on  a 
man  when  he  is  down  is  not  my  idea  of  Christian  charity  -  or  even  of  honesty, 
for  that  matter.  Your  father  has  consistently  accepted  this  paper's  favors, 
and  now  has  the  impudence  to  demand  them  as  his  right.  I  trust  you  will 
disabuse  his  mind,  Miss  Cappy." 

"Maybe  you  do  have  horns  after  all, "  Sylvia  Cappy  said,  laughing  uo 
at  him.  "You  made  a  beautiful  sDeech  -  George." 

"That  wasn't  my  intention,"  George  assured  her,  thrown  off  stride  by 
her  amusement.  "I  just  wanted  to  make  the  Independent ' s  position  clear.  We 
simply  can't  afford  to  give  anything  away  just  now.  It  wasn't  my  intention  to 
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be  rude . " 

"Oh,  you  were  just  sweet,  George.  1*11  come  in  again  sometime 
and  let  you  know  what  father  says."  She  moved  to  the  door  and  turned  to 
look  back  at  him,  her  head  on  one  side.  "You  would  look  cute  on  a  soapbox, 
Feorge,  "  she  decided,  and  went  out  laughing.  Through  the  window  George 
could  see  her  sauntering  easily  up  the  street. 
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Chapter  16 


The  Saturday  mail  for  the  Gregory  hotel  arrived  as  usual 
at  nine  o'clock,  and  by  a  quarter  to  ten  Tom  Maxwell  had  sorted  it  all  into 
its  proper  pigeon  holes,  tidied  the  little  office  space  behind  the  counter, 
and  routed  Luke  Hartley,  the  janitor,  from  his  room  in  the  basement  to  take 
charge  of  the  hotel  desk.  Now  he  reached  under  the  counter  for  his  battered 
black  hat  and  adjusted  the  broad  brim  at  an  angle  that  contributed  nothing  to 
his  air  of  respectability. 

"I  shall  not  be  long,  Luke, "  he  told  the  disgruntled  janitor,  "and 
your  elevation  will  be,  I  assure  you,  merely  temporary.  Unfortunately,  the 
business  I  have  in  mind  for  this  morning  will  not  wait." 


"Well,  okay,  only  I  ain't  supposed  to  be  doin'  two  jobs.  I  wouldn't 


■  : 

uioT  r.aJ  od  Tced'TKL'r  a  yd  farts  ^oolo'o  9nin  ds 

«•  >v  j;  o  ,o  >.ii  J  sot  p  so.t'i'io  ©Iddil  odd  fasibld  t8  3lori  nosgiq  isqoiq  edx 

axad  •  .  ©rid  ^©IdiaH  e:fajJ  betuoi  bos 

t  yoJ:  iroo  o.U  -i^bnu  bariosoi  srl  v/oll  .jfeeb  Cs.tod  srid  to  s^isrio 
uriind:  o  dEtid  elt>ns  hjf.  dr  tnlncf  fa.ROicf  srid  bsdaiiQba  farts  dfirf  Mosld 

.  ■  ,d-'-X- isd’09qs9T  rio  ixs  ajcri 

. 

, 

'' .  .  ■  ■•  dor.  LX'..  ■  rno:  air'd  noi  bnijn  ni  evsrf  I  easnisud 

1 


227. 


be,  neither,  if  Old  Man  Gregory  was  still  around.  ’Do  what  you  get  paid  for' 
is  my  motto." 

"I’m  sure  that  Mr.  Gregory,  wherever  he  is,  would  appreciate  the 
sentiment, "  Maxwell  said,  and  started  across  the  street  to  see  Slim  Early  in 
his  hardware  store,  leaving  a  disgusted  Luke  staring  confusedly  after  him. 

When  he  reached  the  other  side  of  Main  Street  he  stepped  into  the 
narrow  entrance  to  the  Bijou  to  light  his  pipe  as  a  little  know  of  high  school 
girls  giggled  their  way  past  him  on  the  sidewalk.  In  the  middle  of  the  group 
was  Patricia  Desmond,  her  blonde  pigtails  coiled  into  a  knot  at  the  back  of 
her  head,  her  usually  pale  face  aglow  with  two  bright  spots  of  the  wrong  shade 
of  rouge.  The  old  man  shook  his  head. 

"Someone  should  teach  them  how  to  use  the  stuff  properly, "  he 
muttered  as  he  followed  them  as  far  as  the  hardware  and  turned  to  enter  the 
store , 

The  normal  Saturday  rush  of  business  had  not  yet  reached  beyond  the 
creamery  and  the  general  store,  and  Slim  Early  was  alone  in  the  dim  coolness 
of  his  hardware.  He  looked  up  uneasily  as  Tom  Maxwell  paused  across  the 
polished  counter, 

"It’s  going  to  be  hot  again  today,"  he  prophesied.  "This  is  getting 
to  be  the  darnedest  town  for  heat." 

"It's  getting  pretty  hot  for  Bill  Jackson,  too,"  the  old  man  reminded 
him.  His  pipe  had  gone  out  again  and  he  struck  another  match,  holding  it 
perilously  close  to  his  whiskers.  "You  wouldn't  care  to  do  anything  about  that, 
would  you?"  he  asked,  his  eyes  bright  over  the  flame. 

Slim  spread  his  fat  hands  helplessly.  "Now  look,  Tom, "  he  said 
plaintively,  "You  know  how  it  is  with  me.  Bill's  a  good  teacher,  I  guess,  but  _I 


'  .  os  JblO  11  ti9i1dx9n  tsd 

" . oddon  xra  ex 

,  .  •  •  2  . 1  !1 
saoiOB  badiada  bns  tbi£>e  II svtxsM  "  tdn9nu:dn93 
-  beda-usaib  £  gaxrssl  « 9-tods  aiBwbaeri  sxrf 

Oo  1  bsqqada  9  dseid;.  'tx.-i  ;  1c  axis  lerido  ©dd  badosai  erf  aedtVl 
■  or  rigid  ±0  wo  ml  elddxl  £  gb  sqiq  sxri  drigxl  od  uoi,ia  srfd  od  sonBidno  wonsn 

<  -  daaq  vbw  ii9fid  bolasxa  sl-txg 

jb  dorof  b  odnx  bslioo  elxfidgiq  9bnoId  i9ri  ,bnoroB©Q  BxoxidBa  sjbw 

f  ixw  woXg.fi  ©ocl  ©laq  ^Ibjxsjj  terl  tbead  rod 
S'-r?  sl  i  floods  asm  :>Jo  erlT  .equc n  to 
"  ^vlioqoiq  l-.uds  erfd  oeu  od  rod  <uz  d  dosed  blttorfs  •  ©noemoe11 

t  -■  •  ;rd  i.  rr-  suBwb'iflj  ■.  arid  2;;  -tjsx  gs  irorid  bewollol  9ri  sb  bsisddum 

,9i  ode 

sd  b3dojD9i  J&Y.  dor  bB  ls:  feud  V.o  risix  mu.  o2  Inriofl  erfT 

b«i8  .9  ;.  :  g  Lvyonog  'siid  brts  ifi9inB9io 
>99 U  o I  ©H  .eiBwbiPn'  exri  lo 
.i9dm/oo  badexloq 
'  ,  .  od  •-  io  e  ‘dl" 

'  ,!•  1  \->l  rr.vcd  JaabainjBb  arid  9d  oJ 

' 

<  0  uid-?  iri .usb  v-  *  >£.;{  eqiq  exK  .mi 

’ 

1  fid  -  .  vo  2.  '  ■:£■■•  o  jhl  ,be>:as  od  n?uox  bluovr  ■ 

«-••■  «  .  del  sin  br.Giqe  mi 

«  »*ffl  uoY"  .'^XsvidnxBXq  f 


228 


can't  do  anything  for  him.  When  Chuck  Desmond  was  alive  my  notes  were  a 
matter  of  business,  but  if  I  don't  string  along  with  his  widow  she'd  close  me 
out  in  a  week.  Ky  store  means  more  to  me  than  Bill  Jackson." 

Maxwell  sighed.  "Yes,  I  suppose  it  does,  Slim.  However,  I  am  still 
hoping  for  cooler  weather. " 

From  the  hardware  store  the  old  man  went  down  the  street  past  Mrs. 
Conroy's  Hat  Shop  and  Lan  d  sturm '  s  Super-Market,  and  cut  across  the  comer  to 
reach  the  Independent.  George  was  hunched  over  his  books  again,  and  swung 
around  with  evident  relief  as  the  old  man  entered. 

"I  guess  I  should  have  been  an  accountant, "  he  told  Maxwell.  "Do 
you  know  that  some  of  these  unpaid  accounts  go  back  as  far  as  1939?  Don't 
people  ever  pay  their  bills  in  this  town?" 

"Mot  if  they  can  help  it,  George.  The  system  works  fairly  well  on 
the  whole,  except,  of  course,  for  the  occasional  honest  man.  It  is  Henry's 
financial  misfortune  to  be  or.e  of  the  honest  ones." 

"Pie  even  let  his  insurance  lapse  so  Pie  could  pay  his  other  billg." 

"I  disagreed  with  him  there, "  Maxwell  said,  "but  he  maintained  that 
if  his  luck  couldn't  save  him  from  a  fire  he'd  be  out  of  business  anyway,  one 
way  or  another.  Have  you  heard  any  reaction  from  your  editorial?" 

"Mayor  Gordon  was  in,  and  the  Reverend  Mr.  Cappy  sent  his  daughter 
down  to  demand  I  put  his  announcement  back  in.  A  few  people  are  beginning  to 
worry  about  fire  protection,  but  they  seem  to  be  willing  to  leave  Bill's  fate 
up  to  the  School  Board." 

"I  was  afraid  of  that.  It's  natural,  I  suppose,  to  regret  those 
blessings  we've  lost  rather  than  to  protect  those  we  enjoy.  Perhaps  we  should 
have  let  that  Danzon  person  take  over  just  to  show  people  the  difference.  I 
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would  have,  too,  if  I  hadn't  been  thinking  of  the  children." 

"Well,  I  can  take  another  crack  at  them  next  week  if  you  think  it 
will  do  any  good." 

Tom  Maxwell  shook  his  head,  "I'm  afraid  not,"  he  answered  regret¬ 
fully.  "The  Desmond  woman  will  have  read  the  School  Act  before  that." 

His  disappointment  hidden  beneath  the  serene  expanse  of  his  whiskers, 
Tom  Maxwell  started  back  up  the  street.  Windy  Landsturm  waved  an  automatic 
greeting  from  the  door  of  his  Super-Market,  and  Billy  Hogge  nodded  from  the 
steps  of  his  pool  room.  Ernie  Steeves  was  working,  his  long  frame  bent  almost 
double  as  he  clipped  steadily  at  the  red  curls  of  the  Benson  boy.  Joe  Smartt 
had  set  up  a  new  display  in  the  narrow  windowr  of  his  jewellery  store,  a  glass 
and  silver  masterpiece  on  black  velvet.  The  dark,  brown-eyed  young  proprietor 
looked  up  as  Maxwell  paused,  motioning  him  inside. 

"I've  been  wanting  to  talk  to  you,  Mr.  Maxwell,"  he  said,  coming 
.  to  meet  his  visitor,  "I  was  going  to  ask  you  for  a  little  help." 

"I'll  be  gl^d  to  do  anything  I  can,  Joe.  How's  the  new  business?" 

"It's  getting  better  all  the  time,  sir,  except  for  one  thing.  That's 
what  I  wanted  to  talk  to  you  about.  Last  Tuesday  somebody  stole  a  ten  dollar 
compact,  and  that's  more  than  I  can  afford  to  lose  just  starting  out.  Besides, 

I  don't  want  anyone  to  get  the  idea  I'm  an  easy  mark  for  stuff  like  that." 

"You  have  an  idea  who  it  was?" 

"To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  haven't  a  real  clue  at  all,  but  Tony 
Stemko  was  in  here  that  day  looking  at  compacts.  He  didn't  want  one  as 
expensive  as  that,  of  course,  but  he  was  looking  at  it." 

"You  think  he  took  it?" 

"I  don't  know.  He  said  he  was  looking  for  a  birthday  present  for 
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his  sister,  but  he  didn’t  have  the  money  right  then.  Just  about  that  time  a 
whole  crowd  of  those  high  school  girls  swarmed  in  and  kept  me  busy  for  a  few 
minutes.  When  I  got  around  to  putting  the  compact  away,  it  was  gone." 

"Have  you  said  anything  to  Tony?"  Maxwell  asked. 

"Gosh,  nol  I  wouldn’t  want  to  accuse  anyone  without  being  sure, 
but  I  thought  perhaps  you  might  have  some  idea.  As  long  as  I  got  the  thing 
back,  I  wouldn’t  want  to  do  anything  about  it," 

"Well,  I'll  see  what  I  can  do,  Joe,  but  I  think  you're  mistaken 
about  Tony, " 

"I  sure  hope  so,  Mr.  Maxwell.  Tony  seems  like  a  real  nice  kid." 

Maxwell  moved  diagonally  across  the  street  to  the  hotel  where  Luke 
Hartley  was  waiting.  "You  sure  took  your  time,"  the  janitor  said.  "Get  all 
your  business  done?" 

"A  very  successful  morning,"  Maxwell  said  bitterly.  "Maybe  a  person 
shouldn't  do  anything  he  isn't  paid  for." 

The  rest  of  the  busy  day  brought  him  no  nearer  a  solution  to  his 
problem,  nor  did  the  next  day,  and  then  it  was  Monday  noon  and  Bill  Jackson 
again  stopped  in  at  the  hotel  on  his  way  to  dinner.  He  leaned  dispiritedly 
on  the  back  of  a  chair  and  looked  grimly  at  Tom  Maxwell. 

"Well?"  he  asked. 

"I’m  afraid  I  haven't  anything  to  report  just  yet,  Bill.  As  far 
as  I  know,  Mrs.  Desmond  hasn't  thought  to  read  the  School  Act.  She  may  not 
think  of  it  at  all." 

Bill  frowned.  "So  things  will  drag  on  like  this  until  the  beginning 
of  the  month,  and  then  where  am  I?  I  still  think  I  ought  to  get  out  while  I 


can  do  it  on  my  own . " 
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"No,  I  don't  think  you  should,  Bill."  The  old  man's  eyes  strayed 

over  Main  Street  and  stopped  with  a  jerk  as  the  focussed  on  Joe  Smartt's 

display.  Unnecessarily  he  went  through  the  motions  of  shielding  his  pipe 
from  the  wind  as  he  lit  it,  and  then  he  tossed  the  match  away  and  pulled 
himself  to  his  feet.  "By  Jove,  nol"  he  exclaimed.  "This  thing  has  got  to 
be  settled, Bill,  but  it  has  to  be  settled  the  right  way."  He  stood  beside 
the  young  man  and  put  a  hand  on  his  shoulder.  "Are  you  still  having  trouble 
with  Patricia  Desmond?" 

Bill  snorted.  "I  don't  see  how  I  could  help  it,"  he  said.  "She 

knows  as  well  as  I  do  that  I  won't  be  here  long,  and.  .  ." 

"Bill,  you  bring  that  girl  in  here  to  see  me  after  four. " 

"Well,  I  don't  know  about  that,  Tom.  After  all,  a  hotel.  .  ." 

"The  Gregory  was  good  enough  for  her  Dad  when  he  was  alive,  and  I 
don't  think  his  daughter  can  complain.  You  bring  her  in  this  afternoon,  and 
don't  worry  about  a  thing,  wnatever  she  thinks  of  the  idea." 

That  Patricia  Desmond  was  not  pleased  was  evident  that  afternoon 
from  the  frown  that  drew  heavy  lines  across  her  young  forehead  as  she  and 
Bill  Jackson  entered  the  lobby  a  few  minutes  after  four.  Her  chin  was  lifted 
defiantly,  and  her  mouth  turned  disdainfully  at  the  corners.  She  tossed  her 
blonde  pigtails  and  stamped  across  the  worn  floor  to  stand  in  front  of  Tom 
Maxwell . 

"Well,  what  do  you  want?"  she  demanded  without  ceremony. 

"I  told  her  you  wanted  to  see  her, "  Bill  explained. 

The  old  man's  face  glowed  with  benign  courtesy.  "Indeed  I  do,"  he 
said,  and  gestured  toward  his  favorite  chair  by  the  window.  "Won't  you  sit 
down,  Miss  Desmond?" 
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Patricia’s  tiny  nose  wrinkled  and  she  stared  back  at  him  defiantly. 
"No,  I  won't]"  she  said.  "You've  no  right  to.  .  ." 

She  stopped  short  as  Tom  Maxwell's  whiskers  rearranged  themselves 
about  a  face  that  was  suddenly  commanding.  "Sit  down,  Patricia, "  he  repeated 
quietly.  As  though  unaware  of  her  action,  Patricia  slid  into  the  chair,  her 
eyes  still  on  him.  For  a  moment  her  defiance  remained,  and  then  her  eyes 
dropped  away  from  his  stern  ones  and  she  stared  out  of  the  window.  Maxwell 
came  and  stood  beside  her. 

"I  enjoy  sitting  in  that  chair, "  he  said,  his  tone  once  more  con¬ 
versational.  "I  spend  most  of  my  day  there,  watching  people  walk  up  and  down 
the  street  and  go  about  their  business.  Why,  from  here  I  can  look  right  into 
the  windows  of  the  stores  on  the  other  side,  and  I  can  see  everything  that 
goes  on.  Take  Joe  Smartt's  jewellery  store,  for  instance.  See,  there  he  is 
now  in  the  very  back  of  his  shop.  I  never  miss  anything  that  happens  in  his 
store. " 

Behind  them,  Bill  Jackson  shuffled  his  feet.  On  the  sidewalk  outside 
the  window,  Minnie  Perfuss  moved  slowly  into  view,  her  thin  arms  loaded  with 
brown  paper  parcels.  For  a  moment  her  pale  eyes  peered  in  through  the  dusty 
glass,  and  then  she  scuttled  out  of  sight  again.  The  clock  on  the  wall  hesi¬ 
tated  as  though  ready  to  strike,  thought  better  of  it,  and  once  more  took  up 
the  steady  rhythm  of  its  ticking. 

"Tom  Maxwell  cleared  his  throat.  "I  think  you'd  better  give  me 
Joe's  compact,  Patricia,"  he  said  quietly. 

The  girl  in  the  chair  looked  up  with  a  gasp,  her  hand  darting 
involuntarily  to  the  patch  pocket  of  her  plain  jumper  dress,  her  face  draining 
of  the  color  that  a  moment  more  sent  flooding  back  to  the  roots  of  her  blonde 
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hair.  She  jumped  to  her  feet,  her  eyes  darting  between  the  two  men  and  at 
last  fixing  themselves  on  the  troubled  face  of  Bill  Jackson. 

"You  planned  all  this’"  she  charged  wildly,  "You  thought  if  you 
caught  me  you  could  save  your  old  jobj"  Her  lips  trembled.  With  the  back 
of  her  left  hand  she  dash  away  the  tears  that  were  foraing  in  her  blue  eyes. 
"Well,  I’m  caught,  so  what  are  you  going  to  do  about  it?"  She  three  herself 
back  in  the  leather  chair  and  huddled  there,  sobbing. 

Bill  Jackson  moved  toward  her  awkwardly,  "This  is  the  very  first 
I've  heard  of  the  whole  thing,"  he  said,  "It  has  nothing  to  do  with  whether 
or  not  I  keep  my  job.  I'm  not  going  to  do  anything  about  it." 

Patricia  raised  her  head  and  looked  at  him  in  tearful  surprise. 

"You  mean  you  wouldn't  tell?" 

"Joe  Smartt  doesn't  know  who  took  the  compact,"  Maxwell  explained. 

"I  said  I  might  get  it  back  if  no  questions  were  asked.  If  you  want  him  to, 
I'm  sure  Mr.  Jackson  will  see  that  he  gets  it." 

The  girl  was  still  staring  at  her  teacher.  "Wh-what  will  you  do?" 

she  asked, 

"Give  the  compact  back  to  him;  that's  all." 

"B-but  d-don't  you  want  to  stay  in  Peaksville?" 

The  young  man  smiled.  "More  than  anything  else  in  the  world,  if 
they'd  let  me.  I  want  to  be  here  when  you  begin  designing  dresses,  and  Tony 
Stemko  goes  off  to  be  an  engineer,  and  all  the  others  start  doing  the  things 
they  want  to  do  -  but  I  couldn't  use  you  to  blackmail  your  mother.  I  wouldn't 
be  much  of  a  teacher  if  J  did  that." 

There  was  silence  again  as  Patricia  Desmond  wiped  her  eyes  on  a 
scrap  of  handkerchief  and  the  two  men  looked  out  of  the  window.  Gus  Trimmer's 
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dog  was  asleep  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  its  hair  matted  and  still  wet 
from  swimming  in  the  railroad  pond.  A  dark  gian  sat  in.  Steeves'  barber  shop, 
waiting  for  Ernie  to  get  through  talking  to  Millie  Strassman.  Patricia  put 
her  handkerchief  back  in  her  pocket  and  turned  toward  Tom  Maxwell.  Her  chin 
was  set  with  a  determination  trying  desperately  to  be  jaunty, 

"I  -  I  think  I’d  better  take  it  back  myself,”  she  told  him. 

The  old  man  wiggled  his  whiskers  approvingly.  "Good  girl’"  he  said, 
and  watched  the  child  square  her  shoulders  and  march  out  of  the  hotel.  "Well, 
Bill,  there  goes  one  problem. " 

Bill  turned  quickly  from  the  window,  "Yes,  and  here  comes  another, " 
he  announced.  "Here  comes  Mrs.  Desmond." 

"That  would  be  Minnie,  of  course,"  Maxwell  murmured. 

As  though  hi3  words  were  a  cue  for  her  entrance,  Mrs,  Desmond 
smashed  through  the  quivering  front  doors  and  bore  down  upon  the  two  men,  her 
battle  flags  flying.  With  a  rush  she  steamed  past  Tom  Maxwell  on  the  starboard 
tack  and  trained  all  guns  aggressively  upon  the  teacher, 

"What  have  you  done  with  my  daughter?"  she  blazed.  "I  know  she  was 
here,  so  you  needn't  trouble  to  deny  it.  Minnie  Perfuss  saw  her  with  her  own 
eyes,  lolling  by  the  window  of  this  filthy  hotel,  while  you  hung  back  in  the 
shadows  like  a  -  a  gigolo l  Bill  Jackson,  I'll  send  you  packing  out  of  town 
for  this  if  it’s  the  last  thing  I  do.  Everyone  in  town  will  know  about  you  - 
you,  and  my  daughter! "  She  swung  away  from  the  bewildered  teacher  and  turned 
furiously  upon  Maxwell.  "You're  in  this  up  to  your  filthy  whiskers,"  she 
charged,  "you  with  your  smug  theories  about  education.  What  do  you  know  about 
children?  Why,  when  I  tell  the  parents  of  this  town.  .  ." 

"Just  a  minute,  Mrs.  Desmond!"  Tom  Maxwell's  unruly  whiskers 
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bristled  with  indignation.  His  voice,  low  and  controlled,  crackled  with 
contempt.  "Patricia  was  in  this  hotel  for  five  minutes,  because  I  sent  for 
her.  All  that  time  she  was  sitting  in  that  chair,  in  plain  sight  of  everyone 
passing  in  the  street  -  including  your  precious  Minnie  Perfuss.  With  the 

mind  you  have,  Mrs.  Desmond,  it  is  small  wonder  that  you  are  a  liability  on 

/ 

the  school  board,  and  a  failure  as  a  parent.  Good  afternoon,  Mrs.  Desmond!" 

Under  the  whiplash  of  the  old  man's  quiet  voice  Mrs.  Desmond's  last 
bit  of  control  wavered.  "What  was  my  daughter  doing  in  this  hotel?"  she 
screamed. 

"That,  Mrs.  Desmond,  is  none  of  your  business."  Maxwell  turned 
his  back  upon  her  and  fumbled  for  his  pipe, 

"I  demand  to  know  this  instant!"  she  raged, 

"Then,  I ' 11  tell  you,  Mother."  Patricia  Desmond  stood  in  the  open 
doorway,  a  very  little  girl  in  her  plain  dress  and  bright  pigtails.  Two 
spots  of  natural  color  glowed  against  the  paleness  of  her  cheeks,  but  her 
chin  was  up  and  her  voice  almost  steady.  "I  -  I  stole  a  compact  from  Mr. 
Smartt's  jewellery  store,  and  Mr,  Maxwell  found  out  about  it  and  had  Mr, 

Jackson  bring  me  here.  He  offered  to  take  it  back  and  not  say  anything,  and 
that's  why  he  wouldn't  tell  you." 

Mrs.  Desmond's  jaw  sagged,  and  then  she  rallied  with  new  indignation. 
"My  own  daughter!"  she  gasped.  "Patricia  Desmond  you.  .  . " 

"Wait,  Mrs.  Desmond, "  Maxwell  interrupted,  turning  quickly,  "We 
will  have  no  orations  from  you.  Before  you  say  wnything  you  might  not  be 
forgiven,  take  one  honest  look  at  yourself.  You've  stolen  far  more  than 
Patricia  ever  did,  you  know.  You've  stolen  from  your  own  daughter  the  things 
that  every  young  girl  should  have,  .and  the  understanding  that  should  have  gone 
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with  those  things.  You  have  blamed  Bill  Jackson  for  not  accomplishing  the 
things  that  you  yourself  made  impossible.  Did  you  know  that  your  daughter 
might  make  a  career  for  herself  designing  pretty  dresses  you  have  never  allowed 
her  to  wear?  It  is  just  your  good  fortune  that  some  people  in  this  town 
remember  Chuck  Desmond,  and  thought  enough  of  him  to  be  interested  in  his 
daughter. 

The  careful  make-up  on  Mrs.  Desmond’s  cheeks  cracked  into  deep, 
harsh  lines  as  her  assurance  oozed  from  her,  and  she  leaned  wearily  against 
the  hotel  desk.  "It  -  it’s  hard  to  bring  up  a  child  alone,  11  she  said  at  last. 
Her  face  was  grey  as  she  looked  up  at  the  old  man,  "You  want  me  to  resign 
from  the  School  Board,  don't  you?" 

Tom  Maxwell  shook  his  head,  a  smile  breaking  through  the  stem  set 
of  his  whiskers  as  Patricia  moved  to  stand  beside  her  mother.  "The  three  of 
us  here,"  he  said,  "can  make  something  of  the  youngsters  in  Peaksville.  It 
wouldn't  be  fair  of  7/ou  to  leave  before  the  job  was  done." 

For  a  moment  Mrs.  Desmond  hesitated  while  the  wall  clock  banged  out 
its  five  flat  notes.  She  took  a  step  toward  the  door,  stopped,  hesitated 
again,  looked  back  at  Tom  Maxwell.  The  old  man's  pipe  was  in  his  mouth,  and 
once  more  smoke  billowed  through  his  whiskers. 

"We  could  meet  at  my  house  tonight, "  she  suggested,  "to  -  ah  -  cancel 
the  last  meeting,  -  if  Mr.  Jackson  would  come  too,  and.  .  . "  She  stopped  again, 
aware  for  the  first  time  that  Patricia's  small  hand  was  in  her  own.  "We  will 
make  something  of  them,  Mr.  Maxwell!" 

"Of  course,  we  will,"  The  old  man  settled  back  in  his  chair  and 
smiled  at  Bill  Jackson  as  mother  and  daughter  went  out  together  and  moved  past 
the  window  -  headed,  first  of  all,  for  the  Bon  Ton, 
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Chapter  17 


Unaccustomed  to  the  ripples  that  had  for  the  past  weeks 
disturbed  the  tranquillity  of  their  stagnant  pool,  the  citizens  of  Peaksville 
had  relaxed  in  the  pleasant  warmth  of  the  September  week-end,  and  the  usual 
dullness  of  Monday  failed  to  arouse  them.  Monday  night,  however,  the  warm 
winds  from  the  mountain  pass  were  checked  by  a  chill  blast  from  the  north, 
and  the  temperature  dropped,  and  white  hoar  frost  that  clung  to  trees  and 
sidewalks  greeted  Tuesday's  early  risers.  Later  in  the  day  the  sun  was  warm 
again,  but  in  the  shadows  the  chill  still  lingered,  and  the  tempo  of  movement 
along  the  street  quickened.  Stout  matrons  in  last  season's  tweeds  dragged 
unwilling  infants  into  Morgan's  and  priced  wool  stockings  and  long  underwear, 
feeling  the  quality  and  making  laborious  mental  calculations  of  the  winter's 
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budget.  Wherever  they  met,  men  recalled  the  early  winters  they  had  known  and 
the  big  snow  of  '4 2,  and  long-legged  boys,  feeling  the  wind  through  their  over¬ 
all  pants,  lost  interest  in  the  relative  merits  of  motor  cars  and  argued  instead 
about  hockey  stars  in  the  National  League.  Gus  Trimmer's  dog  still  clung  to 
his  place  in  the  middle  of  Main  Street,  but  his  back  was  to  the  wind,  and  Gus 
himself  had  abandoned  the  sidewalk  in  favor  of  the  work  that  awaited  him  in 
his  little  shop.  Windy  Landsturm  produced  the  paper  banners  he  had  been  saving 
and  announced  his  End  of  Summer  Sale, 

At  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  George  Timford  crossed  the  street 
and  entered  Soong  Yees,  moving  past  the  rows  of  empty  tables  to  his  usual 
place  in  the  back  corner,  his  face  wearing  a  frown  that  did  not  entirely 
disappear  when  Mary  came  in  from  the  kitchen. 

"You  do  look  like  a  thunder  cloud, "  she  said,  her  face  screwed  up 
into  a  caricature  of  George's  own.  "Don't  tell  me  Sylvia  Cappy's  been  back 
with  another  warning. " 

"Oh,  she  was  in  yesterday,  only  I  don't  know  what  for." 

"You  don't?" 

"She  did  bring  a  notice  of  a  W.A.  meeting,  but  I'd  already  got  that 
from  the  secretary.  She  just  sat  around  for  a  while  until  Mike  came  in  about 
something, and  then  she  went.  I  don't  think  she  even  mentioned  her  father." 

"She's  pretty,  isn't  she?" 

"And  smart,  too,  I  guess.  She  was  needling  me  most  of  the  time. 

Henry  Snowbird  was  in  again  today." 

"More  trouble?"  Mary  asked. 

"Well,  the  same  trouble.  Walter  Morgan  can't  take  a  hint,  and  he 
can't  understand  straight  talk.  Half  the  Indians  out  by  the  river  were  sky- 
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high  last  night.  I  guess  it  was  about  all  Chief  Little  Wolf  could  do  to  keep 
them  out  of  town.  You'd  think.  .  ." 

"Does  he  want  you  to  do  something  about  it?” 

"Well,  I  guess  he's  got  used  to  bringing  his  troubles  to  the 
Independent,  and.  .  . " 

".  .  .and  you're  taking  Mr.  Timson's  place." 

"Partly  that.  The  Chief  knew  Mother,  of  course,  before  she  went 
back  to  the  reservation,  and  I  guess  he  feels  I  sort  of  belong.  I'd  have  gone 
with  her,  you  know,  if  she'd  have  let  me." 

"What  are  you  going  to  do?" 

"Only  one  thing  I  can  do.  One  of  the  Mounties  is  coming  in  from 

Benton . " 

"Tonight?" 

"He  said  on  the  'phone  he'd  be  around  about  ten  o'clock.  It'll  be 
jail  for  Walter  if  he  gets  caught." 

"I  don't  think  that's  anything  for  you  to  worry  about,"  Mary  said. 
"That's  where  he  should  have  been  long  ago." 

"I  know  that.  I  just  don't  like  being  the  one  to  send  him  up. 
Besides,  it  won't  do  the  Independent  any  good." 

"I  don't  think  Mr.  Timson  would  mind.  You  going  to  have  coffee?" 
"Supper  ready  yet?" 

"I  could  get  something." 

"I  guess  I'll  eat,  then.  That  way  I  can  do  a  little  fixing  up  at 
the  shop  before  the  meeting.  I  sold  my  shack  this  afternoon." 

"Oh.  Who  bought  it?" 

"I  don't  really  know.  Mr.  Brander  bought  it  for  a  client,  but  he 
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wouldn't  say  who  it  was.  Speculating,  maybe.  Anyway,  I've  got  to  get  out 
by  the  end  of  the  week." 

Mary  went  back  to  the  kitchen  and  George  shifted  down  in  his  chair, 
the  frown  returning  to  his  face.  After  a  moment  he  fumbled  in  his  shirt  pocket 
for  tobacco,  rolled  a  cigarette  absently,  and  then  forgot  to  light  it.  He  was 
too  busy  drawing  geometrical  patterns  on  the  tablecloth  with  the  handle  of  his 
fork  to  notice  Jim  Grainger  come  in,  and  looked  up  with  a  start  as  the  engineer 
slid  into  the  chair  opposite, 

"Oh,  hello,  Mr.  Grainger." 

"I'd  hate  to  have  you  for  a  fireman,"  Grainger  said.  "The  one  I 
got  is  pretty  sleepy,  but  he  don't  quite  go  to  sleep.  Maybe  you  better  get 
in  earlier." 

"I  was  just  thinking,  I  guess." 

"Well,  I'll  tell  you  one  thing.  You  got  some  of  the  people  in 
Peaksville  usin'  their  heads  for  once  in  their  lives." 

"That  so?" 

"You're  darned  right  it's  so.  Right  after  you  wrote  that  in  the 
paper  I  started  wondering  just  what  would  happen  if  we  did  have  what  you'd 
call  a  big  fire.  There  wouldn't  be  enough  left  of  Peaksville  to  be  worth 
stopping  for. " 

"I  hope  some  of  the  others  will  see  it  that  way. " 

"They  will.  Say,  Mary!  Fill  this  thermos  up  with  coffee,  will  you? 
There  wasn't  any  hot  water  up  at  the  house.  Nothin'  in  it,  eh?"  He  leaned 
toward  George.  "If  I  don't  watch  her  she'll  put  milk  in  it.  Claims  it's 
better  for  you  that  way. " 

"Maybe  it  is." 
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“Not  being  young,  George,  I'm  harder  to  convince,"  the  engineer 
grinned.  “Well,  a  lot  of  people  I  talked  to  seemed  to  figure  you  was  dead 
right.  That  ain't  saying  how  many  of  'em  will  be  at  the  council  meetin'  tonight. 
I'd  go  myself  if  I  didn't  have  a  drag  out  at  eighteen  twenty." 

“I  wish  you  could  be  there, "  George  said. 

“Well,  you  can  count  on  me  any  time  I  ain't  workin',"  Grainger 
promised,  shoving  back  his  chair  and  getting  to  his  feet  as  Mary  returned 
with  the  thermos  bottle.  "No  milk  in  it,  eh?" 

"Not  a  drop,  Mr.  Grainger. " 

"Okay,  thanks.  Well,  you  give  'em  hell,  George.  Last  year  the 
darned  Council  made  me  so  mad  I  was  ready  to  run  myself,  only  I  couldn't  think 
of  nobody' d  who'd  vote  for  me." 

"There  might  be  more  than  you  think,"  Mary  said.  "I'd  vote  for  you." 

"I'll  remember  that,"  the  engineer  chuckled.  He  packed  the  thermos 
bottle  into  his  lunch  box  and  handed  Mary  a  quarter.  "Seriously,  though, 
somebody  ought  to  wake  up  them  buzzards.  One  of  these  times  it's  going  to 
be  too  darned  late." 

"It  would  be  a  good  thing  for  Peaksville  if  he  were  on  the  Council, " 
Mary  said  when  the  door  had  clanged  shut.  "At  least  he  might  get  something 
done . " 

"Ye-ah.  I  guess  you're  right,"  George  said  thoughtfully. 

Mike  Fleming  was  just  ready  to  leave  when  George  got  back  to  the 
shop,  but  he  showed  no  disposition  to  hurry  away.  Instead  he  leaned  in  the 
office  doorway  and  looked  at  George  sourly.  "You  goin'  to  the  meetin'  tonight?1 

"You're  darned  right  I  am,  Mike  I" 

"Well,  Ernie  Steeves'll  go  with  you.  He  sent  young  Travis  down  a 
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while  ago.  I  guess  he  don't  mind  wastin'  his  time." 

George  laughed.  "You  sure  don't  believe  in  looking  on  the  bright 
side,  Mike,  do  you?  There  might  be  a  real  crowd  there  tonight." 

"I  don't  know  as  I'd  count  on  it,"  Mike  said. 

As  a  prophet  Mike  would  have  made  a  real  success,  George  decided 
at  ten  minutes  to  eight  that  evening  when  he  and  Ernie  Steeves  entered  to  find 
themselves  alone  in  the  back  room  of  the  town  office.  He  hadn't  expected  to 
find  Mayor  Gordon  or  the  Council  in  their  places,  but  he  had  hoped  there  would 
be  at  least  some  competition  for  the  dozen  public  seats  available.  Of  course 
it  could  be  as  Jim  Grainger  had  said.  Perhaps  the  people  of  Peaksville  did 
agree  with  him,  and  were  just  too  lazy  to  give  even  the  public  support  of 
their  presence,  but  George  had  to  admit  to  himself  a  feeling  of  disappointment. 
You'd  think  some  of  them  would  have  been  interested  in  their  own  welfare. 

George  sighed  and  followed  Ernie  Steeves  to  seats  at  the  back  of  the  room. 

"I  gotta  get  back  here, "  Ernie  said.  "If  I  was  to  take  one  of  them 
front  seats  I'd  stretch  clean  into  the  Council.  The  next  thing  you'd  know 
they ' d  be  wantin '  me  to  vote . " 

"That  might  not  be  a  bad  idea, "  George  said. 

"I  guess  you  heard  Mrs.  Desmond  changed  her  mind  about  Bill  Jackson." 

"Yes.  Mr.  Maxwell  told  me  this  morning.  What  made  her  change?" 

"Search  me.  Maybe  your  editorial  did  it." 

"I  don't  think  so.  I  think  Mr.  Maxwell  thought  up  something." 

"He  could  of.  Mrs.  Desmond  ain't  in  the  same  league  with  him  for 
brains.  Say,  did  you  see  that  kid  of  hers  today?" 

"No.  Anything  wrong  with  her?" 

"Not  so's  you'd  notice.  Why,  she  come  in  and  got  her  hair  cut,  and 
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then  she  beat  it  upstairs  to  the  beauty  parlor,  and  come  out  lookin'  just 
like  the  other  kids,  only  better,  maybe.  She'd  got  a  batch  of  new  clothes, 
too. " 

"That  would  be  a  change," 

"I  dunno,  but  if  this  was  New  Year's,  I'd  figure  the  old  girl  had 
made  a  flock  of  resolutions.  It's  a  cinch  somethin'  must've  got  into  her." 

With  a  punctuality  which  might  have  come  from  his  years  as  a 
theatre  owner,  Mayor  Gordon  stepped  from  the  town  office  into  the  Council 
Chamber  at  precisely  eight  o'clock,  the  sturdy  figure  of  Miss  Millicent 
Deevers  close  behind,  her  arms  loaded  with  the  books  and  papers  the  Mayor 
demanded  at  every  meeting.  She  carried  her  burden  to  the  Town  Clerk's  desk 
and  subsided  into  her  chair,  while  Mayor  Gordon  closed  the  door  behind  her, 
pausing  first  to  direct  a  look  of  dignified  malevolence  at  the  two  men  in 
the  corner.  Ernie  Steeves  grinned  and  waved  a  languid  hand  in  reply,  and 
the  Mayor  sniffed  audibly  as  he  settled  himself  in  his  padded  chair, 

"It  looks  like  we  ain't  going  to  win  the  popularity  contest  tonight," 
Ernie  murmured,  "You  got  any  second  choice?" 

As  he  spoke  the  outside  door  opened  and  -the  Councilmen  filed  in  as 
though  they  had  been  gathered  outside  awaiting  the  signal  to  appear.  Doc 
Mills  came  in  first  by  right  of  profession,  the  fat  fullness  of  his  face 
denied  by  wide  shoulders  and  strong,  muscular  hands.  Behind  him  came  the 
elder  Morgan,  the  family  sneer  widening  on  his  greasy  face  as  he  saw  George. 

In  startling  contrast  to  the  solid  assurance  of  his  fellow  members,  the  thin, 
black  clad  James  Craven  carried  into  the  room  the  decayed  hush  of  his  funeral 
home.  He  took  his  place  at  the  left  of  the  Councilmen' s  semi-circle,  leaving 
a  vacant  chair  between  himself  and  the  other  two.  Mayor  Gordon  cleared  his 
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throat  and  was  about  to  call  the  meeting  to  order  when  T.  William  Brock 
breezed  into  the  room,  briefcase  swinging,  and  dumped  himself  down  in  the 
vacant  chair. 

"I  hope  this  meeting  will  not  take  too  long,  Mayor, n  he  said  in  a 
high,  breathless  voice.  "I  just  this  minute  left  the  office,  and  I  have  a 
client  I  must  see  just  as  early  as  possible."  He  removed  spotless  spectacles 
from  his  nose  and  polished  them  vigorously.  "Well,  then, "  he  said,  replacing 
his  glasses,  "What's  the  first  item  of  business?" 

"We  were  simply  awaiting  your  arrival,  Mr.  Brock, "  the  Mayor  declared 
stiffly.  "If  you  are  completely  ready  we  will  begin  with  the  minutes.  Mss 
DeeversJ" 

The  Town  Clerk  snapped  her  book  open  and  began  to  read  in  a  rapid, 
almost  inaudible  monotone,  and  Ernie  Steeves  turned  to  George. 

"I  spend  so  much  time  waiting  for  that  Brock  guy  to  get  out  of  his 
office  I've  got  so's  I  hate  the  sight  of  him,"  he  whispered.  "He  keeps  tellin' 
Millie  I  ain't  good  enough  for  her.  Maybe  he  thinks  he  is.  She  don't  pay  no 
attention  to  him,  though.  Hey,  what's  that  woman  sayin'?" 

"I  doubt  if  anyone  knows, "  George  murmured. 

In  a  final  burst  of  unintelligible  syllables  Miss  Deevers  came  to 
the  end  of  the  minutes  and  stopped  with  a  jerk.  The  motion  for  acceptance 
was  perfunctory  and  quick. 

"Any  business  arising  from  the  minutes,  gentlemen?"  the  Mayor  asked. 

"There  doesn't  seem  to  be  anything  that  won't  wait  for  another 
meeting,"  Brock  said  quickly.  "Let's  just  let  it  slide.  I'm  in  too  much  of 
a  hurry  to  be  bothered  tonight." 

Mayor  Gordon  frowned.  "I  fancy  the  public  interest  is  of  greater 
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concern  at  Council  meetings, "  he  said.  ’’However,  if  you  other  gentlemen 
feel  that  there  is  nothing  pressing,  perhaps  we  could,  . 

"Let  it  pass, "  James  Craven  murmured.  "At  the  next  meeting, 
perhaps.  .  ." 

"Let’s  get  down  to  business,"  the  elder  Morgan  broke  in.  "We  don’t 
get  paid  for  being  here  all  night." 

"If  there  is  no  discussion  arising  from  the  minutes,"  Mayor  Gordon 
announced,  ignoring  Morgan,  "we  may  as  well  proceed  to  the  consideration  of 
a  few  minor  items  of  expense.  Miss  Deevers,  will  you.  .  ." 

Again  the  Town  Clerk’s  monotone  went  into  action,  giving  details 
of  the  summer  expenses.  "Grading  on  Mountain  Street  by  S.  Pike  was  done  on 
the  following  days:  May  27th,  one-half  day,  one  man  and  grader,  four  horses; 
June  l£th,  three  hours,  one  man,  grader  and  light  tractor;  July  24th,  one 
day.  .  ." 

"I  hope  this  doesn't  go  on  all  night,"  Ernie  whispered.  "Millie 
wanted  to  go  to  the  show  tonight.  She  was  ready  to  throw  a  fit  when  I  told 
her  I  was  domin'  down  here.  That’s  the  trouble  with  her;  she  doesn't  take 
any  interest  like  she  should." 

"Maybe  you  haven't  explained  things  to  her  enough,"  George  suggested. 

"Well,  I  guess  maybe  we  haven't  been  talking  much  along  those  lines," 
the  barber  admitted.  "Say,  it  looks  like  we're  going  to  have  company!" 

The  Company  proved  to  be  Bert  Williams  and  his  wife,  a  tall,  thin 
woman  with  a  faintly  petulant  mouth.  She  smiled  impersonally  and  sat  down 
beside  George.  Bert  leaned  across  her,  his  whisper  muffled  by  his  hand. 

"Have  they  got  around  to  the  fire  business  yet?"  he  asked. 

"Not  yet." 
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"Good.  There  are  some  more  people  coming,  I  think."  Bert 
straightened  up  again  a  little  self-consciously  as  Mayor  Gordon  frowned  and 
tapped  with  his  pencil  on  the  desk, 

A  moment  later  the  outside  door  opened  again  to  admit  Gus  Frizzel 
and  Pete  Grey,  and  behind  them  three  elderly  men  whose  names  George  could  not 
recall.  Close  after  them,  and  grinning  like  a  schoolboy,  came  Sven  Hjalmer. 

He  waved  a  big  hand  at  George  and  took  his  seat  at  the  end  of  the  front  row. 

"It  looks  as  though  I  hit  something  this  time, "  George  murmured. 

Ernie  grinned  back.  "If  young  Travis  is  right,"  he  said,  "you  ain’t 
seen  nothin’  yet.  By  gosh,  he  wasn’t  kidding,  either,"  he  exclaimed  under  his 
breath.  "Just  look  who  we've  got  here!" 

"Holy  smoke,  Ernie."’ 

The  involuntary  exclamation  was  loud  enough  to  be  heard  throughout 
the  room,  and  even  the  Councilman  twisted  in  their  chairs  as  Mrs.  Clarendon 
Desmond  steamed  into  the  room.  Behind  her,  in  close  formation,  came  the 
slightly  less  massive  hulls  of  Mrs,  Conroy  and  Mrs.  James  Martin.  Sven  Hjalmer 
leaped  to  his  feet  and  pressed  close  to  the  wall,  a  look  of  amusement  spreading 
over  his  wide  face  as  the  task  force  came  smartly  to  berth.  Mayor  Gordon 
frowned  and  the  councillors  shifted  in  their  chairs.  Miss  Deevers’  droning 
voice  completed  her  report  and  faded  into  silence. 

"Well,  you've  heard  the  report,  gentlemen.  Any  discussion?" 

"I'd  like  to  hold  up  payment  until  we  find  out  why  Railway  Avenue 
was  only  graded  twice  this  summer, "  James  Morgan  said,  his  voice  mournfully 
complaining.  "It  seems  to  me  the  -  er  -  occasions  on  which  the  traffic  is 
heaviest  should  be  considered  of  a  nature  to  warrant  the.  .  . " 

"You  mean  you  want  a  better  road  past  your  place, "  Morgan  cut  in. 
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,rWhy  don't  you  fix  it  yourself  and  add  it  to  the  bill?" 

The  pale  undertaker  stiffened  in  his  chair.  "Really,  Mr.  Morgan] 
This  levity  is  reall  too.  ,  ." 

"I'm  afraid  the  payments  have  already  been  made,  Jim,"  Mayor  Gordon 
interrupted.  "It's  the  only  way  we  can  get  the  work  done." 

"Oh.  Then  I  suppose  there's  nothing  to  be  done.  I  move  we  accept 
the  report  as  read. " 

"In  favor?  Carried,"  There  was  a  pause  as  the  Mayor  consulted 
with  Miss  Deevers.  "H'm  -  yes.  It  appears  there  are  a  few  estimates  we  will 
have  to  consider  at  this  meeting.  Miss  Deevers  has  the  details," 

"Can't  we  leave  that  over  until  the  next  meeting?"  Brock  demanded. 
"I  told  you  before  I've  got  to.  .  . " 

"We  might  be  persuaded  to  excuse  you,  Mr.  Brock. " 

"Oh,  go  ahead  and  get  it  over  with." 

"Miss  Deevers, " 

The  monotone  took  up  again,  punctuated  here  and  there  by  casual 
questions  or  quick  uninterested  votes.  As  the  business  went  on,  the  back 
door  opened  again  and  again,  until  even  the  standing  room  in  the  Council 
Chamber  was  exhausted.  Mayor  Gordon's  frown  had  deepened,  and  there  was  a 
growing  pugnacity  to  the  set  of  his  jaw.  When  the  final  estimate  had  been 
passed,  he  rapped  sharply  upon  the  desk. 

"That  seems  to  be  all  on  the  agenda,  gentlemen." 

"I  move  we  adjourn,"  Brock  said  quickly.  "I've  got  to  get  out  of 

here, " 

The  motion  has  been  made,  gentlemen.  All  in  favor?" 

Four  hands  began  to  rise,  and  then  froze  half  way  as  Mrs.  Clarendon 
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Desmond  rose  quickly  and  fired  a  warning  gun  across  the  bows  of  the  ship  of 
state.  "One  minute,  Mayor  Gordon J 

The  Mayor  looked  up  quickly.  "I  must  remind  you,  Mrs.  Desmond,  that 
this  is  a  meeting  of  Council.  I'm  afraid  you  are  entirely  out  of  order." 

"If  I  am,  it's  your  fault,  Mr.  Gordon.  We  came  here  tonight  to 
hear  what  you  are  going  to  do  about  the  fire-fighting  equipment  in  Peaksville. 
An  adjournment  is  out  of  order  until  we  do,"  She  looked  around  and  a  murmur 
of  assent  ran  through  the  assembly, 

"Well,  I'll  be  darned,"  Ernie  Steeves  marvelled,  "Say,  hadn't  you 
better  be  getting  all  this  stuff  down?" 

"I'm  not  missing  a  word,"  George  assured  him  happily. 

Mayor  Gordon's  hands  tightened  on  the  edge  of  his  desk,  but  his 
voice  was  controlled  and  dignigied.  "I'm  afraid  you  misinterpret  my  meaning, 
Mrs.  Desmond, "  he  said.  "I  can  assure  you  the  Council  and  myself  are  fully 
aware  of  all  the  -  er  -  requirements  of  the  situation,  and  are  prepared  to 
take  all  steps  necessary  to  assure  the  complete  welfare  of  Peaksville.  Despite 
the  -  er  -  scurrilous  attacks  made  in  the  yellow  journal  that  has  come  tempor¬ 
arily  to  take  the  place  of  our  regular  newspaper,  I  assur  you  we  feel  ourselves 
quite  competent  to  -  er  -  serve  the  best  interests  of  the  town." 

"Does  that  mean  you're  buying  some  decent  equipment?"  Bert  Williams 
enquired  from  the  back  of  the  room. 

"We  are  giving  the  matter  our  earnest  consideration. 

"Consideration  is  not  enough,  Mr.  Gordon,"  Mrs.  Desmond  declared. 

"We  who  are  here  own  some  property,  you  know,  and  we  wish  to  be  told  what  you 
are  going  to  do." 

"This  business  wasn't  on  the  agenda,"  Brock  cut  in.  "Put  it  on  for 
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next  meeting  if  you  like  and  we  can  discuss  it  then." 

"I  don’t  think  we  ought  to  wait,"  Mrs.  Conroy  declared.  If  Peaks- 
ville  is  in  danger  at  this  moment,  then  it  is  our  duty  as  citizens  to  rally 
to  her  defence.  Every  moment  lost  may  bring  us  closer  to  a  tragedy  we  may 
all  regret.  If  we,  as  citizens  of  Peaksville.  .  ." 

"Aw,  you've  been  reading  the  Independent, "  Morgan  interrupted 
rudely.  "Somebody  ought  to  run  that  guy  out  of  town." 

"We  are  not  discussing  the  -  er  -  regrettable  state  of  our  press 
at  this  moment.  We  are.  .  ." 

"Let's  leave  it  to  the  next  meeting.  Doesn't  anyone  here  understand 
the  rules  of  debate?  I  tell  you  I'm  in  a  hurry.  Let's  vote  on  the  motion," 

"I  think  we  could  manage  to  get  along  without  you,  if  you're  in 

that  much  of  a  hurry,"  Mrs.  Martin  declared,  joining  the  line  of  battle.  "It 

does  seem  to  me,  though,  that  when  you  ran  for  election,  you  weren't  so  busy." 

"Iss  not  much  time  to  election,  eh?"  Sven  Hjalmer  asked.  "Maybe 
new  Council  iss  getting  fire-engines  quicker.  Maybe  iss  not  worth  to  bother 
with  now. "  His  grin  widened,  and  the  color  in  his  face  deepened  with  embarrass¬ 
ment  at  the  sudden  silence  his  remarks  produced.  "Iss  not  right?"  he  enquired 
anxiously. 

"You  are  perfectly  right,  Mr.  Hjalmer,"  Mrs.  Desmond  assured  him. 

"Anybody  here  want  to  run  for  mayor?"  Ernie  Steeves  asked.  He 
laughed  out  loud  as  Mayor  Gordon  pounded  on  the  table  for  order. 

"This  meeting  is  getting  altogether  out  of  hand, "  the  Mayor  pro¬ 
tested.  "A  discussion  of  fire  equipment  was  not  on  the  agenda.  We  cannot 
discuss  it  tonight.  You  people  have  simply  allowed  an  unmitigated  scoundrel 
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to  stir  you  up  over  nothing.  I  can  assure  you,  ,  . 11 

'•Excuse  me  just  a  moment,  Mayor  Gordon!  George  Tirnford  was  on  his 
feet,  smiling  pleasantly  at  the  people  around  him.  "I  believe  you  people  all 
heard  the  reference  the  Mayor  has  just  made  to  my  character,  and  I  want  you 
to  remember  it.  I  am  sure  Mr.  Brock  will  agree  with  me  that  such  a  statement 
is  slanderous,  and  as  such  is  actionable  at  law,  when  and  if  I  care  to  press 
charges.  Am  I  right,  Mr.  Brock?" 

"You  will  leave  this  meeting  at  once!"  Mayor  Gordon  thundered.  "I 
meant  every  word  I  said,  and  I  will  not  have  you  remain.  As  Mayor  of  Peaksville 
I  insist  that  man  be  removed!" 

"Iss  wanting  to  throw  out  Yorge?"  Sven  demanded  belligerently.  "Iss 
throwing  me  out  too,  eh?" 

"He’s  got  as  good  a  right  here  as  you  have!" 

"Throw  him  out  yourself .’ " 

"Oh,  shut  up  all  of  you!  Mayor  Gordon  roared,  the  last  of  his 
natural  dignity  routed  by  blinding  rage.  "I  won't  have  a  mob  coming  here  and 
telling  me  what  to  do.  Who  made  that  motion  to  adjourn?" 

"I  made  the  motion  and  I  withdraw  it, "  Brock  told  him.  "If  the 
voters  of  Peaksville  want  to  talk  about  fire  engines,  they  have  every  right  to 
do  so.  I  must  always  insist  upon  the  legal  rights  of  every  citizen.  I  feel 
it  would  be  best  to  declare  this  a  public  meeting,  Mayor  Gordon." 

"I  guess  he  knows  which  side  his  ballots  are  marked  on,"  Ernie 
snickered,  jabbing  George  with  his  elbow,  "Oh,  brother! " 

"I  shall  do  nothing  of  the  sort,"  Mayor  Gordon  bellowed.  "I  will 
not  permit  myself  to  be  bulldozed  in  this  way.  As  Mayor  of  Peaksville  I 
declare  this  meeting  at  an  end!"  His  hands  trembled  as  he  gathered  the  papers 


.  .  .•  *ie vo  qu  x;ox  n±de  od 


iiojj'ioO  i  ^  dsrjr,  9f«  aei/oxS” 

■:  •  _  .  - ;  ■  e.'qot  -  ;  v.l.toae/elq  gnxlijiio  ^daeo: 

da«t,  **ri  erid  ©ansi©!©*!  ©rid  bissi! 

©©'igs  Iliv  rioo*i8  ,*tM  ©tub  xns  I  ,dx  isdiiteni&'i  od 

• 

'o^ootS  ,il:  tdrigxi  I  mA  .esgiBrio 

1“  .bs'iebn^riu  nof  ..  1  leone  te  gal;  east  exdd  ©v.gsI  Ujtw  i/oY" 

,  ■  ?•.  uo%  »rsd  #oc  IIxw  I  bna  tbxsa  I  brow  ^tsva  dfiaarn 

"Ic  sv;  ;'9*r  ©d  met  d.(=;id  dexanx  I 

.  idv  .•>’■£ s  c.i*  *.9.  deb::  jitsb  rvd  »  ’»£ic a  «i/o  ••/O'idd  oj  %nidnsw  eaIM 

w?rfe  <ood  duo  9iti  gnxwoirid 
"i  vc. i  o'  ax.;  »-io  :  drigxi  a  boog  as  dog  a  1  ©H" 

,f  l  lJ>a*iwcv  d  o  "id  woiriT” 

(  totnoQ  io^bM  Jnoit  lo  IIb  qir  dude 

.  ■  c;  gnibnUtf  vd  bediroi  ^dxnglb  JLsu/dsn  . 
nvc;b:;  od  ..x  .jo,;,  deed  obo;.*  or J •%  .ob  od  dvsdw  err,  ^ciillad 
... -L  Me  >19 orb  '  «di  ’/Bibodli;  I  brue  fioidoxn  ©rid  9b£m  IM 
gl~  x*i9vs  ©vgrf  .srid  t3erixgfi®  S'ii.1  iijodjB  jlJjod-  od  drusw  ©HxvaiLs©!  lo  ST©dov 

daienl  sy.bwIb  datrm  I  ,oa  ob 
".•ob'ioD  :oq;-.  tgnld©S  'i  oxlefuq  s  aJtrfd  9#tfiIoeb  od  dead  ad  bli/ow  di 
“  ti?o  bode  ;ut  sn-  r-  doIlBd  eld  ©Ms  rioirfw  aworoi  ©rf  esexjg  I" 

’  J'isd  ic-td  (  !0"  .  woe  I©  eid  rfdiw  ©gro©Q  gnlddsf,  ,’nsieilDinp 

K  ■  ;‘  .bow j  j  rtabT  iotb*'.  ':  t.l'ios  ©rid  lo  gnlrfdofl  ob  ULsriB  I" 

to  le^aM  cA  .y,jsw  exrid  fix  bssobXIuc  ©d  od  llaeYfn  dxitnsq  don 
eri  o'  o9ldi,:©*i>  eoonri  n’bno  ob  d*  gnxdsom  axrid  oncloab 


251 


on  his  desk, 

"Is  that  your  answer  to  our  demand  for  protection  for  our  homes?" 
Mrs,  Conroy  demanded, 

"Yes,  what  about  the  fire  engines?"  Bert  Williams  wanted  to  know, 

"Fire,  fire’  Fire,  firej  and  we  have  no  wa-ter, "  Ernie  sang  out. 

"I  learned  that  in  the  Boy  Scouts, "  he  chuckled,  giving  George  another  poke 
with  his  elbow,  "Be  prepared,  eh?" 

"It  looks  as  though  we’ll  have  to  settle  the  matter  tonight,  all 
right, "  Doc  Mills  declared,  the  humor  of  the  situation  a  little  too  much  for 
his  gravity,  "What  are  we  going  to  do  about  new  fire-engines,  Mayor?" 

"Fire  engines  be  damned’ "  the  Mayor  exploded.  He  grasped  his 
papers  in  one  fist  and  stalked  toward  the  door  to  the  town  office.  "Settle 
the  matter  any  blasted  way  you  please’"  He  disappeared  and  the  door  shivered 
on  its  hinges  with  the  violence  of  its  closing. 

"I ss  not  throwing  Yorge  out  after  all, "  Sven  said  innocently. 
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Chapter  18 


The  Peaksville  Independent 

Sept.  12,  1%6 
EDITORIAL 

Since  Tuesday  night  when,  as  reported  elsewhere  in 
these  columns,  the  citizens  of  Peaksville  showed  most 
clearly  the  vital  interest  they  take  in  the  welfare  of 
the  town,  we  have  been  doing  a  bit  of  thinking.  We've 
come  up  with  a  notion  we  think  might  be  worth  while  con¬ 
sidering.  Maybe  we're  right  and  maybe  we  aren't.  That's 
for  you  to  decide. 

There  doesn't  seem  to  be  any  doubt,  in  face  of  the 
strongly  worded  resolution  passed  on  Tuesday,  that  there 
will  be  an  immediate  effort  to  obtain  suitable  fire  pro¬ 
tection  for  your  homes  and  business  establishments.  The 
present  Council  is  well  aware  that  their  political  sur¬ 
vival  depends  upon  prompt  and  effective  action.  Rumor  - 
in  which  we  place  no  reliance  -  has  it  that  the  opponents 


dljabiiaMab/Il  ^  v^y-gc  ^  aril 

6^1  t9.I  .dqa?, 

JAiaoTiaa 

ni  snsi  wseXa  bad*i oqan  <tjs  tnsilw  ddgx:  x&baeuT  son iS 

.  .  rk:  ,  *’.0  ? ms £f ±9  9tiJ  ,  -I  EiJloo  Quads, 

o  si.allsw  arid  ni  wisd  ^*dd  deaiedni  Xfidxv  arid-  ^XisaXo 
.  ^rtiMrdriJ-  ho  did  b  gnxob  naad  avjsri  aw  ,nwod  arid 
t..ir  -••  ow  ad  vKi^lm  Mnirid  aw  noidcn  b  ridxw  qu  e:noo 
e 'ted T  »dffldax£  9w  acf^am  bos  drigx*i  a*i 1  ow  ad^BM  .gnjcnabie 

.obioab  od  uo^  nol 

d  nl  tdri.v  'b  y,-  &  <-  oi  maee  d'r  >ob  snariT 

eiarid  d.s:  J  ,y,.-'.beaifT  no  bae^aq  noXduioae'x  bsbiow  xXgno*ida 
-mq  b'  :  :  aJ  xdiue  riaddo  od  dnolla  odBxbonmi  ns  ed  XXiw 
.  ;  r  x>ice  aeonieud  box  seated  ‘iuo-^  iol  noxdoed 

. 

.  -do 3  evidoalte  bn/i  dqin^-  fr  ebnoqeb  Xbvxv 

e^r  :  dadd  di  a  £ff  -  Mfuiln  on  aosXq  ow  rioiiiw  nx 


253 


of  a  new  policy  will  now  better  than  to  run  for  re- 
election  in  November.  One  evening's  united  effort 
has  accomplished  wonders  for  Peaksville, 

We  wonder,  however,  if  any  of  you  who  crowded 
into  the  Council  chamber  that  night  -  or  you  whom 
they  represented  -  have  really  considered  the  full 
meaning  of  this  event.  We  wonder,  indeed,  if  one 
brilliant  performance  is  going  to  be  all  there  is 
to  it.  Frankly,  we  hope  not. 

It  seems  to  us  that  the  effective  co-operation 
in  evidence  then  could  be  extended  beyond  the  scope 
of  one  single  act.  We  could  work  together  all  the 
time,  and  Peaksville  could  become  the  kind  of  town 
the  Chamber  of  Commerce  like  to  sing  about.  We 
take  no  credit  for  the  idea  -  it's  as  old  as  the 
hills  -  but  we  would  like  to  see  it  put  into  oper¬ 
ation,  and  we  have  some  suggestions  to  make  along 
that  line. 

If  some  stranger  came  along  and  asked  you  which 
town  was  better,  Benton  or  Peaksville,  you  would 
leave  him  in  no  doubt  whatsoever.  Peaksville,  you 
would  say,  has  everything  Benton  can  boast,  and  a 
good  deal  more.  The  stranger  might  even  believe  you  - 
if  he  didn't  stick  around  long  enough  to  find  out 
that  actions  speak  louder  than  words.  But  what  would 
he  believe  if  he  did  stick  around  and  saw  every  last 
one  of  you  with  a  nickel  in  his  pocket  running  off  to 
Benton  to  spend  it?  Did  you  ever  think  of  that? 

You're  right  when  you  boast  about  what  there  is 
in  Peaksville,  but  how  many  of  you  women  are  wearing 
good,  honest  hats  made  right  here  in  Peaksville?  And 
how  many  of  you  who  are  wearing  them  paid  cash  money 
to  a  fellow  citizen  for  the  best  quality  you  can  get 
anywhere?  Darned  few  of  you,  and  you  know  it.  How 
many  of  you  men  put  cash  on  the  line  for  the  best 
suits  made  anywhere  in  Canada,  or  depend  on  local 
stores  for  groceries  or  shoes,  dresses  or  even  hard¬ 
ware?  Sure,  you  buy  things  in  Peaksville  -  if  you're 
in  a  big  hurry,  or  if  you  haven't  the  cash  to  put 
down  and  the  Benton  merchants  won't  look  at  you.  Did 
you  ever  stop  to  ask  how  many  Benton  people  break 
their  necks  to  bring  business  here?  Why,  if  the 
farmers  weren't  smarter  than  we  are,  there  wouldn't 
be  a  town  of  Peaksville. 

Suppose  we  get  our  heads  out  of  the  clouds  and 
put  them  back  on  our  shoulders  where  they  belong. 
Suppose  we  patronize  our  own  businesses,  and  give  them 
a  chance  to  hire  the  willing  kids  who  come  each  year 
from  the  Peaksville  High  School.  And  if  we  haven't 
enough  civic  spirit  to  care  what  happens  to  our  town, 
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suppose  we  just  compare  values  and  figure  out  what 
we’re  getting  for  our  money.  It  jLs  worth  thinking 
about,  isn't  it? 

*  * 

During  the  days  and  weeks  that  followed,  the  citizens  of  Peaksville 
settled  back  gradually  into  the  even  tonor  of  life  in  a  small  town,  their 
accustomed  lethargy  disturbed  only  briefly  by  the  appearance  of  each  succeeding 
Independent ,  Even  the  new  Editor  came  to  be  accepted,  with  some  misgiving, 
as  a  lesser  evil  than  the  trouble  it  would  have  taken  to  dislodge  him,  Ollie 
Craig  contented  himself  with  unusual  patience  to  await  the  eventual  return  of 
Henry  Timson  and  the  old  order,  and  made  no  attempt  to  circumvent  the  agreement 
which  George  had  forced  upon  him,  George  himself,  unwilling  to  risk  any 
possible  action  against  the  Independent,  made  no  reference  to  the  agreement 
whenever  chance  brought  him  face  to  face  with  Ollie,  When  he  had  to  move  from 
the  shack,  he  surrendered  to  Sven’s  insistence  and  joined  Dinty  at  the  Hjalmers' . 

"Iss  good  thing  after  all  you  sell  the  shack, "  the  big  man  had 
declared  happily.  "Now  you  come  to  live  in  spare  room  after  all.  Iss  maybe 
better  than  hotel,  Yorge,  Iss  better  for  all  of  us  you  come  home.  Iss  better 
for  Dinty,  too,"  he  had  added  as  a  clinching  argument. 

"But  think  of  all  the  trouble  I'll  make  for  Mrs.  Hjalmer." 

"Iss  no  trouble, ”  Sven  had  insisted.  He  had  cradled  his  lips  with 
one  huge  hand  and  roared  a  whisper  into  George's  ear.  "Iss  plenty  expense  to 
fix  up  house, "  he  had  confided  loudly.  "Iss  needing  to  take  boarder  for  a 
while , " 

"Well,  if  that's  the  way  it  really  is,  Sven.  .  .  " 

"Iss  all  settled,"  Sven  had  interrupted,  hopping  with  delight.  "I 
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tell  Yean  quick  so  she  don’t  chew  my  ear  off,"  He  had  laughed  his  big  laugh 
and  had  scampered  out  of  the  office  like  a  schoolboy, . full  of  his  exciting 
news. 

The  excitement  over  the  question  of  a  new  fire  engine  lasted  a  week 
or  more,  and  then,  soothed  by  the  promises  of  a  Mayor  grown  sharply  conscious 
of  the  approaching  election,  the  crusaders  laid  aside  their  armor  in  com¬ 
placent  anticipation  of  the  fruits  of  their  victory.  There  was  some  talk  when 
Walter  Morgan  disappeared  suddenly  without  any  explanation,  and  the  mystery 
intrigued  the  gossips  of  the  town  until  Minnie  Perfuss  discovered  in  the 
Benton  Advertiser  a  brief  report  of  the  police  court  trial.  Walter,  sentenced 
for  illegally  selling  extract  to  the  Indians,  would  be  away  for  three  months. 
Minnie  spread  the  news  with  the  diligence  of  a  Paul  Revere,  but  most  of  the 
citizens  merely  shrugged  their  shoulders  and  wished,  audibly  or  otherwise, 
that  the  sentence  had  been  three  years.  Meanwhile  the  elder  Morgan,  certain 
without  proof  that  George  Timford  had  in  some  way  been  responsible,  made  yet 
another  vow  to  seek  revenge. 

For  George  himself  the  days  passed  quickly.  Armed  with  the  five 
hundred  dollars  from  the  sale  of  the  shack,  he  began  the  difficult  task  of 
rebuilding  the  shattered  fortunes  of  Henry  Timson  and  his  Independent .  With 
the  aid  of  J.  Fred  Brander  he  had  replaced  the  fire  insurance  Henry  had  allowed 
to  lapse,  and  now  made  arrangements  to  pay  back  by  installments  the  money  Henry 
had  borrowed  on  his  personal  policies.  When  George's  rehabilitation  credits 
were  made  available,  he  set  about  acquiring  for  the  Independent  the  minimum 
amount  of  type  and  replacement  parts  Mike  Fleming  declared  were  essential, 
following  the  printer's  advice  with  an  exactness  that  flattered  Mike  almost 
to  the  point  of  good  humor. 
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"We  got  enough  to  get  along  with  for  a  while,  "  Mike  admitted 
reluctantly,  "iff  nothing  else  comes  up,  which  it  likely  will. " 

George  just  smiled  to  himself  and  said  nothing.  The  extra  hours 
Mike  put  in  keeping  his  machines  in  order  were  better  evidence  than  the  little 
man’s  surly  words. 

Looking  after  the  Timsons  themselves  was  a  more  difficult  and 
delicate  operation,  to  be  carried  out  successfully  only  with  Mary’s  aid. 
Together  they  went  to  the  hospital  and  arranged  that  all  bills  should  be  sent 
directly  to  George  at  the  Independent,  and  then  they  went  to  see  Doc  Settle. 

The  tubby  little  man  bristled  angrily  at  them  when  they  mentioned  money. 

"Xou  make  me  tired,  ”  he  declared  disgustedly.  ’’You  ought  to  have 
better  sense  -  especially  you,  Mary.  I  haven’t  sent  any  bills  yet,  have  I?" 

"Of  course  you  haven't,”  Mary  said,  "but  you'll  have  to  some  time. 
George  thinks  we  ought  to  know  just  what  we'll  be  up  against,  so  we  can  plan 
to  pay  everything  up  gradually, " 

"You  aren't  expected  to  work  for  nothing,  you  know,"  George  added, 

"What  I  work  for  is  none  of  your  business,"  the  doctor  snapped, 

"Why,  I've  looked  after  my  own  affairs,  and  known  Henry  Timson,  for  thirty 
years  -  before  you  two  idiots  were  born!  It's  time  somebody  began  returning 
a  few  of  the  favors  he's  done  for  other  people.  Bills!  You'd  think  the  whole 
blasted  world  wouldn't  run  without  the  almighty  dollar," 

"You  know  what  Mr.  Timson  would  say  about  that, "  George  reminded  him. 

"Henry  Timson 's  an  idiot  too!"  Doc  Settle  fumed.  "Always  has  been, 
as  long  as  I've  known  him.  He  pretends  to  be  a  hard-headed  business  man,  and 
then  gives  away  his  shirt!  Now  get  out  of  here  and  don't  bother  me.  I'll  send 
a  bill  when  I  feel  like  it  -  next  year  maybe,  if  I  feel  like  it.  You'd  think 
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someone  in  this  blasted  town  would  have  the  sense  he  was  bom  with] "  He 
pounded  a  chubby  fist  on  the  desk  and  practically  pushed  them  out  of  his  office, 
"Bills,  indeed!  Go  on  and  get  out  of  here," 

"WhewJ"  George  gasped  when  they  were  once  more  in  the  street,  "Now 
I  know  what  it  feels  like  to  run  into  a  buzz-saw," 

Mary  laughed,  "He  is  an  old  dear,"  she  said,  "Well,  you'll  have 
to  make  some  allowance  for  his  bill,  but  at  least  you  won't  have  to  worry  about 
it.  You'll  probably  have  to  fight  to  make  him  take  anything.  Now,  what  else 
can  I  do?" 

George  frowned  thoughtfully.  "I  don't  want  to  go  sticking  my  nose 
in  where  it  isn’t  wanted,"  he  said,  "but  -  well,  you  know  the  way  Mrs,  Timson 
dresses,  with  that  old  hat  of  hers,  and  -  oh,  you  know  what  I  mean.  I  did 
manage  to  get  her  to  take  a  little  money  -  because  she  had  to  have  it,  I 
suppose  -  but  I  don't  think  she  believes  the  Independent  is  on  its  feet  yet. 

I  was  wondering  if  you  could.  .  , " 

Mary  nodded,  her  eyes  warm  as  she  looked  at  George.  "I  might  per¬ 
suade  her  to  help  out  by  getting  a  hat  at  Mrs.  Conroy's,  she  said,  "and  then, 
while  we  were  there  -  yes,  I  think  I  might  manage  something,  George." 

"Swell!  Gosh,  I  don't  know  what  I'd  do  without  you,  Mary!" 

"I  might  want  to  quote  you  on  that  some  time,"  she  laughed. 

As  the  days  went  by,  however,  it  began  to  appear,  to  the  gossips  of 
Peaksville  at  least,  that  George  might  do  very  well  without  the  red-headed 
waitress  at  Soong  Yee's.  Bigger  game,  in  the  person  of  the  blonde  Sylvia 
Cappy,  seemed  more  and  more  within  the  Editor's  reach,  or  perhaps,  as  Minnie 
Perfuss  suggested  with  delighted  malice,  she  was  the  hunter  and  he  the  pursued. 
George  and  Mary  still  patronized  Mayor  Gordon's  Bijou  on  Saturday  nights,  and 
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Sundays  were  still  reserved  for  the  long  walks  that  had  come  to  be  a  habit 
with  them,  but  during  the  week  George  seemed  to  have  less  and  less  time  for 
Mary,  The  Independent,  of  course,  claimed  most  of  his  energies,  and  Mike  was 
taking  a  truculent  delight  in  teaching  his  boss  something  of  printing,  after 
hours,  but  there  were  still  times  when  there  was  no  work  to  do.  Miss  Perfuss 
considered  it  her  Christian  duty  to  explain  to  Mary  that  George  spent  a  great 
deal  of  that  spare  time  with  Sylvia  Cappy, 

"Of  course  it  may  not  mean  anything,  you  know, "  she  cooed,  reaching 
up  to  set  her  parcels  on  the  counter  at  Soong  Yee's.  "There  are  so  many  things 
that  don't  mean  anything,  aren't  there?  But  Mrs,  Martin  said  -  I  just  happened 
to  meet  her,  you  know,  and  the  talk  just  happened  to  get  around  to  George  - 
Mr,  Timford  -  he  being  so  much  in  the  affairs  of  Peaksville  these  days  -  well, 
she  said  -  I'm  just  repeating  her  words,  you  know,  because  I  wouldn't  have 
thought  -  Well,  anyway,  she  said,  'That  young  man  is  seeing  altogether  too  much 
of  Sylvia  Cappy  these  days,"  and  I  just  wondered  -  well,  it's  always  best  to 
know  what  one  is  faced  with,  isn't  it?" 

"I'm  sure  it  is,  Miss  Perfuss." 

"Of  course,  I  know  you  go  for  those  long  walks  on  Sundays  -  away 
from  everyone  and  all  that  -  but,  well,  it  is  getting  colder  now,  isn't  it? 

I'm  sure  I'd  simply  catch  my  death  of  cold  away  out  -  and  Sylvia  has  such  a 
comfortable  home.  Of  course,  I  was  just  telling  you  what  Mrs,  Martin  said  - 
her  very  words,  you  know,  though  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  what  George  -  Mr,  Tirn- 
ford  -  would  see  in  her  -  Sylvia,  I  mean, 

"I  do,"  Mary  said  calmly.  "She's  one  of  the  prettiest  girls  in 
Peaksville,  for  one  thing,  and  she's  as  smart  as  can  be,  and  she  dresses  well. 

I  don't  know  what  more  a  man  could  ask." 
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"Oh,  I’m  sure  I  don't  know  either,"  Minnie  agreed  hastily,  "and  of 
course  I  had  forgotten  that  she  was  at  the  University.  It  does  seem  a  pity, 
doesn't  it,,  that  so  few  girls  in  Peaksville  have  the  opportunity  for  higher 
education?  Of  course,  there  might  be  -  other  things  to  compensate,  mightn't 
there?"  She  smiled  her  rabbity  smile,  harmlessly  vague,  while  her  weasel 
eyes  probed  mercilessly, 

Mary  remained  unperturbed,  "Sylvia  seems  to  have  those  things  too, 
Miss  Perfuss.  George  was  saying  just  the  other  day  what  nice  legs  she  has," 

"Oh,  my  goodness] "Miss  Perfuss  squeaked,  "Do  you  mean  to  say  that 
you  and  George  talk  about,  .  ,  oh,  my  goodness','  She  scurried  toward  the  door 
before  some  bigger  scavenger  could  appear  to  take  her  morsel  from  her,  "Oh  my 
goodness  gracious!" 

Mary  laughed  to  herself  at  the  look  of  shocked  and  delighted  horror 
on  Minnie's  pinched  face,  and  then  her  eyes  darkened  and  she  stared  across 
the  street  to  where  George  worked  behind  the  closed  door  of  the  Independent. 
Sylvia  Cappy  did  have  everything,  and  wanted  more,  but  then  it  didn't  seem 
likely  she  would  be  interested  in  anyone  who  couldn't  buy  her  a  new  fur  coat 
every  year.  Of  course,  George  wouldn't  always  be  the  substitute  for  a  small 
town  Editor.  George  could  find  bigger  opportunities  if  he  wanted  them.  Mary 
wiped  the  counter  where  Minnie's  soggy  parcel  of  head  lettuce  had  made  a  wet 
spot. 

"In  the  office  of  the  Independent  George  Timford  swung  around  in 
his  chair  and  regarded  the  tall  stranger  who  had  just  entered.  "Good  afternoon," 
he  said.  "Is  there  something  I  can  do  for  you?" 

"Mr.  Timford?" 

"Yes."  George  rose  as  the  stranger  proffered  his  hand. 
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"I'm  Blakely  -  Peter  Blakely  -  of  the  Central  Syndicate,  you  know. 

We  have  a  number  of  district  newspapers  all  over  the  province.  The  Benton 
Advertiser,  for  instance,  is  one  of  ours. " 

"Yes,  I've  heard  of  you,”  George  said.  "Won’t  you  sit  down?"  He 
watched  as  the  tall  man  folded  himself  into  the  station  armchair.  "I  under¬ 
stand  you  made  Mr.  Timson  an  offer  for  the  Independent  a  while  ago,  Mr. 

Timson  is  in  the  hospital  just  now,  but  I'm  quite  sure  he  hasn't  changed  his 
mind. " 

Peter  Blakely  smiled  and  stroked  the  blue -black  of  his  freshly 
shaved  chin  with  thumb  and  fingers.  "I  should  think  he  wouldn't  have  -  now 
especially.  You  seem  to  be  making  quite  a  splash  around  here,  Mr.  Timford. 
They  tell  me  you've  managed  to  stir  up  things  pretty  thoroughly,  and  our  man 
in  Benton  says  the  people  there  are  furious." 

"I  have  been  boosting  home  industries  a  little, "  George  admitted. 

"I  hadn't  heard  it  was  cutting  into  the  business  of  Benton." 

"I  understand  it  is.  People  around  here  must  be  taking  your  word 
for  it  and  buying  at  home." 

"I  hope  they  are.  We  have  some  pretty  good  tradesmen  in  Peaksville, 
Mr.  Blakely.  They  deserve  a  better  break  than  they've  been  getting." 

"And  the  newspaper?  No  doubt  you  hope  to  gain  a  little  too,  eh?" 

"I  think  Mr.  Timson  deserves  better  support.  An  independent  news¬ 
paper  is  important  to  a  town  like  Peaksville." 

"Of  course  I  don't  have  to  agree  with  you,  Mr,  Tirnford, "  the  tall 
man  said,  smiling  again.  "As  a  matter  of  fact,  we  had  hoped  to  move  in  here, 
but  I'm  afraid  we've  given  up  that  idea  now.  Most  of  the  papers  we've  taken 
over  have  been  pretty  well  on  the  rocks,  you  might  say,  and  we  thought, perhaps. 
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“You  thought  you  could  jump  on  Mr.  Timson  when  he  was  down." 

“Well,  it's  business,  you  know.  We  don’t  really  look  at  it  that 
way,  and  of  course  we  would  have  retained  Mr.  Timson  as  editor  as  long  as  we 
could,  at  least  until.  .  ."  Mr,  Blakely  shrugged  his  lean  shoulders  expressively. 
“However,  that  wasn’t  what  I  came  to  see  you  about,  Mr.  Timford.” 

“I  was  beginning  to  wonder,  ”  George  said. 

“No,  as  a  matter  of  fact  we  aren't  interested  in  Peaksville  at  all 
now.  What  we  are  interested  in  is  the  way  in  which  you've  -  well,  rejuvenated 
the  paper  here.  People  are  getting  interested,  and  you  were  quoted  three  times 
in  the  city  papers  last  week.  If  you  keep  this  up  the  Vegreville  Observer  will 
have  to  look  to  its  laurels." 

George  laughed.  "I  don't  expect  to  supply  much  competition  there," 
he  said,  “After  all,  you  know,  I'm  just  thinking  of  Peaksville  and  the  district 
close  around.  “ 

“That's  just  it,  Mr.  Timford.  You  seem  to  know  what  is  important 
to  people  like  that,  and  since  most  places  have  the  same  problems,  your  appeal 
is  more  universal  than  you  realize.  You  have  a  valuable  talent,  Mr.  Timford." 

“I'm  afraid  I  don't  follow  you,"  George  said.  "After  all,  I'm  just 
the  substitute  editor  of  a  small  weekly,  and  I  don't  see  that  what  I  do.  .  . “ 

“Central  Syndicate  owns  about  twenty-five  of  those  weekly  papers, “ 
Blakely  told  him,  “and,  frankly,  we  have  a  problem." 

“I  hope  it  isn't  twenty-five  times  as  difficult  as  ours,"  George 

laughed. 

“Well,  not  exactly.  Financially,  we  are  doing  very  well,  but  a  finp 
like  ours  has  to  look  ahead,  you  know.  Vie  realize  we  have  to  appeal  to  the 
particular  interests  of  each  community  in  order  to  make  our  papers  popular,  an 
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institution  in  the  home,  you  might  say.  For  that  we  need  the  help  of  someone 
intimately  acquainted  with  those  interests.” 

"And  so?" 

"And  so  that's  where  you  come  in.  We've  watched  what  you  have  done 
in  the  last  few  weeks,  Mr.  Tirnford,  and  we  have  come  to  the  conclusion  that 
you're  the  man  we  want.  We'd  like  you  to  supervise  the  local  policies  of  all 
of  our  papers  -  editorially,  that  is,  I  may  say  we're  in  a  position  to  make 
you  a  very  nice  offer." 

"You  do  make  up  your  mind  very  quickly,  Mr.  Blakely.  After  all,  I've 
handled  the  Independent  for  less  than  two  months.  Surely  in  that  time.  .  . " 

The  tall  man  went  back  to  stroking  his  chin,  his  head  tilted  sideways 
as  he  looked  across  at  George.  "Quick  decisions  are  the  formula  for  successful 
business,  Mr.  Tirnford.  I  imagine  you  know  that  as  well  as  I  do." 

"You're  flattering,  anyway,  George  said.  "The  offer  requires  an 
immediate  answer,  I  suppose?" 

"Oh,  reasonably  so.  We  wouldn't  quibble  over  a  few  days,  of  course," 

"But  I  would  have  to  leave  the  Independent.  I  couldn't  work  from 

here?" 

"I'm  afraid  not.  Our  plant  is  in  the  city,  and  naturally.  .  . " 

"And  without  me,  you  expect  the  Independent  to  start  downhill  again, 
with  Mr.  Timson  in  the  hospital.  Then,  of  course,  you  could.  .  . " 

"I'm  afraid  you  jump  to  conclusions,  Mr.  Tirnford,"  the  tall  man 
interrupted,  "although  I  confess  that  would  be  a  possibility.  However,  we  are 
really  interested  in  you.  As  Managing  Editor  of  the  chain,  you  could  give 
what  editorial  independence  you  wished  to  any  particular  paper.  Now,  as  far 
as  salary  is  concerned.  .  . " 
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"I'm  sure  that  would  be  very  attractive,  too,  Mr.  Blakely,”  George 
said,  rising  and  moving  over  toward  the  window.  "Unfortunately,  I'm  afraid 
the  salary  wouldn't  make  any  difference.  I've  taken  over  the  Independent 
for  as  long  as  Mr.  Timson  is  away,  and  no  one  knows  just  how  long  that  will  be. 

My  first  loyalty  is  to  him  for  as  long  as  he  needs  me.” 

"Naturally,  I  appreciate  that  Loyalty,  Mr.  Tirnford.  However,  if 
an  arrangement  could  be  made.  .  . " 

George  shook  his  head,  "I'm  afraid  it  couldn't  be.  If  you  follow 
the  editorials  in  the  Independent,  I  suppose  you  read  Mr,  Timson 's  on  the 
subject. " 

"He's  an  old  fire-eater,  isn't  he?  But  now  that  you  have  the  paper.  .  . 

"Mr.  Timson  is  still  owner  and  publisher.  The  policy  is  just  the 
same.  All  I've  managed  to  do  is  put  a  few  teeth  into  it." 

"I  see.  Well,  I'm  sorry  we  can't  get  together  just  now,  Mr.  Tirn¬ 
ford."  He  rose  and  extended  his  hand.  "At  least  you  can't  blame  us  for  trying." 

George  grinned.  "As  a  matter  of  fact,  I'm  really  flattered.  It 
seems  to  me,  though,  there's  still  room  in  Alberta  for  small  town  papers  not 
off  the  assembly  line.  There  ought  to  be  some  of  the  pioneering  spirit  left  - 
and  less  boiler  plate." 

"It  seems  that  there  is,"  Blakely  said  dryly.  "Well,  at  least  I'm 
glad  to  have  met  you.  It  was  a  pleasure  to  meet  the  man  behind  the  editorials. 

And  you  might  tell  Mr.  Timson  I  envy  him  his  good  fortune."  He  paused  as  he 
reached  the  door,  his  hand  once  more  on  his  chin,  his  dark  eyes  regarding 
George  speculatively.  "Yes,  his  very  good  fortune, "  he  said,  smiling  again 
as  he  went  out. 

George  stood  at  the  window  and  watched  him  go  down  the  teteps  and 
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get  into  his  car,  and  then  he  turned  to  find  Mike  lounging  in  the  shop  doorway. 

"That’s  one  way  to  be  a  damn  fool, 11  the  printer  told  him. 

The  frown  that  had  come  to  George's  face  vanished  and  he  laughed 
out  loud.  He  flipped  his  hat  from  its  peg  and  twirled  it  in  the  air,  "Maybe 
I've  got  a  genius  that  way,  Mike.  I'll  bet  I  could  find  all  kinds  of  ways  if 
I  really  tried, " 

"Yeah,  Maybe  you  could, "  Mike  grunted. 

George  laughed  again  and  swung  out  of  the  door.  By  the  curb  Sylvia 
Cappy  was  waiting  for  him  in  her  father's  battered  blue  coupe. 
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Chapter  19 


Despite  the  gradually  increasing  chill  of  the  nights 
and  the  decreasing  warmth  of  the  shortening  daylight  hours,  the  fall  weather 
continued  to  be  generally  dry  and  clear.  There  had  been  short  intervals  of 
cold  rain  at  the  end  of  September,  and  on  the  15th  of  October  a  thin  covering 
of  snow  gave  warning  of  the  winter  to  come,  but  the  skies  had  cleared  and  the 

snow  had  melted  even  before  the  merchants  could  get  it  swept  from  the  side¬ 
walks.  Premature  efforts  to  get  ice  on  the  skating  rink  had  ended  in  failure, 

and  small  boys  still  tossed  and  booted  a  rugby  ball  in  which  they  had  really 

lost  interest.  Old-timers  began  to  talk  of  the  late  falls  they  remembered, 
the  spirit  of  competition  stretching  snowless  seasons  almost  into  the  following 
springs.  Bert  Williams  shook  his  head  over  the  supplies  of  unmoving  winter 
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clothing  in  his  store-room,  and  the  display  of  winter  sporting  equipment 
gathered  dust  in  Ollie  Craig's  window.  From  time  to  time  American  big  game 
hunters  whirled  into  town  in  long,  low-slung  straight  eights,  sat  around  the 
hotel  lobby  for  a  day  in  impossibly  heavy  clothing  and  then  went  away  again, 
only  half  believing  the  guides'  explanations  of  the  impossibility  of  hunting 
in  a  noisy,  snowless  bush.  At  the  school,  the  teachers  checked  the  calendar 
again  to  make  sure  that  it  was  indeed  time  to  begin  preparation  for  the  Christmas 
concert.  Finally,  on  the  last  day  of  October,  Tom  Maxwell  looked  across  the  feebl* 
patch  of  sunlight  on  Main  Street  and  over  the  flat  roof  of  Billy  Hogge 1 s  pool 
room,  his  eyes  on  the  grey  mist  that  had  swept  down  to  obscure  the  mountains, 
and  predicted  snow. 

"They'll  all  be  out  shovelling  in  the  morning,"  he  said. 

In  the  chair  opposite,  George  Timford  patted  his  stomach  expressively. 
"I  can’t  say  I'll  be  pleased  to  do  it,"  he  said,  "but  probably  a  little  snow 
shovelling  will  do  me  good.  Except  for  walking  at  week-ends,  I  haven't  had 
enough  exercise  to  keep  me  reminded  I'm  alive." 

"Bald  heads,  pot-bellies  and  shiny  trousers  -  the  triple  banner  of 
the  fourth  estate.  You  see  what  you're  in  for,  George." 

"I'd  be  better  pleased  with  Liberty,  Equality  and  Fraternity,  if 
you  don't  mind." 

"Merely  another  way  of  saying  the  same  thing,  George.  As  a  news¬ 
paper  man  you  have  the  liberty  of  keeping  your  hat  on  -  any  Hollywood  picture 
will  prove  that  -  and  so  you  grow  bald.  Aging  in  the  service  of  the  unappreci¬ 
ative  public,  you  grow  pot-bellied  like  the  rest  of  the  civilized  brotherhood, 
and  you  are  equally  forced  to  wear  the  shiny  trousers  and  frayed  cuffs  that  are 
the  badges  of  masculine  servitude.  You  see,  there  really  isn't  any  difference." 
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"You  make  it  sound  rather  hopeless, "  George  said. 

"Not  at  all, "  Maxwell  protested.  "By  the  time  you  get  that  old 
you  will  have  acquired  the  consolation  of  philosophy,  'where  every  prospect 
pleases'.  .  . " 


.and  only  man  is  vile.'  That's  the  natural  conclusion,  isn't 


it?" 


The  old  man  sighed  with  exaggerated  mournfulness.  "You're  just  too 
young,  George,  to  know  philosophy  never  leads  to  a  natural  conclusion.  You're 
still  in  the  apostolic  stage.  What  did  you  write  about  this  week?" 

George  pulled  a  copy  of  the  Independent  out  of  his  coat  pocket  and 
offered  it  to  Maxwell,  "I'm  not  sure  Mayor  Gordon  is  going  to  like  it,"  he 
said. 

Maxwell  accepted  the  paper  and  leaned  back  in  his  chair.  "That  at 
least  is  something  in  its  favor, "  he  said.  "What  does  Henry  think  of  all  this?" 

"He  has  probably  told  you  more  about  that  than  he ' s  told  me, "  George 
answered.  "I  may  be  away  off  the  beam,  you  know,  but  I  think  he  likes  it. 

Mrs.  Timson  says  he's  just  itching  to  get  back  to  the  office  and  join  in.  Now 
he's  out  of  the  hospital  it  will  be  harder  than  ever  to  make  him  take  it  easy." 

"Maybe  after  a  while  he  could  manage  a  short  column  each  week, " 

Maxwell  suggested.  "He'd  have  more  of  a  part  in  things  that  way." 

"Say,  I  think  you've  really  got  something  there!"  George  said 
enthusiastically.  "Of  course,  I'll  see  what  Doc  Settle  says  first,  but  I 
would  like  to  have  Mr.  Timson  doing  something  like  that.  It  might  help  to 
get  him  in  shape  to  take  over  the  whole  paper  again." 

"You  expect  him  to  do  that,  do  you?" 

"Why,  of  course  I  do, "  George  exclaimed.  "Doc  Settle  said  it  was 


.  n  ta8&Xeqod  rxoridfin  bnu 03  dx  a>Um  noY" 

bio  dBrid  d :jj;  :jo\;  ail'd  d  arid  \JBH  .foodesdoiq  IXswxsM  "  ,XXs  d£  doM" 
doaqeo*sq  y^&vs  ©'loriw*  ,-^riqoeoIxriq  lo  noldslog.  tl  b9'ixupo6  avsri  XXxw  00^ 

" .  .  . ’eaeseXq 

d »  :  tr;v,;s:;£onco  XsiudB^  ©rid  e'dariT  • . aliv  si  rusct  \ltio  forts .  . 

«?d± 

nod  dx  C,  e°i 1 0oY"  . -  580.111/ Uaii/Oiv:  foedjs'isggBX©  ddlw  bangle  aara  folo  erlT 

tsvs  i  rn'qo3cIx.1q  womi  od  t9gno80  tgnx/ov. 

n?>!  3:.-  exrid  duoo's  ©dir*-'  uov,  bib  dBiitf  ,©g£de  ollodaoqfi  odd  at  Ilida 
9  ;  vT'.a.otisqabfll'  arid  lo  ^qoo  £  bsllaq  egiooO 

51  tdx  ©aJlX  od  grtiog  ax  aofrioD  loyeM  ©*108  don  jeT'  ,XI©wcbM  od  dx  beiello 

.blsa 

ds  dx  tl"  .ixsito  r  [.d  n  >Tjsor  bens  el  brix  isqs  arid  bddqsoos  HowxbH 

£  Jtc  :  i  ’.r  v;:.' gH  aaob  dfiriW"  .blsa  ®d  "  (icvEi  edl  nx  gnixidamoe  ax  dB£©I 
:  5v  '■  ,  ■  -  bio.  2'  :*i£i id  jrfd  duods  ©703  ucv,  Hod  ^Idadcrtq  eed  ©HM 

.  .  mb  ed  ^jsm  I"  'bdiewen© 

,nx  nxob  bns  eoillo  add  od  xo;;d  dag  od  gnirlodi  da«t  8  '©rf  e>££8  noeiolT  ,enM 
.  a  dx  ©>Lad  raxil  s;-fjsjn  od  xiBiio-  isbisri  ©cf  I.Clw  dx  X&diqaori  ©rid  lo  duo  e’eri 

'•  t:U>evr  rfos©  n .. .  loo  drrorte  ^  agarjBju  bluoo  eri  flirt*  s  iadls  ©cfy^M” 

".’{©w  dnld  gn lad  ol  dxxq  b  lo  ©*iom  ©varf  b'9H"  .badaoggue  HovoceH 

f  ixe  ©gif-e  " ! 0*1  d  gnirida  :  dog  tlLseti  av'uo^;  Mnlrfd  I  ,^£2" 

-  d  t da'll!  e\.B8  s.'dds*;  00U  dsrfw  aas  II ’I  .aanuoo  10"  .TrllBoxdsBiauddnc 

bd  qlari  drfgixn  dl  .derid  ©tti  i  gnirid -ioe  gnlob  noerriT  .*iH  ©Vfri  od  ©jill  bXuow 

"  ,i  =>~  naq©'.  ©lor.w  arid  vo  o  id  od  sqsria  nl  m±u  dag 
"  !uo\r  ob  tdorid  o b  od  mirf  doaqxs  uoYu 
a*w  di  blac  J  ’  .Lemifilox©  sgioaO  “  tob  I  eaiuoo  io  ,-^riW" 


268 


only  a  six  months*  rest.  I'm  not  trying  to  muscle  him  out,  Mr.  Maxwell." 

"And  what  would  you  do?" 

"Oh,  I  don't  know.  I  had  an  offer  from  the  Central  Syndicate  the 
other  day." 

"Are  they  willing  to  wait  until  next  spring  for  you?" 

"Well,  no,  they  aren't,"  George  admitted,  "but  it  did  leave  me  with 
the  idea  I  could  get  into  a  paper  somewhere.  By  that  time  I  should  know  more 
about  the  business." 

"I  see."  Maxwell  unfolded  the  paper  and  tilted  it  toward  the  window 
for  better  light.  "I  see  you're  still  fond  of  black  headlines,"  he  remarked. 

George  grinned.  "I  guess  I'm  still  daring  people  whenever  I  can," 


he  said. 

The  Peaksville  Independent 

Thursday,  October  31,  1946. 

EDITORIAL 

Two  weeks  from  next  monday  we  shall  be  given  the 
privilege  and  the  duty  to  decide  the  fate  of  our  town 
for  the  next  year.  We,  the  citizens  of  Peaksville, 
shall  be  asked  whether,  in  our  opinion,  our  present 
administration  has  fulfilled  its  function  as  the  war¬ 
den  and  guardian  of  our  town,  or  whether  we  need  more 
competent  men  at  the  head  of  our  affairs.  The 
Independent  feels  that  the  latter  opinion  is  the  only 
one  possible. 

It  would  be  unnecessary  to  rehearse  the  failures 
of  the  past  year,  failures  that  are  still  fresh  in  our 
memories,  but  it  might  be  worth  while  to  consider  whether 
this  year's  shortcoming  is  anything  new.  A  careful  check 
of  past  issues  of  the  Independent  provides  ample  evidence 
to  the  contrary.  We  choose  but  two  examples  to  make  our 
point  clear.  On  July  1st,  1937,  Mayor  Gordon  addressed 
you  as  follows: 

",  .  .and  so  I  can  safely  promise  you,  the  citizens 
of  the  greatest  little  town  in  all  Alberta,  that  this 
very  fall,  or  first  thing  in  the  spring  at  the  very  latest, 
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Main  Street  wil]  present  to  your  proud  eyes  the  vision 
of  a  modern,  up-to-the-minute  expanse  of  smooth  and 
dustless  pavement  from  the  railway  station  to  the  very 
doors  of  our  new  hospital." 

(The  Independent.  July  2,  1937.) 

"We  urge  you  to  admire  this  mythical  pavement  the  next 
time  you  come  down  town.  Again,  on  November  11th,  1942, 
at  a  public  Armistice  Day  meeting  in  the  Elks’  Hall, 

Mayor  Gordon  declared: 

"I  realize,  my  friends,  that  the  war  has  brought 
with  it  many  great  and  difficult  problems,  and  that 
fearful  shortages  have  rendered  doubly  difficult  the 
administration  of  this,  your  town.  In  spite  of  this 
difficulty,  however,  I  can  promise  you  that  within 
the  next  few  months  we  can  and  will  obtain  the  equip¬ 
ment  necessary  to  give  the  citizens  of  Peaksville  the 
fire  protection  your  security  demands. 

(The  Independent,  November  12th,  1942.) 

Believing  as  we  do  in  the  accuracy  of  the  report,  we 
add  that  the  only  piece  of  fire-fighting  equipment 
at  present  in  Peaksville  was  purchased,  second-hand 
from  Benton  in  1939. 

On  September  10th  of  this  year,  a  resolution  was 
passed  unanimously  at  a  public  meeting  demanding  the 
immediate  purchase  of  new  equipment.  Speaking  to  a  dele¬ 
gation  meeting  with  him  three  days  later,  your  Mayor 
promised  that  adequate  protection  would  be  available 
within  a  month.  We  still  have  only  the  antiquated 
chemical  tank  we  bought  in  1939,  and  it  is  the 
Independent 1 s  firm  conviction  that  nothing  more  has 
been  ordered. 

We  would  remind  you  all  that  Nomination  Day  is 
November  8th.  The  present  Mayor  and  Council  have 
laughed  at  the  needs  and  wishes  of  Peaksville  long 
enough.  It  is  time  we  had  a  new  Mayor  and  Council. 

The  change  could  not  but  be  for  the  better. 

"I  wonder  what  made  you  think  Mayor  Gordon  wouldn’t  like  it," 
Maxwell  said,  grinning  like  Satan  in  whiskers.  "I  notice  you  don't  suggest 
who  should  take  his  place." 

"I  don't  think  that's  my  job,  Mr.  Maxwell.  Besides,  I'm  not  sure 
the  people  here  would  want  to  follow  any  suggestion  I  made  -  not  of  actual 
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people,  that  is.  I  was  hoping  that  maybe  some  of  the  younger  business  men 
would  get  into  the  fight," 

"They  might, "  Maxwell  said,  "with  a  little  encouragement.  Joe 
Smartt  might  be  the  one  to  get  things  moving,  and  Ernie,  of  course.  Yes,  you 
might  have  started  something,  George.  By  the  way,  are  you  going  up  to 
Timson's  now?" 

"Yes,  I  am.  I  was  just  going  to  drop  a  paper  in  on  my  way  home." 

"You  might  say  that  1*11  call  in  this  evening,  if  Henry  is  feeling 
well  enough.  He'll  probably  need  some  of  that  philosophy  we  were  talking  of 
a  few  minutes  ago." 

"I'll  tell  him,"  George  agreed,  "but  if  you're  any  kind  of  a  weather 
prophet,  you'll  need  snoeshoes  by  the  time  supper's  over." 

The  snow  did  not  come  as  soon  as  Maxwell  had  predicted,  and  indeed 
for  an  hour  after  dark  the  stars  were  as  bright  and  clear  as  ever.  Then 
suddenly,  as  though  a  million  bales  of  shavings  had  been  dumped  in  the  sky  at 
once,  great  flat  flakes  filled  the  air.  They  came  down  gently  at  first, 
planing  to  a  soundless  landing  on  the  black  earth,  multiplying  their  numbers 
until,  in  less  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  Peaksville  was  changed  to  a  Christmas 
card  town,  with  yellow  light  streaming  from  restaurant  windows  and  streetlights 
glorified  with  dazzling  halos.  In  front  of  the  Bijou  a  long  double  line  of 
waiting  customers  moved  slowly  on  silent  feet,  brushing  the  thick  snow  from 
collars  and  hats,  joking  about  an  early  Christmas  and  then  brushing  again.  In 
the  station  at  the  foot  of  the  street  the  operator  talked  with  stations  farther 
west  and  then  called  the  roundhouse  for  a  snowplow. 

"You'd  better  get  steam  up  and  put  in  a  call  for  a  crew,"  he  said 
into  the  phone.  "They're  damn'  near  snowed  in  at  Mine  Junction  already,  and 
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it’s  got  to  be  a  regular  blizzard  there.  It  ought  to  be  hitting  us  before 
long,"  He  slammed  the  receiver  down  and  stared  out  of  the  window  at  the 
invisible  tracks,  "I  ought  to  sew  myself  in  my  underwear  and  hibernate, "  he 
grumbled  to  himself  disgustedly,  turning  to  score  a  perfect  hit  on  the  pot¬ 
bellied  stove  with  a  thin  stream  of  snoose.  The  sizzling  reply  was  drowned 
in  the  first  gusts  of  the  breaking  storm. 

All  through  Friday  the  snow  continued,  whipped  by  a  biting  wind  into 
mountainous  drifts  in  every  doorway  and  high  against  the  windows  on  both  sides 
of  the  street.  Half  of  the  stores  did  not  attempt  to  open,  and  those  that 
did  were  content  to  clear  small  patches  in  front  of  their  doors,  leaving  to 
customers  foolish  enough  to  venture  out  the  task  of  ploughing  their  own  way. 

By  four  o’clock  even  the  most  hopeful  storekeeper  had  given  up  the  unequal 
struggle  and  had  gone  home,  leaving  to  Soong  Yee  and  Mayor  Gordon  the  lonesome 
task  of  maintaining  business  as  usual.  A  few  minutes  later  George  Timford 
locked  up  the  Independent,  decided  the  dance  at  The  Bam  would  have  no 
attraction  for  Sylvia  Cappy  that  night,  and  ploughed  his  way  to  the  restaurant. 
He  ate  his  supper  slowly,  postponing  his  return  to  the  Hjalmers'  and  the 
polite  necessity  of  going  out  again  to  the  Cappy  home.  After  supper  he  put  a 
quarter  in  the  wurlitzer.  The  buttons  stuck  and  the  machine  played  "White 
Christmas"  five  times.  At  seven  Soon  Yee  gave  Mary  the  night  off,  and  George 
broke  trail  for  her  to  the  Smallwoods"*  and  sat  in  their  neat  little  kitchen 
until  Mary  was  ready  to  go  with  him  to  the  Bijou.  A  snow-encrusted  sign 
informed  them  the  picture  had  not  arrived  and  the  show  was  cancelled.  He  was 
home  at  the  Hjalmers'  by  nine  o’clock. 

Sometime  during  the  night  the  snow  ceased  to  fall,  and  by  Saturday 
morning  the  wind  had  dropped  to  a  bitter  breeze.  The  thermometer  outside  Billy 
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Hogge's  pool  room  registered  three  below  zero,  but  Billy,  acquainted  with 
its  vagaries,  announced  it  was  really  two  above  and  left  his  hearers  to  take 
what  comfort  they  could.  Slowly  the  town  began  to  dig  itself  out,  the  snow 
from  the  sidewalks  forming  an  almost  invincible  rampart  between  them  and  the 
irregular  roadway  the  grader  managed  to  clear  in  the  middle  of  the  street.  The 
shovellers  did  not  hurry,  for  the  country  roads  would  be  blocked  and  there 
would  be  no  farm  business  that  day. 

Mike  Fleming  kept  himself  busy  in  the  back  shop  and  George  got  the 
exercise  he  had  been  asking  for  clearing  in  front  of  the  print  shop  from 
Weaver's  to  the  bank.  When  he  had  finished,  he  took  his  shovel  across  the 
street  and  helped  Soong  Yee  finish  his  shovelling,  and  then  drifted  up  the 
street  and  cleared  away  the  mountain  of  snow  in  front  of  Mrs,  Conroy1 s  hat 
shop,  joining  the  two  sections  of  bare  sidewalk  in  front  of  Slim  Early's  and 
the  Super-Market.  Mrs.  Conroy  was  working  in  the  back  room  and  did  not  see  him. 

In  the  middle  of  the  afternoon  Mayor  Gordon  charged  down  the  street 
on  the  other  side  to  meet  the  early  morning  train  and  stumped  back  up  again, 
fuming.  The  Tivoli  in  Benton  had  heard  that  the  trains  weren't  getting  through 
to  the  west  and  had  thoughtfully  shipped  the  films  on  to  their  next  point  of 
call.  From  the  window  of  the  Independent  George  watched  the  big  man  come  and 
go,  half  expecting  a  visit,  but  Mayor  Gordon  cast  not  so  much  as  a  glance 
across  the  street, 

"Weill"  George  exclaimed  aloud.  "I  thought  sure  I'd  be  having  a 
visit  from  him  today." 

"Sometimes  I  think  you  ain't  so  smart,"  Mike  said  from  the  shop 

doorway. 


"What  do  you  mean,  Mike?" 
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"You  can't  get  him  out  if  nobody  runs  against  him,  can  ya?" 

"Of  course  not,  but  somebody  else  is  sure  to  be  nominated,  especially 
after  the  way  he's  been  acting  lately.  Why,  he  practically  told  the  people 
at  the  council  meeting  to  keep  their  noses  out  of  their  own  business," 

"Just  who's  gonna  run  against  him?"  Mike  persisted. 

"Oh,  I  don't  know  -  Bert  Williams  would  be  a  good  man," 

"He  married  Gordon's  niece. 

"That's  right,  he  did.  Well,  Joe  Smartt  might  try  it," 

"He  couldn't  afford  to  get  nobody  mad  at  him,  just  startin'  out," 

"No,  I  suppose  not.  Well,  there  ought  to  be  someone.  You  can't 
tell  me  the  people  are  going  to  put  up  with  Mayor  Gordon  any  longer I" 

"It's  a  good  thing  you  don't  bet,"  Mike  said  sourly.  "You'd  lose 
your  shirt." 

George  laughed.  "I  did  all  right  in  the  crap  games  at  Halifax, 

Mike. " 

Mike  snorted  and  turned  on  his  heel.  "Maybe  them  dice  wasn't 
loaded,"  he  said  as  a  parting  shot. 

The  printer's  standing  as  a  prophet,  however,  rose  in  George's 
estimation  when  nomination  day  came  and  went  with  no  one  willing  to  oppose 
Mayor  Gordon.  George  tried  his  best  to  hide  his  disappointment  and  merely 
reported  in  the  Independent  the  fact  that  the  Mayor  had  retained  his  position 
by  acclamation,  awaiting  the  result  of  the  voting  for  council  members  with 
more  hope.  In  this,  too,  he  was  disappointed.  Bert  Williams  did  manage  to 
displace  the  elder  Morgan  who  was  the  last  of  the  nine  candidates,  but  the 
remainder  of  the  sitting  members  were  returned.  Somehow  the  excitement  of 
but  two  months  before  had  evaporated,  and  Peaksville  had  returned  to  the  more 
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natural  state  of  indifference,  Mike  Fleming  came  as  near  as  he  could  to 
grinning  as  they  finished  setting  the  report  for  the  paper, 

"I  don't  see  what  you're  so  pleased  about,"  George  snapped.  "None 
of  those  stuffed  shirts  are  any  friends  of  yours! " 

Mike  rubbed  his  unshaven  cheek  with  an  ink-stained  hand,  "I  was 
just  wonderin'  what  you  was  gonna  do  about  it,"  he  said. 

"Do  about  it?  What  the  devil  can  I  do  about  it?  They're  elected, 
aren't  they?  If  people  can't  tell  the  difference  between  a  half  decent  council 
and  that  collection  they've  elected,  I  don't  see  what  I  can  do  about  it.  Once 
a  dope,  always  a  dope,  I  guess." 

"Well,  there's  always  our  little  feathered  friends,"  Mike  said 

casually. 

"What  do  you  mean?"  George  snarled,  annoyance  furrowing  his  brow. 

"You  gotta  write  an  editorial,  don't  you?" 

"Of  course  I  do.  You  know  that." 

"Well,  "  Mike  murmured,  busying  himself  xm.th  a  cigarette,  "I  guess 
people  must  like  to  read  that  sort  of  stuff.  You  know,  leavin'  crumbs  out 
'so  the  little  creatures  who  sing  for  us  can  face  light-heartedly  the  rigors 
of  winter,  knowing  their  true  friends  will  not  let  them  starve.'  The  Benton 
Advertiser  always  has  an  editorial  on  the  birds.  Maybe  you  could  get  Mayor 
Gordon  to  make  an  official  appeal." 

George  flushed.  "But  what's  the  use  of  raising  any  more  hell?" 
he  demanded  furiously.  "I  showed  them  what  was  wrong  with  this  gang,  didn't  I? 
They  had  their  chance  to  do  something  about  it,  didn't  they?  How  in  the  devil 
is  Peaksville  going  to  amount  to  something  if  the  people  themselves  don't  care? 
I'm  fed  up,  Mike!" 
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"Yeah,  that's  right,"  Mike  agreed,  his  cigarette  drooping  from  the 
comer  of  his  mouth.  "That's  what  I  told  Henry  all  the  time.  He  didn't  manage 
to  smarten  up  once  in  the  seven  years  I  been  here." 

"Oh,  go  to  the  devil!" 

George  spun  on  his  heel  and  stamped  into  the  office,  the  door 
slamming  behind  him.  In  the  shop  Mike  could  hear  the  sudden  furious  banging 
of  the  ancient  Remington.  The  smoke  from  his  cigarette  was  getting  into 
Mike's  eyes  and  his  face  twisted.  There  was  no  one  in  the  shop  to  decide 
whether  or  not  he  was  grinning. 
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Chapter  20 


Through  the  pages  of  the  Independent  the  fight  for  a  new 
fire  engine  continued,  and  with  such  effect  that  the  Council  did  yield  at  last 
to  the  extent  of  purchasing  a  second,  almost  equally  decrepit,  chemical 
extinguisher,  but  the  result  of  the  election  served  to  teach  George  Timford 
a  lesson.  He  realized,  somewhat  belatedly,  that  the  power  of  the  press  was 
hedged  with  limitations,  and  that  the  sudden  enthusiasm  of  Peaksville  was  as 
fragile  as  it  was  easily  aroused.  The  victory  had  seemed  to  simple  to  grasp, 
the  reforming  of  old  errors  so  manifestly  easy,  that  George  had  asked  himself 
why  no  one  had  succeeded  before.  With  the  counting  of  the  ballots  he  had 
learned  the  reason  why  Mayor  Gordon  had  not  considered  a  second  protest  necess¬ 
ary.  In  the  beginning  his  crusade  had  seemed  so  great  and  so  important,  and 
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then  it  had  just  fizzled  out  like  a  wet  firecracker.  George  Timford  or  no 
George  Timford,  Peaksville  would  remain  the  same. 

Before  Mike,  and  before  the  rest  of  the  town,  George  preserved  his 
assurance,  but  to  Tom  Maxwell  he  expressed  some  of  the  disappointment  he  felt. 

It  was  Sunday  afternoon  and  George  had  called  in  at  the  Gregory  on  his  way  to 
pick  up  Mary  Cameron  for  a  few  hours  of  skiing,  only  to  find  the  lobby  unusually 
full  of  bored  salesmen  forced  to  spend  a  dull  week-end  in  Peaksville  before 
continuing  their  regular  fall  trips.  Maxwell  had  risen  quickly  from  his  place 
by  the  window  and  had  led  George  back  through  the  long  hall  to  his  book-filled 
room  at  the  rear  of  the  hotel. 

A  single  bed  occupied  one  corner  of  the  room,  its  white  enamel 
chipped  to  show  an  undercoating  of  bright  green,  and  close  beside  it  was  a 
low  dresser  upon  which  a  cheap  alarm  clock  ticked  loudly  in  the  quiet  of  the 
afternoon.  Rows  of  unpainted  shelves  on  black  metal  brackets  covered  one  wall 
and  as  far  as  the  window  on  the  next,  and  in  the  angle  which  was  so  formed 
stood  a  small  writing  desk  with  a  plain  brass  reading  lamp,  and  a  plain  chair 
whose  ancient  padding  was  concealed  beneath  a  stack  of  books  and  papers,  the 
overflow  from  the  heavily  loaded  shelves.  Maxwell  cleared  the  stack  from  the 
chair  and  pushed  it  toward  George,  while  he  himself  sprawled  comfortably  across 
the  narrow  bed. 

"The  heat  from  the  kitchen  next  door  is  this  room’s  chief  attraction," 
the  old  man  said.  "I'm  afraid  I  don't  appreciate  the  cold  any  more."  He 
shifted  up  on  one  elbow  and  looked  at  George  critically.  "You're  not  letting 
Peaksville  get  under  your  skin,  are  you,  George." 

"The  younger  man  flushed.  "I  didn't  think  it  was  as  obvious  as  that." 

"It  probably  isn't  to  most  people.  Mary  may  have  noticed  it,  of 
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course,  but  the  general  run  of  our  citizens  have  their  eyes  turned  inward 
most  of  the  time.  I’m  afraid  I  haven’t  quite  discovered  what  they  see.” 

”1  guess  I’m  just  a  little  tired,"  George  said. 

"Perhaps,  ” 

"Well,  it  was  just  that  things  seemed  to  be  going  so  well  before. 

I  thought  people  were  going  to  open  their  eyes  and  make  something  of  Peaks- 
ville.  For  a  while  you’d  have  thought  nothing  could  hold  them  back,  and  then 
they  just  seemed  to  go  to  sleep  or  something." 

"Perhaps  you  expected  too  much.  Half  of  those  books,  George,  are 
filled  with  the  thoughts  of  men  who  have  tried  to  reform  the  world,  but  even 
they  were  no  workers  of  miracles.  Changes  come  slowly,  George,  a  little  at  a 
time.  I  think  Peaksville  is  better  today  than  it  was  when  you  came." 

"I’m  darned  if  I  can  see  how." 

"Well,  there  are  the  Timsons,  for  instance.  You  have  made  a  differ¬ 
ence  to  them,  you  know." 

"Oh,  I  suppose  I've  helped  a  little  financially,  but  that  isn't  what 
I  mean.  It's  the  town  I'm  thinking  of,  and  the  kind  of  place  it  is  for  all 
the  fellows  who've  come  back,  and  for  their  children  to  grow  up  in.  This 
could  be  such  a  darned  good  town,  Mr,  Maxwell,  if  they'd  let  it  be]" 

"There  are  worse  places,  George." 

"I  suppose  so,  but  that  doesn't  mean  Peaksville  couldn't  be  better. 
Why,  just  look  around  you  for  a  while.  The  same  darned  Council  are  sitting 
back  they  way  they  always  have,  doing  nothing,  and  calling  a  broken  down  chem¬ 
ical  tank  on  wheels  all  that's  necessary  for  a  fire  department.  .  ." 

"We  have  two  of  them  now,  George." 

"Okay,  we  have  two,  and  neither  one  would  put  out  a  bonfire." 


oii.  :•  i  bemad  cev.a  *ii©!  d  anasliio  i\s o  io  mil  leiana^  ©ild  dud  ,©siuoo 

Lb  ,•■••  Ii.fr.  i’canrari  I  bis*!*©  «*I  .©slid  arid'  lo  dsora 

ire  *  J  se©ug  1“ 

"  .sqjsrf'is^" 

.fy'tcA^  Hew  03  :,aio§  ed  od  bsrasae  egnirfd  dsrid  dsxrQ  saw  di  jlleW” 

--dse  i  'lo  gfiiriier.roa  a^eru  bna  s$v&  *ix9rid  naqo  od  gniog  s-ravr  ©Iqoeq  driguorid  I 

gfiiridon  drigworid  ©V£ri  b '  uox  alxriw  £  .olliv 

"  .^niidsraoe  *io  qe©Ie  od  og  od  bsn99e  dejj^  Y©rid 

t .  {  •  9eoriil  lo  YIsH  kridint  ood  hedosqxe  xrow  aqBriieH" 

f  add  Tcxo'.ts'i  o  Hd  ©vfiri  orfw  asm  lo  edrigaorid  add  rid  iw  bell  it 
a  da  eid  -xl  s  <33*1090  <y ;IwoIa  ©moo  sagjaBdO  ,e.-:Io£iim  lo  eis^iow  on  9*i9w  Y©dd 
"  .©jeso  i'ov  £  -  vsbod  wadded  al  ©IIxvB^as^  alnlrid  I  .emld 

H.wori  ‘  J:  bsmsb  i*  " 

-•f©YL  ■  .3  Siii  vsd  jY  .  9or  idsr  not  <ar.osir ill  add  &i£  eiedd  <II©W" 

" ,wond  uoy  <  xdd  od  ©one 

'  .  ....  £  heqXari  ov'I  ©aoqqxm  I  td0"  • 

■  '  ©rid  a *dl  *,n£9in  I 

roibfirio  rcXftrid  10I  bus  <3t0fid  ©moo  ©v*orivr  8woII©l  ©rid 
!  del  b'^arid  li  <IIsM0caM  ,*iM  <nwcd  boog  berriab  s  rious  ©d  bluoo 

",  oiof.:)  <e©o  i'q  eaiow  sie  e*ierITM 
.  1  '  '  dftt  .  dud  <oe  eeoqque  I" 

>ruiob  berrxab  ©osa  9riT  ,oLldw  £  *iol  uoy  bnaois  >JooI  dei/£  ,YdW 
-to© do  i»fo  Lob  ,©T£ri  j:v£wis  y©^  "Vs*  Y0rfd  ^©bcT 

",  .  . dnorad'iaqeb  e*Til  ft  *xol  a’dftrid  ILb  aloertvr  no  >In£d  Isoi 

".egiooO  <von  m©rid  lo  owd  ©Vjsri  ©W1’ 

,  >*.  ;r; cj  d'jo  Jn  ■:  r.  ->w  ©no  *  :;nd  coo  baa  ,owd  ©vp>rf  ©v  <yj»(0" 


279 


"Jim  Dyer  says  they've  been  both  newly  painted  with  the  very 
brightest  red  paint," 

"Do  you  think  that's  going  to  save  the  next  building  that  goes  on 

fire?" 

"Well,  I  don't,  of  course,  but  perhaps  others,  ,  , " 

"Main  Street's  a  disgrace,  and  you  know  it,"  George  rushed  on,  "and 
the  fine  business  men  in  this  town,  like  Gus  Early  and  Windy  Landsturm,  can't 
even  shovel  off  the  little  strip  of  sidewalk  between  then  because  Mrs,  Conroy's 
shop  is  there,  and  it's  her  responsibility.  And  Mr,  Timson  -  you  know  what 
kind  of  deal  he  got!  There  are  a  dozen  other  things  wrong  with  Peaksville, 
from  the  Chamber  of  Commerce  down  to  that  silly,  chin-wagging  Minnie  Perfuss, 
Oh,  it  isn't  just  individuals;  it's  the  whole  spirit  of  the  town!"  He  stopped 
short,  flushing  again.  Tom  Maxwell  was  grinning  at  him  and  stuffing  fresh 
tobacco  into  his  short  pipe, 

"Just  how  long  have  you  been  back,  George?" 

"About  three  months.  Why?" 

"Did  you  expect  to  make  Peaksville  over  in  that  time?  Henry  Timson 's 
been  working  at  the  job  for  thirty  years,  you  know, " 

"Yes,  but  they  wouldn't  listen  to  him." 

"Some  people  did.  What  kind  of  town  would  this  have  been  for  you 
without  him?  If  he  did  nothing  else  in  thirty  years  he  saved  you  from  going 
like  the  rest  of  them,  and  there  have  been  others,  Ernie  Steeves,  Joe  Smartt  - 
even  Mary  Cameron  owes  something  to  him.  You  can't  judge  a  place  by  the  dark¬ 
ness  that  surrounds  it;  the  number  of  lights  shining  in  that  darkness,  and  the 
brightness  of  them,  is  what  counts.  You  can  tend  those  lights,  perhaps  even 
increase  their  number,  but  you  can't  eliminate  all  the  darkness,  you  know." 
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"I  thought  I  could  at  least  make  some  difference." 

"You  have,  George.  When  you  speak  of  a  town  for  children  to  grow 
up  in,  you  should  remember  that  Bill  Jackson  is  secure  in  his  place  now,  and.  ,  . " 

"You  fixed  that  up." 

"You  had  your  share  in  it.  It  hardly  ever  happens  that  one  man  can 
do  much  by  himself.  The  greatest  advances  have  been  the  contribution  of  many 
people  working  together,  George,  and  hanging  on  until  the  job  is  done." 

"I  suppose  so,  but  where  do  I  come  in?  I  blast  away  in  the  Independent 
and  people  get  angry,  and  then  say,  'Oh,  that's  just  that  crazy  Timford;  for¬ 
get  about  itj*  Or  maybe  they  don't  even  read  it  at  all." 

"Your  circulation  has  come  up,  hasn't  it?  Mike  told  me  it  has 
almost  doubled  in  the  last  three  months." 

"I  guess  it  has,  but  I  might  have  got  the  same  result  with  a  comic 

section. " 

"I  think  not,  but  I'll  tell  you  what  you  have  done.  You've  supplied 
a  rallying  point  for  the  people  who  will  make  Peaksville  the  town  it  could  be  - 
good,  honest  people  like  the  Hjalmers  and  the  Smallwoods,  and  like  all  the 
young  men  who  are  beginning  to  hink  in  terms  of  the  families  they  hope  to  have. 
They  know  now  that  they  can  count  on  you. " 

"It  hasn't  made  a  hell  of  a  lot  of  difference  so  far." 

"It  will,  in  time.  Three  months  are  hardly  time  enough  to  combat 
the  stagnation  that  has  been  growing  for  fifty  years." 

George  frowned.  "I  can't  guarantee  to  keep  this  up  for  fifty  years." 

"Perhaps  you  can't,"  the  old  man  told  him,  "but  you  can  do  your 
share.  Perhaps  it  will  be  young  Hughie  Travis,  or  Hughie's  son,  who  will  see 
the  end  of  the  process.  You  didn't  begin  the  fight,  you  know,  and  you  may  not 
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be  in  at  the  finish,  but  you  will  have  helped  to  win  the  war.  Isn't  that 
enough? " 

"I  suppose  it  should  be,"  George  admitted.  "Maybe  I'm  too  impatient." 

There  was  silence  in  the  room  save  for  the  sharp,  metallic  industry 
of  the  alarm  clock.  Maxwell  struck  a  match  and  puffed  his  pipe  into  life. 

"I  see  -  Henry  has  -  started  -  a  column  this  week,"  he  said  between  puffs. 

"Did  you  -  read  it?" 

"Why,  of  course  I  did.  After  all,  you  know.  .  .» 

"Read  it  again, "  the  old  man  advised,  "and  some  of  the  editorials 
he's  written.  You  could  learn  something  from  them,  perhaps." 

"I  know  I  can't  write  like  Mr.  Timson, "  George  said,  "but  I  don't 

see.  . 

"You  can  write  much  better  than  Henry  can,  George,  and  you  can 
fight  harder  because  you're  younger  than  Henry,  but  you  can  learn  something 
from  his  editorials  just  the  same,  Henry  knows  people,  and  he  knows  the  way 
they  think.  There's  a  Christmas  concert  coming  up  at  the  school  pretty  soon, 
isn't  there?" 

"On  December  the  twentieth,  Hughie  said." 

"I  believe  the  Independent  should  be  interested,  beforehand  as  well 
as  afterward,  and  all  the  children  have  parents  who  might  read  the  paper.  I 
think  your  main  purpose  should  be  to  encourage  the  pupils  themselves,  but  it 
doesn't  hurt  to  win  friends.  Sometimes  they  can  be  persuaded,  while  enemies 
have  to  be  destroyed.  What  time  were  you  supposed  to  call  for  Mary?" 

George  glanced  at  his  watch  and  jumped  to  his  feet.  "Two-thirty  I 
told  her,  but  I'll  have  to  scramble  to  get  there  by  three.  It'll  be  dark 
before  we  get  half  way  to  the  river,  I  promised  to  meet  her  or  I'd.  .  . " 
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Maxwell  slipped  from  the  bed  and  opened  the  door  for  George.  "You 
may  have  an  opportunity  to  practise  the  new  diplomacy,  George,"  he  said,  his 
hand  on  the  younger  man's  shoulder.  "In  my  day  the  ladies  were  frequently  - 
er  -  difficult  if  one  kept  them  waiting  too  long, " 

Mary  herself  was  late  with  the  cleaning  of  her  room,  a  job  she 
regularly  reserved  for  Sunday  when  Mrs.  Smallwood  did  not  need  the  hot  water, 
and  came  to  the  door  laughingly  apologetic,  her  red  hair  concealed  in  a  ker¬ 
chief.  "I  had  no  idea  it  was  half  past  two  already,"  she  said. 

"It  isn't,"  George  told  her.  "It's  three  o'clock.  I  was  talking 
to  Mr.  Maxwell  and  forgot  the  time.  I  was  all  ready  to  apologize  most  humbly." 
He  stepped  inside,  very  conscious  of  her  nearness  to  him  as  she  moved  to  shut 
the  door.  "Are  you  going  to  be  able  to  come?" 

"I'm  really  more  than  half  ready,  in  spite  of  the  way  I  look,"  she 
said.  "I  promise  not  to  be  more  than  five  minutes."  She  led  George  out  to 
the  kitchen  and  then  disappeared  to  make  ready.  From  the  living  room  came  the 
low  voices  of  the  Smallwoods,  a  quiet,  friendly  couple  who  have  never  quite 
lost  the  tradition  of  reserve  they  had  brought  with  them  from  England.  In  all 
the  times  George  had  called  for  Mary,  or  had  seen  her  home,  he  had  not  exchanged 
more  than  a  dozen  words  with  them,  and  yet  he  had  no  feeling  that  they  objected 
to  his  presence  there.  As  he  sat  in  their  kitchen,  George  remembered  that  Tom 
Maxwell  had  included  them  with  the  Hjalmers  in  his  list  of  people  who  were  the 
backbone  of  Peaksville,  and  smiled  to  himself  as  he  compared  their  reserve 
with  the  open  friendliness  of  Sven  and  his  wife.  He  was  still  amusing  himself 
with  the  comparison  when  Mary  appeared  again,  awkward  as  a  roly-poly  child  in 
blue  ski  suit. 


"With  the  sun  shinxng  in  my  window  I  was  just  about  convinced  it  was 
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really  warm  outside,  but  I  guess  it  isn't,”  she  said, 

"It's  ten  below,”  he  told  her,  rising, 

"Well,  I'm  dressed  for  it.  Anyway,  we  can't  be  out  very  long. 

What  time  do  the  Hjalmers  expect  us  for  supper?" 

"Oh,  around  six,  I  guess," 

They  got  their  skis  from  the  shed  at  the  back  and  carried  them  down 
Mill  Street,  their  eyes  squinting  against  the  glare  of  the  sun  on  the  bright 
crust  a  brief  thaw  had  given  the  snow.  They  crossed  the  bridge  over  Willow 
Creek  and  then,  with  the  open  country  before  them,  stopped  to  put  on  their 
skis,  balancing  on  the  solid  ridges  of  snow  that  the  snowplows  had  built  at 
the  edge  of  the  road.  A  moment  later  they  were  slipping  over  the  wide,  clear 
stretches  of  snow  to  the  left  of  the  road,  pointing  toward  the  river. 

Though  it  was  not  yet  half  past  three,  the  sun  was  already  turning 
toward  the  mountains,  its  silver  rays  changing  to  a  brilliant  blending  of 
bronze  and  blood  red.  Where  the  wind  had  carved  out  drifts  and  hummocks,  the 
shadows  had  turned  from  grey  to  blue  and  then  to  a  deep  grey-purple  that  stood 
out  in  sharp  contrast  to  the  red-gold  radiance  on  the  open  places,  and  where 
some  other  skier  had  passed  before  them  two  ribbons  of  a  brighter  gold  stretched 
far  ahead  to  where  the  dark  masses  of  evergreens  marked  the  edge  of  the  river 
valley.  Above  the  trees  the  sky  was  pale  almost  to  whiteness  in  a  broad  band 
that  rested  lightly  on  the  black  and  silver  and  purple  of  mountains  that  seemed 
to  await  them  a  stone's  throw  beyond  the  river  valley,  the  forty  miles  between 
river  and  mountain  range  shrunk  to  nothing  in  the  clear  air.  Far  to  the  left 
a  single  plume  of  white  smoke  rose  from  some  farmstead  straight  upward  into 
the  cold,  motionless  sky. 

"The  mountains  look  close  enough  for  us  to  be  there  and  back  before 
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supper, ,l  Mary  said.  "Surely  they  must  be  right  on  the  edge  of  the  river. " 

"They  are,"  George  grinned,  "but  they're  shy  things.  As  fast  as 
we  go  toward  them,  they'll  step  back  so  as  not  to  get  in  our  way.  Of  course, 
it's  really  you  they're  afraid  of.  When  I  go  out  alone,  they  just  stand  up 
and  glare  at  me," 

"So  I  can  move  mountains, "  she  laughed.  The  cold  had  brought  extra 
color  to  her  face  and  a  lock  of  her  hair,  straying  from  underneath  her  hood, 
gleamed  golden  as  the  world  around  her, 

"You  might, "  he  answered,  half  serious,  "or  get  someone  to  move 
them  for  you. " 

"You  wouldn't  be  offering  your  services,  would  you?"  she  asked. 

Her  left  ski  seemed  to  have  loosened  and  she  stopped  to  fix  it.  George  came 
up  from  behind  and  knelt  on  his  own  skis  beside  her  to  adjust  her  harness. 

Their  faces  were  very  close  together  and  she  leaned  on  him  lightly  to  maintain 

l 

her  balance. 

"Perhaps  I  could  do  with  a  job  more  permanent  than  the  one  I  have 
at  the  Independent .  It  might  take  quite  a  while, you  know." 

They  stood  up  again  and  for  a  moment  their  eyes  locked.  Then  she 
laughed  a  little  uncertainly  and  moved  on.  "Well,  first  of  all,"  she  said, 

I  think  I'd  like  that  big  square  one  moved  over  to  -  no,  I  think  I'll  just 
leave  them  where  they  are  today,  after  all.  It  might  be  warmer  to  work  on  them 
tomorrow. " 

"I  think  it  will  be, "  George  told  her.  "That  bright  band  over  the 
mountains  is  just  about  the  brightest  chinook  arch  I've  ever  seen.  We'd  have 
to  use  rowboats  instead  of  skis  if  the  hot  winds  get  this  far." 

"Perhaps  we  should  turn  back  now,"  she  laughed.  "I  shouldn't  want 
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to  swim  home,  you  know," 

"We  might  have  a  little  time  yet,"  he  said,  "but  I’ll  bet  you  it’s 
melting  by  tomorrow," 

At  last  they  reached  the  edge  of  the  valley  and  shot  downward  through 
the  trees  and  out  on  to  the  broad  flat  beyond,  George  far  in  the  lead  from 
taking  the  slope  full  out,  Mary  more  conservatively  sideslipping  occasionally 
to  keep  her  speed  under  control.  He  swung  around  and  came  back  to  her  and 
they  climed  again,  his  eyes  searching  for  a  faster  slope.  By  the  time  they 
had  finished  their  third  run  it  was  already  growing  shadowy  on  the  flat.  They 
climbed  to  the  top  again.  A  brilliant  edging  along  the  tops  of  the  higher 
drifts  was  all  that  remained  of  the  golden  day, 

George  glanced  at  his  watch.  "We’ll  just  have  nice  time  to  get  to 
the  HjalmerS’  if  we  start  right  away,"  he  said.  "That's  the  trouble  with 
skiing;  you  don't  seem  to  get  enough  time,"  He  glanced  back  regretfully  as 
though  debating  whether  he  might  try  just  one  more  run,  and  then  turned  toward 
town,  Sven's  big  bam  serving  as  a  landmark  by  which  they  could  set  their 
course.  By  choosing  their  way  carefully,  they  were  able  to  ski  almost  to  the 
Hjalmers'  front  door. 

For  Sven,  any  meal  seemed  to  be  a  festive  occasion.  It  was  his 
nature  to  be  jovial  and  friendly,  but  at  his  own  table  he  fairly  glowed  with 
pride  in  his  home  and  pleasure  in  offering  its  hospitality,  and  Mary's 
presence  was  for  him  the  crowning  event  of  the  day. 

"Two  couples  iss  just  right  for  dinner  party, "  he  declared  when  the 
meal  was  done  and  they  sat  back  comfortably  over  the  second  cups  of  coffee. 

"Iss  always  telling  Yorge  to  marry  iss  best  for  happy  life,  lie  asked  you  yet?" 

"Sven!"  his  wife  reproved  him  sharply.  "Iss  not  good  to  ask  questions!" 
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Her  husband  laughed  out  loud.  "Iss  not  asking  questions,  iss 
knowing  nothing."  He  turned  to  Mary  and  laughed  again  at  her  heightened 
color.  "Iss  maybe  having  to  wait  for  Independent  to  read  news?  By  loseph, 
he  make  you  scoop  for  paper,  I  bet," 

"He  doesn’t  seem  to  be  that  hard  up  for  news  yet,"  Mary  laughed. 
"Besides,  I  didn’t  know  you  were  going  into  the  match-making  busines,  Mr. 

H jalmer. " 

"Iss  sticking  big  face  where  iss  not  wanted, ”  Mrs.  Hjalmer  said, 
frowning  at  Sven.  "I  don’t  show  you  my  flowers  in  new  porch  yet,"  she  went 
on,  changing  the  subject.  "Iss  going  to  be  garden  inside,  I  think."  She 
frowned  again  at  her  husband  and  led  Mary  from  the  room. 

"Yean  iss  not  liking  me  to  ask  so  many  questions, "  Sven  confided 
in  a  voice  that  was  intended  to  be  subdued.  "All  the  same  she  think  like  me 
iss  good  to  get  married  quick.  Iss  nice  girl,  Yorge," 

"Of  course  she  is,  Sven, "  George  agreed,  "but  you  have  to  think  of 
her  side  of  it  too.  I'm  not  exactly  a  millionaire,  you  know,  and.  .  . " 

"Iss  not  needing  to  marry  a  bank,  ’’  Sven  said. 

"Well,  maybe  not,  but  I'd  need  to  know  a  good  deal  more  about  where 
I'm  going  to  be,  and  what  I'm  going  to  do,  before  I  even  think  about  getting 
married  to  any  girl. " 

"Iss  then  not  thinking  of  it  -  sometimes,  maybe?"  Sven  persisted. 

"Oh,  maybe  -  in  a  general  way, that  is.  I'd  have  to  have  a  good  deal 
better  job  before  I  thought  seriously  about  it." 

"Iss  maybe  so,"  Sven  agreed  doubtfully,  "or  iss  maybe  a  big  damn' 
fool."  He  stood  up  suddenly  as  the  women  reappeared,  his  big  hand  resting  for 
a  moment  on  George's  shoulder.  "Iss  almost  forgetting  cigars,"  he  announced 
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loudly,  reaching  for  a  package  on  the  shelf  beside  the  window. 

When  the  dishes  were  washed,  Mary  and  George  hurried  off  for  a 
brief  visit  to  the  Timsons,  and  then  came  back  to  finish  the  evening  over  a 
Swedish  card  game  whose  intricacies  were  too  much  for  everyone  but  Sven  him¬ 
self.  He  won  huge  fortunes  in  matches,  his  great  laugh  booming  out  as  he 
double -checked  the  millions  his  swelling  pile  represented.  Outside  the  wind 
was  rising  in  sudden,  intermittent  gusts,  while  inside  the  temperature  rose 
until  Mrs.  Hjalmer  got  up  and  turned  the  damper  in  the  stove, 

"I  told  you  it  was  going  to  get  wanner,  "  George  said  to  Mary,  ,fWe 
saw  the  brightest  Chinook  arch  over  the  mountains  I've  ever  seen,"  he  explained 
to  the  others. 

"Mrs.  Hjalmer  nodded.  "Iss  good  for  coal  bill,"  she  said  practically, 
"but  colds  come  if  feet  iss  getting  wet." 

"It  would  take  a  while  for  that  to  happen, "  George  said. 

As  they  were  saying  goodbye  to  the  Hjalmers,  however,  George  and 
Mary  realized  that  the  extra  brightness  of  the  arch  did  mean  something,  for 
the  wind  had  risen  to  a  steady  gale  of  warm,  moist  air,  the  frost  had  dis¬ 
appeared  like  magic,  and  there  were  already  pools  of  water  standing  in  the 
front  yard.  Sven  lumbered  out  with  a  flashlight  and  shone  it  upon  the  ther¬ 
mometer  that  hung  just  outside  the  door.  It  read  fifty-eight." 

"By  Yoseph,  iss  up  seventy  degrees  since  supper!"  he  exclaimed.  "I 
tell  you  iss  hot  time  in  old  town  tonight!"  His  booming  laugh  followed  his 
guests  as  the  splashed  their  way  out  to  the  street  and  turned  south  on  First 
Avenue . 

The  sky  that  had  been  clear  throughout  the  long  month  of  cold 
weather  was  now  thinly  overcast  and  the  moon  was  but  a  shapeless  luminescence 
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over  the  comer  of  the  Elks'  Hall.  The  slope  of  First  Avenue  was  a  network 
of  miniature  rivers  rushing  madly  downhill,  rising  over  obstacles  and  leaping 
forward  in  a  hundred  tiny  waterfalls.  Above  the  steady  hum  of  the  wind  the 
whole  land  murmured  and  gurgled  in  the  darkness  as  though  sprihg  had  come  in 
a  single  evening  and  had  to  make  way  for  summer  when  dawn  came.  In  some  of 
the  houses  along  the  road  lights  still  burned,  and  scraps  of  conversation 
drifted  through  windows  opened  at  last  for  a  breath  of  fresh  air. 

Mary  and  George  walked  far  apart  on  the  roadway,  each  trying  to  pick 
firm  footing  through  the  slush.  It  was  useless  to  try  to  ski,  and  George 
carried  both  sets  of  skis  over  his  shoulder,  leaving  to  Mary  the  awkward  cluster 
of  ski  poles.  In  the  darkness  the  slipped  and  skidded  toward  Smallwoods', 
laughing  with  each  uncertain  movement.  Presently  they  reached  Wood  Street  and 
moved  to  firmer  footing  where  the  sidewalk  had  been  cleared  in  front  of  Mrs. 
Garter's  boarding  house.  They  drew  closer  together  and  walked  the  final  block 
to  Mary's  home,  put  the  skis  inside  the  shed  and  turned  back  to  stand  for  a 
moment  at  the  front  gate. 

"I  do  hate  to  go  in  on  a  night  like  this, "  Mary  said.  "Everything 
seems  so  alive  and  wakeful  that  I'm  sure  I'd  miss  something  if  I  went  to  bed." 

"You'd  probably  be  asleep  the  moment  your  head  touched  the  pillow." 

"I  might, "  she  admitted.  "I  am  tired  when  I  come  to  think  of  it, 
but  somehow  I  want  to  stay  up  anyhow.  It's  almost  as  though  it  were  Christmas 
Eve  and  I  keep  hoping  that  if  I  stay  up  just  a  little  longer  something  wonderful 
is  bound  to  happen.  I  wonder  if  it  would."  She  had  thrown  the  hood  of  her  ski 
jacket  back  from  her  face  and  her  hair  was  alive  in  the  wind.  George  moved 
closer  and  a  strand  of  hair  stung  his  cheek. 

"Perhaps  it  wouldn't  be  so  wonderful  if  it  really  did  happen,"  he 
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suggested, 

"It  might  not, "  she  agreed. 

She  was  bulky  in  her  ski  clothes  when  he  put  his  arm  around  her, 
and  yet  he  could  sense  the  slimness  of  her  underneath.  He  tightened  his  am 
and  drew  her  closer.  Sven  wasn't  so  dumb  after  all:  "Iss  not  thinking  of 
it  -  sometimes,  maybe?"  How  much  had  ,he  believed  of  the  too  casual  answer? 

He  kissed  her  very  gently,  and  for  a  moment  all  things  seemed  possible,  and 
then,  unbidden,  Sylvia  Cappy  flashed  into  his  mind,  a  slightly  pitying  smile 
lifting  the  comers  of  her  perfect  mouth.  "You  know,  George,  you  could  go 
places  -  with  the  right  person."  It  was  evident  that  Sylvia  had  plans  for 
making  him  over,  but  what  of  Mary?  Would  she  be  content  to  accept  him  as  he 
was,  or  would  she  have  plans  for  him  too?  He  felt  himself  stiffen  with  an 
unreasoning  resentment  at  his  own  thought.  Mary  felt  it  too  and  tried  to 
move  away,  but  he  pulled  her  to  him  and  kissed  her  again,  more  roughly  this 
time,  his  neck  stiff  under  the  touch  of  her  hand.  Again  for  a  moment  he  was 
lost,  and  then  his  mind  grew  clear  again. 

"They  practically  ran  him  out  of  town  because  he  married  an  Indian, " 
he  said  harshly,  and  Mary  looked  at  him  in  surprise. 

"Your  father?" 

"He  didn't  have  the  guts  of  a  rabbit J" 

"Sometimes  people  don't  want  to  nan  away,"  she  said.  "They  just 
have  to,  and  they  hate  themselves  for  running.  I  ran  away  from  a  cow  once 
because  someone  had  told  me  only  bulls  had  horns.  I  was  furious  with  myself, 
but  I  couldn't  stop  running.  The  next  day  I  went  and  walked  back  and  forth  right 
under  its  nose  until  I  felt  better." 


"Well,  he  never  came  back. " 
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"Was  your  mother  very  unhappy  when  he  went?" 

"I  don’t  think  she  was,"  he  said,  trying  to  remember.  "No,  I 
think  she  must  have  expected  it,  right  from  the  beginning. " 

"I  think  most  women  know  what  they’re  getting  into  when  the  marry. 
They  take  the  ’for  better  or  for  worse’  part  more  seriously  than  men  do." 

"Or  they  think  they  can  make  the  man  over  to  suit  themselves." 

"I  don’t  think  any  sensible  woman  really  believes  that,"  Mary  said. 

The  dark  figure  of  a  man  staggered  through  the  slush  of  Mill  Street 
from  the  direction  of  the  bootlegger’s  and  leaned  wearily  against  the  lamp 
post  on  the  corner.  For  a  moment  he  was  perfectly  still  and  then  he  launched 
himself  again  and  went  staggering  on  toward  Main  Street,  his  hoarse  voice 
struggling  uncertainly  with  the  sibilants  of  "White  Christmas". 

".  .  .an'  may  allyer  Chrishmashesh  be  white." 

Somehow  the  interruption  had  served  to  push  all  misgivings  out  of 
his  mind,  and  George  found  the  darkness  full  of  magic  again.  For  long  moments 
they  were  but  a  single  darker  shadow  in  the  gloom  and  then  they  stirred  and 
became  two  again,  still  near  to  each  other,  their  eyes  seeming  to  supply  their 
own  radiance  with  which  to  see  each  other's  face.  Mary's  hair  was  cold  and 
soft  as  he  caught  it  and  pressed  it  back  from  her  face  until  her  head  was 
cradled  in  his  two  hands.  She  stood  quiet,  her  eyes  upon  him,  her  face  tilted 
slightly  upward.  From  far  up  the  road  a  dog  barked  furiously  and  then  as 
suddenly  was  still. 

"Sven  was  right,  you  know, "  he  said  at  last.  He  could  feel  her  head 
move  under  his  fingers, 

"Yes, "  she  said  quietly. 

He  was  silent  for  a  long  time,  but  she  did  not  move.  He  bent  still 
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closer  and  seemed  to  feel  her  smiling  at  him  in  the  darkness.  "We  could  get 
married,”  he  said,  his  voice  strange  in  his  ears. 

"Yes,”  she  whispered.  "Yes I” 

The  dark  figure  was  at  the  corner  again  on  his  way  hack  to  the 
bootlegger’s,  and  the  hoarse  voice  was  doggedly  beginning  once  again  its 
xvavefing  rendition  of  "White  Christmas”. 
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Chapter  21 


The  Peaksville  Independent 

December  5,  1946. 


EDITORIAL 


Five  years  ago  on  Saturday,  December  7th,  the 
Japanese  bombed  the  daylights  out  of  Pearl  Harbor. 

Two  weeks  from  tomorrow  night  the  girls  and  boys  of 
Peaksville  are  going  to  present  the  best  Christmas 
concert  this  town  has  ever  seen.  Maybe  these  two 
events  seem  to  have  nothing  to  do  with  each  other, 
but  somehow  we  think  they  have. 

We  don't  want  to  write  a  history  of  World  War  II, 
or  of  even  a  part  of  it,  but  we  must  confess  our¬ 
selves  among  those  who  wonder  how  the  devil  we  won. 
After  kicking  the  question  around  for  a  while  we  have 
decided  there  can  be  but  one  answer  -  stamina.  We 
just  outlasted  Adolph  and  Hirohito.  And  how  we 
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managed  to  do  that  has  got  a  lot  to  do  with  Peaks- 
ville's  Christmas  concert. 

The  experts  will  tell  you  the  last  war  was 
one  of  ideologies  -  totalitarianism  versus  democracy. 
Both  sides  thought  they  believed  in  their  ideas.  In 
1940  German  planes  were  so  thick  over  Britain  there 
wasn’t  any  room  for  the  birds.  For  some  reason  not 
one  of  us  thought  of  giving  up.  Less  than  five 
years  later  Germany,  with  ten  times  the  power  to  re¬ 
sist,  folded  up  and  yelled  uncle.  To  our  way  of 
thinking  the  difference  lay  in  the  fact  that,  from 
Churchill  down  to  the  tiny  tot  who  sang  on  a  station 
platform,  we  knew  our  way  of  life  was  right.  And 
that’s  where  the  Christmas  concert  comes  in. 

Yesterday  we  had  the  privilege  to  attend  a 
rehearsal  in  the  assembly  hall  in  the  school.  In 
one  comer  Bill  Jackson,  in  charge  of  the  whole 
show,  was  listening  while  Patricia  Desmond  told  him 
what  the  costumes  would  be  like.  On  one  side  of  the 
room  a  group  of  ten-year-olds  were  rehearsing  each 
other  in  the  lines  of  an  action  song.  On  the  stage, 
Dorothy  White  was  directing  a  grade  eleven  group  in 
a  clever  farce  written  by  Tony  Stemko,  and  our  own 
feature  reporter,  Hugh  Travis,  was  making  notes  for 
the  article  that  appears  elsewhere  on  this  page. 

Here  was  no  dictatorship,  and  no  wild  scramble  to 
get  on  the  popular  band  wagon.  This  was  co-operation 
being  learned  from  the  ground  up. 

The  adults  of  Peaksville  will  do  well  to  take  a 
lesson  from  their  youngsters,  and  learning  it,  will 
help  to  make  our  town  the  grand  place  it  could  be. 
Meanwhile  make  sure  you  don't  miss  the  climax  of  good, 
honest,  youthful  co-operation  -  the  Christmas  Concert 
on  Friday,  December  20th. 

*  *  * 


For  George  the  month  of  December  had  opened  with  the  promise  of 
greater  happiness  than  he  had  ever  known,  and  though  the  warmth  of  the  Chinook 
wind  that  had  made  the  magic  of  Sunday  night  a  possibility  had,  after  a  spring¬ 
like  Monday,  given  place  to  more  normal  temperatures,  his  own  spirits  continued 
to  rise.  The  books  of  the  Independent  showed  a  very  satisfying  increase  in 


revenue,  the  paper  enjoyed  more  subscribers  than  ever  before,  and  even  the 
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resentment  against  him  of  the  Chamber  of  Commerce  seemed  somewhat  mitigated 
by  the  increasing  rush  of  Christmas  spirit  -  or  Christmas  business.  As  a 
variation  from  the  standard  calenders  he  had  been  accustomed  to  distribute 
to  his  customers,  Bert  Williams  had  special  ones  printed  by  Mike  Fleming,  and 
showed  the  proof  around  town  with  such  enthusiasm  that  Martin’s  Music  Store, 
Striker's  Meat  Market,  and  several  of  the  smaller  businesses  followed  his  lead. 
Mike,  of  course,  complained  of  the  extra  work,  and  hinted  darkly  that  he  knew 
of  an  easier  job  in  Benton,  but  he  continued  to  get  the  work  out  on  time,  and 
only  Benny  the  bootlegger  had  reason  to  complain  of  a  reduction  in  Mike  ’  s 
patronage.  The  afternoon  he  had  spent  at  the  school  served  further  to  encour¬ 
age  George,  and  the  ecstatic  delight  with  which  Hughie  Travis  accepted  the 
position  of  junior  feature  writer  made  George  forget  his  disappointment  in 
the  adults  of  the  town.  In  the  tiny  office  he  caught  himself  whistling  over 
his  work,  and  even  the  sneering  hatred  of  the  elder  Morgan  failed  to  disturb 
the  satisfaction  he  felt. 

At  Mary's  suggestion  he  refrained  from  announcing  their  engagement 
in  the  Independent,  and  with  less  willingness  agreed  to  postpone  the  buying 
of  a  ring.  The  practical  arguments  she  used  were  unanswerable,  but  they  still 
left  him  with  a  vague  feeling  of  incompleteness  in  their  understanding.  He 
brought  up  the  question  again  at  supper  time  on  Wednesday,  when  there  were  few 
customers  in  the  restaurant  and  none  within  range  of  his  voice. 

"It  wouldn't  have  to  be  such  an  expensive  one,"  he  argued,  when 
Mary  brought  him  his  pie.  "It's  just  that  it  doesn't  seem  right  without  a 
ring  of  some  kind."  Unbidden  the  question  rose  in  his  mind  whether  his  father 
had  thought  it  necessary  to  give  a  ring  to  his  Indian  bride.  George  had  never 
seen  his  mother  with  more  than  her  plain  gold  band. 
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Mary  just  laughed  at  him,  reaching  for  the  dirty  dishes  so  that 
her  am  brushed  his  cheek.  "I’ll  have  rings  enough  before  I'm  through,"  she 
said,  "and  a  nice  green  convertible,  and  a  fur  coat  like  Mrs. Desmond' s,  only 
much  more  expensive.  While,  I'll  be  a  millstone  around  your  neck  and  you'll 
have  to  divorce  me  for  economy's  sake,  but  right  now  you  have  something  more 
than  rings  to  think  about.  Besides,  when  would  I  wear  it?  I've  always  got 
my  hands  in  water  in  the  daytime," 

"I  haven't  been  taking  anything  more  out  of  the  business  than  I 
actually  needed,  of  course, "  George  admitted,  "but  I  could  scrape  up  some¬ 
thing.  .  .  " 

"We'll  have  no  talk  of  rings  just  now,"  she  declared  positively. 

"The  important  this  is  the  way  we  feel,  and  we  can  get  along  very  nicely  until 
things  are  better.  Now  you  get  back  to  the  Independent  and  make  sure  the 
paper  is  out  on  time  tomorrow. " 

George  rose  quickly  and  managed  to  kiss  her  while  no  one  was  looking. 
"You  still  haven't  convinced  me,"  he  grinned.  "I'll  be  back  around  ten  and 
we  can  talk  about  it  then."  He  could  tell,  however,  that  for  the  present  at 
least  Mary  considered  the  question  settled. 

The  regular  edition  did  come  out  on  time,  with  Hughie  Travis,  a 
little  more  important  than  usual,  racing  from  store  to  store  along  Main  Street, 
even  going  so  far  as  to  deliver  to  the  homes  of  his  friends  papers  that  were 
normally  distributed  through  the  post  office.  The  first  noticeable  reaction 
to  the  editorial  became  evident  shortly  before  ten  o'clock  on  Friday  morning, 
when  Hughie' s  father  appeared  in  the  office  of  the  Independent. 

Like  Grainger  and  Billings,  Walter  Travis  was  an  engineer,  but  on  a 
regular  passenger  run  which  left  him  less  at  the  mercy  of  hurried  dispatchers. 
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Like  Grainger,  too,  his  figure  displayed  a  certain  thickening  at  the  waist 
which  was  both  an  occupational  peculiarity  and  the  natural  result  of  late 
middle  age.  He  was  thinner  than  the  other  engineer,  a  head  taller  perhaps, 
and  desperately  grave  where  Grainger  was  almost  merry.  What  obvious  humor 
there  had  once  been  in  Walter  Travis  had  died  with  his  son  Jack.  Now  his  face 

was  grey  and  a  little  hollow,  and  he  went  about  his  work  efficiently  but  with- 

< 

out  interest.  Even  his  voice  was  tired,  and  husky  enough  to  suggest  an 
inclination  toward  asthma. 

"I  see  my  son  has  written  an  article  for  the  Independent. "  he  said 
as  George  rose.  He  accepted  the  chair  George  offered  him  and  took  from  his 
coat  pocket  a  folded  copy  of  the  paper.  "As  a  matter  of  fact,  Hugh  didn't  give 
me  a  chance  to  miss  it,"  he  added,  his  face  almost  managing  a  smile, 

"It's  a  good  piece  of  work,"  George  said.  "I  didn't  know  he  could 
do  half  as  well  as  that." 

"Practice,  I  suppose.  It  seems  he's  determined  to  be  a  newspaper 
man  some  day.  Now  he ' s  trying  to  get  them  to  start  a  newspaper  at  the  school  - 
with  himself  as  editor,  of  course." 

"I  couldn't  think  of  anyone  who  would  do  better." 

"No,  I  suppose  not.  He  seems  to  value  the  encouragement  he  gets 

from  you." 

"I  don't  think  I've  done  much  to  help  him,"  George  declared,  "though 
he's  been  in  the  back  shop  with  Mike  quite  a  bit.  My  idea  for  a  youngsters' 
column  was  more  intended  to  increase  the  interest  value  of  the  Independent 
than  anything  else.  I  know  now,  of  course,  that  we  can  do  something  for  the 
kids  who  are  interested." 

"There  are  times, "  Walter  Travis  said,  "when  Hughie  reminds  me  very 
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strongly  of  Jack.  Jack  was  always  around  with  Henry  Tirason,  you  know, 11 

"Yes,  I  remember.  I  know  Mr,  Timson  feels  he  lost  more  than  his 
own  son  in  the  war." 

Mr.  Travis  sighed.  "Yes,  I  suppose  he  does.  He  stood  up  very  well 
to  losing  his  boy.  Better  than  some  of  the  rest  of  us."  His  eyes  were  lost 
and  uncertain  as  he  looked  at  George.  "That's  what  brought  me  in  here  today," 
he  said  at  last. 

"How  do  you  mean,  Mr.  Travis?" 

"I  guess  I've  just  come  to  realize  what  I've  been  doing  these  last 
few  months, "  he  went  on  as  though  George  had  not  spoken,  "and  to  tell  the 
honest  truth  I'm  not  very  proud  of  myself.  I  don't  suppose  it  matters  to  you, 
of  course." 

"I'm  afraid  I  don't  understand." 

"I  always  did  hate  to  lose, "  the  engineer  continued, "  maybe  because 
I  always  set  my  heart  on  winning.  It  didn't  seem  fair  that  so  many  other  boys 
should  come  back  and  Jack  should  be  left  -  over  there.  I'd  made  plans  for 
the  boy,  and  helped  him  make  plans  for  himself  -  he  was  going  to  open  a  garage, 
you  know,  with  Zimski's  boy.  I  don't  make  any  plans  now." 

"There  were  others  who  didn't  come  back." 

"Yes,  I  told  myself  that.  I  kept  telling  myself  all  through  the 
first  days,  and  I  suppose  it  did  help  some.  It  seemed  to  make  some  sort  of 
difference  until  you  showed  up.  After  that  I  couldn't  help  resenting  the  fact 
that  Jack  was  gone  and  that.  .  , " 

".  .  .that  the  town  bum  had  got  out  of  it  with  a  whole  skin.  I 
can  understand  that." 

"You  can?"  He  looked  at  George  thoughtfully.  "Yes,  I  suppose  you're 
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used  to  the  way  most  of  us  think  in  Peaksville.  I  guess  I'd  have  gone  on 
thinking  that  way  if  it  hadn't  been  for  Hughie.  Well,  it  isn't  the  first  time 
I've  been  a  fool."  He  got  to  his  feet  slowly  and  stood  looking  down  at  the 
paper  in  his  hand,  his  head  tilted  to  one  side  as  though  he  were  listening 
to  the  clacking  of  the  press  in  the  back  shop,  his  fingers  pleating  and  un¬ 
pleating  his  son's  article.  Suddenly  he  looked  up,  his  shoulders  straightening. 
"I've  still  got  a  son,  Mr.  Tirnford,  and  I  appreciate  what  you're  doing  for 
him."  He  reached  out  and  shook  hands  with  George,  his  fingers  strong  and 
firm.  He  took  a  step  toward  the  door  and  then  turned  back.  "I  was  wondering 
if  perhaps  you  might  have  a  couple  more  copies  of  this  article.  ,  .  " 

"I'll  get  Mike  to  run  you  off  a  few,"  George  promised.  "The  type's 
still  set.  I'll  send  them  up  with  Hughie  this  afternoon."  He  waved  away  the 
engineer's  motion  toward  his  pocket.  "There  won't  be  any  charge  -  not  to 
staff  members  and  their  families.  Just  ask  Hughie  about  that.  And  thank  you 
for  coming  in,  Mr.  Travis."  When  the  door  had  closed,  George  turned  around 
automatically,  expecting  to  see  Mike  lounging  in  the  doorway,  but  the  printer 
was  still  busy  in  the  back  shop. 

Despite  the  lack  of  an  official  announcement,  somehow  word  of  the 
engagement  of  Mary  and  George  began  to  be  rumored  about  town,  and  the  main 
basis  for  Mary's  refusal  of  a  ring  was  eliminated.  Taking  advantage  of  a  lull 
in  business  that  had  given  Mary  a  chance  to  get  away  early,  they  had  visited 
the  Hjalmers  again  on  Thursday  and  had  told  the  news  to  a  delighted  Sven,  and 
it  may  have  been  that  the  news  had  proved  too  exciting  for  the  big  man  to  keep, 
or  perhaps  their  own  faces  had  betrayed  them.  In  whatever  way  it  happened  the 
news  quickly  reached  the  eager  ears  of  Minnie  Perfuss,  and  even  the  columns  of 
the  Independent  could  not  compete  with  her  as  an  advertising  medium.  First  of 
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all,  of  course  -  or  almost  first  -  she  had  to  confirm  the  rumor  for  herself 
and  appeared,  somewhat  too  casually,  at  Soong  Yee's  five  minutes  after  Mary 
had  got  to  work  on  Saturday  afternoon.  She  set  her  usual  parcels  on  the 
counter  and  wriggled  on  to  a  stool,  her  eyes  sharp  and  questioning  as  she 
ordered  a  cup  of  tea, 

"Shopping  is  so  difficult  these  days,"  she  complained,  tucking  a 
strand  of  greying  hair  back  into  place,  "especially  with  all  the  shortages. 
You'd  think  that  after  the  war’s  been  over  so  long  and  all,  that  we  could 
at  least,  ,  ,  Why  Mrs,  Martin  was  saying  to  me  just  the  other  day  -  not  the 
Mrs,  Martin,  you  know,  but  the  other  one,  the  one  with  the  three  children 
and  the  brother  who  isn’t  quite.  ,  .Well,  she  was  saying  to  me  just  the  other 
day  that  if  she  couldn’t  get  some  decent  thread  soon  she’d  just  have  to  give 
up  sewing,  and  you  know  with  three  children,  all  growing  out  of  their  things 
even  though  the  food  they  get  wouldn't  help  them  grow  much,  you'd  think,  and 
with  Mr.  Martin  so  -  unreliable,  why.  .  .My  goodness,  I'm  sure  I  don't  know 
how  young  people  could  expect  to  get  along  now,  especially  if  they're  just  - 
getting  married?  Do  you?"  Her  eyes  fastened  on  Mary  and  clung  as  she  sipped 
her  tea, 

"Oh,  I  suppose  everyone  finds  it  still  a  bit  difficult, ”  Mary  said, 
"but  after  all,  I  don't  think  it's  as  bad  as  it  was  a  while  ago." 

"Of  course,  if  you're  really  in  love, "  Minnie  simpered,  the  word 
like  a  taste  of  flavoring  on  her  thin  lips,  "I  suppose  it  wouldn't  really 
matter?  I  mean,  it  wouldn't  be  so  important,  don't  you  think?" 

Mary  laughed  and  lifted  an  enamel  pitcher  of  boiling  water  to  the 
top  of  the  coffee  urn.  "I  don't  know  about  that,"  she  said.  "From  what  I've 
seen,  the  happiest  husbands  are  those  who  are  fed  well,  shortages  or  no 
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shortages.  Anyway,  we  haven’t  much  to  complain  of,  you  know." 

"Oh,  indeed  we  haven’t,  Mary,  and  I’m  sure  I'd  be  the  very  last  one 
to  complain  no  matter  what  we  were  required  to  suffer,  but  I  was  thinking 
entirely  of  others  -  like  young  people,  just  starting  out.  Of  course,  you'd 
know  just  how  to  manage,  being  so  experienced  and  all  that,  but.  .  . "  Her 
voice  trailed  off  into  silence  as  Mary  moved  to  the  cash  register  and  smiled 
at  the  young  farmer  who  waited  there.  The  young  man  accepted  his  change  in 
silence  and  Miss  Perfuss  allowed  her  left  ear  to  resume  its  natural  position. 
"I’m  sure  .1  would  think  twice  before  I  decided  to  get  married,"  she  went  on 
as  soon  as  Mary  returned. 

"I  think  everyone  should, "  Mary  agreed. 

At  the  far  end  of  the  counter  a  hawk-faced  man  tinkled  his  spoon 
against  his  water  glass  and  Mary  hastened  to  answer  the  summons.  When  she 
had  served  him  with  a  thick  slice  of  cream  pie  she  gathered  up  a  load  of  dirty 
dishes  and  disappeared  into  the  kitchen.  Miss  Perfuss  finished  her  tea  and 
fidgeted  on  her  stool,  licking  her  colorless  lips  like  a  cat  from  whom  the 
mouse  had  made  good  its  escape.  When  Mary  returned,  Miss  Perfuss  fussed  in 
her  purse  and  placed  her  ten  cents  where  Mary  would  have  to  reach  for  it  with 
her  left  hand. 

"My  goodness!"  she  exclaimed  as  Mary's  hand  moved  along  the  counter. 
"I  thought  sure  you'd  be  wearing  your  new  ring, Mary.  Why,  I  always  thought  a 
girl  simply  wouldn't  be  without  it  so  soon  -  after."  She  gave  a  fluttery 
laugh,  her  eyes  missing  nothing. 

"I  couldn't  very  well  wear  a  ring  around  here,"  Mary  said  casually. 
"I'd  probably  lose  it  in  the  dishwater  or  something." 

"Then  you  are  engaged  after  all, "  Minnie  gushed.  "Oh,  I  am  so  glad! 
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Y/hy  just  this  morning  when  Mrs.  Conroy  said  she  had  heard  you  and. .  .well,  I 
didn’t  want  to  give  your  little  secret  away,  of  course,  but  I  said  perhaps. . . " 
She  fluttered  her  way  off  the  stool  and  gathered  her  parcels  into  her  thin 
arms.  Her  mouth  opened  to  speak  again  and  then  she  caught  sight  of  George 
stepping  on  to  the  sidewalk.  Yrtien  he  opened  the  door,  she  scuttled  through 
like  a  rabbit  and  disappeared  toward  Mrs.  Conroy's, 

George  grinned  and  came  inside.  "What  was  she  so  excited  about?" 

he  asked. 

The  s3.ight  pucker  of  annoyance  disappeared  from  between  Mary's 
eyes  and  she  laughed.  "Minnie  was  just  ferreting  out  our  guilty  secret, " 
she  told  him.  "Now  all  Peaksville  will  know  and  you  won't  dare  back  out." 

"I  told  you  you'd  have  to  have  a  ring,"  George  said.  "Anyway, 

Minnie  will  have  a  field  day  this  afternoon  at  Mrs.  Conroy's.  She'll  probably 
tell  the  story  a  hundred  times  before  the  store  closes." 

"Adding  something  to  it  each  time.  For  all  we  know  she  may  have 
us  married  by  now," 

"Say,  that's  an  ideal  VJell,  have  you  got  anything  to  eat,  Missis?" 
They  looked  at  each  other,  smiling,  and  forgot  all  about  Mss  Minnie  Perfuss. 

Their  assumption  of  the  little  spinster's  activities  for  the  rest 
of  the  afternoon  was,  however,  far  from  accurate,  for  Mss  Perfuss,  after  the 
briefest  of  visits  to  the  hat  shop,  scurried  home  with  her  parcels,  changed 
into  the  grey  silk  she  reserved  for  formal  occasions,  and  half  an  hour  later 
tapped  with  maidenly  restraint  at  the  front  door  of  the  Reverend  William  Cappy. 
As  she  waited  for  the  door  to  open,  she  carefully  adjusted  her  thin  features 
to  the  exact  expression  of  good-humored  apology  the  occasion  demanded. 

"Oh,  good  afternoon,  Miss  Cappy, "  Minnie  cried  as  Sylvia  answered 
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her  knock.  I'm  _so  sorry  to  bother  you  this  afternoon,  but  -  is  you  -  is  the 
Reverend  -  is  your  father  in?” 

Sylvie  regarded  her  with  a  mingling  of  amusement  and  contempt. 

"Why,  of  course,  Miss  Perfuss,  ”  she  said.  "Do  come  in,  won't  you?  I'm  sure 
Father  was  just  pining  for  company.  He  always  gets  nervous,  you  know,  thinking 
about  his  sermons.  I'm  sure  you're  just  the  person  to  make  him  forget  himself. 
Just  come  this  way  to  the  study.”  The  bright  red  lounging  pyjamas  she  wore 
flowed  about  her  figure  as  she  led  the  way,  and  the  smile  on  her  face  was 
pleasantly  malicious. 

"I  -  I  hope  I'm  not  interrupting  dear  Mr.  Cappy, ”  Minnie  squeaked, 
her  eyes  betraying  a  proper  degree  of  disapproval  of  the  younger  woman,  "I 
see  you  really  aren't  prepared  for  company  at  this  time,  and.  .  ." 

"Father  always  enjoys  company,  Mss  Perfuss,”  Sylvia  assured  her. 

"He  won't  go  out  any  more  than  he  has  to,  you  know,  and  sometimes  I  think  he 
gets  really  lonely  with  just  me.” 

Minnie  sighed  with  delighted  sympathy.  "It  must  be  hard  for  him,  ” 
she  agreed,  simpering,  "without  a  woman  in  the  house  -  of  his  own  age,  I  mean. 
Sometimes  I  think.  .  ."  Her  voice  trailed  off  into  a  fluttering  little  laugh 
and  her  eyes  sought  the  floor  as  Sylvia  opened  the  study  door, 

"Miss  Perfuss  to  see  you,  Father.  Won't  you  go  right  in,  please?" 

From  his  chair  in  the  far  corner  of  his  study  the  Reverend  William 
Cappy  rose  unwillingly  to  greet  his  uninvited  guest,  his  pale  blue  eyes  wincing 
as  Minnie's  pearl  and  silver  brooch  caught  the  sunlight  from  the  windows  and 
flashed  it  at  him  like  a  dagger.  The  network  of  lines  in  his  pale  face  deepened 
and  his  mouth,  already  strangely  petulant  for  a  militant  man  of  God,  turned 
a  little  more  down  at  the  comers.  He  moved  forward  the  minimum  distance  re  — 
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quired  by  good  manners  and  extended  a  thin,  long-fingered  hand  in  a  limp 
handshake,  "Miss  Perfuss, "  he  murmured,  sighed,  and  retired  from  the  glare 
her  entrance  had  forced  him  to  endure. 

Mss  Perfuss  shivered  pleasantly,  delighted  with  the  minister’s 
spiritual  melancholy  which  she  did  not  associate  with  a  bad  stomach.  "Dear 
Mr.  Cappy!"  she  mewed.  As  she  turned  toward  a  chair  her  eyes  caught  sight  of 
the  coffee  table  and  she  started  back  in  girlish  alarm,  her  hands  raised, 

"Oh,  my  goodness,  she  cried.  "I  didn't  want  to  bother  you  at  tea  time.  I'm 
afraid  I  just  didn't  think.  , 

"Sit  down,  Miss  Perfuss, "  the  minister  interrupted.  "Sylvia,  will 
you  bring  Miss  Perfuss  a  cup  of  tea?"  He  glared  ineffectually  at  his  daughter 
as  Minnie  settled  her  grey  silk  about  her  thin  legs.  "I  suppose  you  are  busy 
as  always,  Miss  Perfuss?" 

Minnie  laughed  self-consciously  as  Sylvia  disappeared.  "Well,  I'm 
sure  I  could  do  much  more,  Mr,  Cappy,  but  -  well,  as  I  was  saying  to  Mrs, 
Conroy  only  this  afternoon,  there  are  times  when  I.  .  .  "  She  was  still  mis¬ 
quoting  the  great  of  Peaksville  when  Sylvia  returned. 

"I  think  I  should  just  leave  you  two  together, "  Sylvia  declared 
when  Minnie  had  been  served.  "You  won't  want  me  around  when  you  have  church 
affairs  to  talk  about.  I'll  just  take  my  cup  and.  .  . " 

"Not  at  all,  my  dear!"  her  father  objected  quickly,  rousing  himself 
to  meet  the  threat  of  an  hour  alone  with  Minnie.  "I  think  you  should  be  here 
too,  to  learn  something  of  the  -  the  organization  of  things.  I  presume  you've 
come  about  the  W.A.,  Miss  Perfuss?" 

Minnie's  face  betrayed  the  deepest  apology.  "Well,  I  know  I'm  so 
very  stupid,  Mr.  Cappy,  but  I  just  realized  that  I'd  forgotten  the  date  of  the 
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Christmas  party  for  the  little  ones  -  whether  it  was  Tuesday  -  you  know  we 
always  have  out  little  affairs  on  Tuesday,  because  that’s  the  regular  day  and 
sometimes  others  cant,  .  .or  Thursday.  Mrs.  Conroy  said  she  thought  it  was 
Thursday,  and  then  I  began  wondering  wondering  -  I'm  afraid  I  do  get  confused 
sometimes,  Mr.  Cappy,  and  I  knew  you  would  be  able  to  put  me  straight.  It  was 
just  that.  .  . " 

The  Reverend  Mr,  Cappy  looked  away  to  conceal  his  frown,  his  annoy¬ 
ance  deepened  by  the  amused  smile  on  the  face  of  his  daughter.  "The  children's 
party  is  on  Thursday,  Miss  Perfuss, "  he  said.  "I  thought  I  had  made  that  quite 
clear  on.  .  .  " 

"Oh,  I'm  sure  you  did,"  Minnie  cried,  "but  sometimes  I.  .  .1  really 
must  tell  Mrs.  Conroy  she  was  right  after  all.  You  see,  somehow  I  was  so  sure 
it  had  been  changed  back  to  Tuesday  and.  .  . "  Her  voice  trailed  off  into 
unintelligible  apologetic  quivers.  She  took  a  sip  of  tea  and  remembered  she 
had  forgotten  to  put  in  any  sugar. 

"What's  new  around  Peaksville  these  days,  Miss  Perfuss?"  Sylvia 
asked,  ignoring  the  look  of  warning  on  her  father's  face.  "I'm  afraid  I'm 
terribly  behind  with  what's  going  on."  She  smiled  at  Minnie  like  a  boy  who 
has  just  lighted  a  firecracker  and  is  waiting  for  it  to  explode. 

Minnie's  thin  hand  moved  in  a  too  casual  gesture  of  denial.  "Why 
I'm  sure  I  don't  know  of  anything  special,"  she  said.  "We  do  live  so  quietly 
in  our  little  town,  don't  we?  No,  I  don't  think  I've  heard  anything  -  There's 
the  school  concert,  of  course  -  Mr.  Jackson  is  in  charge,  I  believe,  although 
I'm  sure  I  don't  know  why  he.  .  .and  young  Hughie  Travis  has  written  about  it 
in  the  Independent  -  but  of  course  you  will  have  seen  that.  The  Legion  are 


raising  funds  for  the,  but  of  course  Mr.  Cappy  is  a  member,  isn't  he?  And 
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of  course  George  -  I  mean  Mr.  Timford  is  going  to  marry  that  girl  from  the 
restaurant  -  ah,  Mary  Cameron,  and  Mrs.  Martin  was  saying  that.  .  . " 

"What's  this  about  George?'*  Sylvia  asked.  Her  eyebrows  were  raised 
in  two  perfect  curves  above  blue  eyes  gone  suddenly  cold.  "I  didn’t  know 
George  was  engaged. ” 

"Oh,  my  goodness’  Didn’t  you?  Why  it’s  been  all  over  town  for 
days!  It  must  have  been  last  week  when  Mrs.  Conroy  said  how  -  well,  suitable 
it  was,  you  know.  After  all,  the  girl  does  work  in  a  Chinese  restaurant,  and 
I  don't  suppose  she'd  have  a  chance  to.  .  .and  the  young  man  is  part  Indian 
and  probably  doesn’t.  .  .but  I  thought  surely  everyone  knew!"  She  giggled 
and  flashed  her  eyes  at  the  silent  Mr.  Cappy.  "It’s  so  -  so  romantic,  you 
know,  in  a  -  well  -  common  way,  of  course." 

"I'm  afraid  I  do  not  approve  of  the  young  man,"  the  minister  declared 
with  a  trace  of  impatience.  "Peaksville  should  not  allow  unworthy  hands  to 
take  over  its  main  means  of  expression." 

"Father's  just  angry  about  the  church  notices,"  Sylvia  explained. 
"George  won't  put  them  in  free  any  more." 

"It's  disgraceful,"  her  father  insisted.  "I'm  afraid  the  girl  has 
my  sympathy."  He  consulted  his  watch  with  elaborate  care. 

Minnie  Perfuss  set  down  her  teacup  and  rose  quickly.  "My  goodness!" 
she  chirped.  "I  didn’t  intend  to  stay  so  long'.  I  just  said  to  myself  that 
I'd  find  out  for  sure  about  the  party  for  the  little  ones  -  they're  so  thrilled, 
you  know,  when  they  see  all  the  lights  and.  .  .but  I  really  must  run!  Thank 
you  ever  so  much  for  the  tea,  Mr.  Cappy  -  and  Miss  Cappy  -  and  of  course  I 
shall  see  you  both  again  in  church  tomorrow,  shan't  I?  Well  -  ah  -  good 
afternoon!"  She  gathered  her  coat  about  her  and  scurried  out  of  the  room  before 
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Sylvia  could  move  to  see  her  to  the  door.  A  moment  later  the  door  closed 
quietly  behind  her. 

The  Reverend  William  Cappy  frowned  and  reached  for  the  teapot.  "I 
don’t  know  why  you  have  to  let  that  woman  in  every  time  she  comes  here,"  he 
said  irritably.  "You  might  say  I  was  busy,  or  send  her  away  with  some  other 
excuse.  I  dan’t  stand  the  sight  of  the  foolish  creature.  Her  gabble  makes 
my  head  ache."  He  helped  himself  to  sugar  and  cream  and  stared  at  his  daughter. 

"I  think  you  set  her  on  my  on  purpose,  "  he  grumbled. 

Sylvia  Cappy  stood  at  the  window,  frowning  as  she  watched  Kiss 
Perfuss  disappear  toward  Main  Street.  "That  -  that  rabbit  came  up  here  on 
purpose  to  tell  me I" 

"To  tell  you  what?" 

irWhy,  about  George  Timford,  of  course.  Didn't  you  see  those 
beady  little  eyes  of  hers  fixed  on  me  every  minute?  Now  I  suppose  she’ll  go 
back  and  giggle  and  tell  everybody  I'm  heart-broken  or  something." 

"I'm  sure  I  don't  know  what  you're  talking  about,"  her  father  said 
wearily,  "What  the  young  ruffian  does  is  of  no  consequence  to  you,  and  it 
would  seem  foolish  of  that  young  woman  to  depend  on  him  for  her  future." 

Sylvia  gave  an  angry  little  laugh  and  began  to  gather  up  the  tea 
things.  "Sometimes  I  think  you  just  won't  see  the  things  that  are  right  in 
front  of  your  nose.  If  you'd  use  your  head,  you'd  see  that  George  Timford 
is  the  only  one  in  this  town  who  has  got  a  future,  but  not  if  he  marries  that- 
that  readheadj" 

"We  can't  always  arrange  other  people's  lives  to  suit  ourselves, 
you  know,  Sylvia.  I'm  afraid  you  are  too  fond  of  managing  things.  Anyway,  I 
hope  that  now  you  will  confine  yourself  to  young  men  of  more  suitable  antecedents. 
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I  confess  I  was  not  happy  to  have  you  go  off  dancing  with  George  Tirnford." 

He  set  down  his  teacup  and  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  closing  his  eyes. 
"Saturday  afternoons  are  so  disturbing,"  he  complained.  "I'm  sure  I  don't 
know  how  I  can  be  expected  to  preach  a  good  sermon  tomorrow," 

For  a  moment  Sylvia  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  room  and  stared  at 
her  father,  impatience  sharpening  the  perfect  outlines  of  her  profile.  Then 
she  smiled  again,  stretched  like  a  cat,  and  went  out  of  the  room  with  the 
tea  tray.  The  Reverend  William  Cappy  opened  his  eyes  when  he  heard  the  door 
shut,  glanced  toward  the  windows.  The  afternoon  sun  was  still  streaming  into 
the  room.  He  closed  his  eyes  again  and  sighed,  his  mind  full  of  clerical 
curses  for  the  man  who  had  designed  a  study  with  a  row  of  four  windows  facing 
west. 
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Chapter  22 


In  the  days  that  followed,  the  tempo  of  the  town  grad¬ 
ually  quickened  with  the  approach  of  Christmas.  Christmas  carols  boomed 
from  the  loudspeaker  over  the  entrance  to  Martin's  Music  Store,  and  Main 
Street  was  thronged  with  farmers  who  did  not  wait  until  Saturday  to  do  their 
shopping.  Every  meat  market  was  jammed  with  huge,  naked  turkeys,  colored 
lights  appeared  in  every  window  and  were  turned  on  even  in  the  daytime,  and 
small  boys  and  their  fathers  vied  for  places  in  front  of  Ollie  Craig's  window, 
where  a  real  electric  train  threaded  its  way  past  miniature  signal  towers 
and  through  miniature  tunnels,  paused  for  seconds  at  tiny  stations  and  then 
pulled  out  again,  its  real  headlight  gleaming,  through  make-believe  farmlands 
where  porcelain  cows  pastured  contentedly.  Next  door,  White's  Drug  Store 
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gleamed  -with  metallic  red  and  green  streamers,  each  one  ending  in  some  gaily 
wrapped  package  of  perfume,  creams,  vanity  sets  and  scented  soap.  The  Bijou 
was  selling  gift  tickets  and  special  admissions  to  its  Christmas  Eve  frolic. 
Even  Billy  Hogge's  pool  room  was  decorated  with  dusty  red  bells  in  the  window, 
joined  with  tinsel  rope  that  had  been  growing  more  tarnished  since  before  the 
depression.  Sleigh  bells  tinkled  as  cutters  and  sleighs  raced  over  the  new 
snow  that  had  fallen  since  the  last  Chinook,  and  in  the  happy  rush  local  feuds 
were  forgotten  and  people  smiled  at  each  other  and  shouted  "Merry  Christmas" 
a  hundred  times  a  day. 

In  the  office  of  the  Independent ,  young  Kughie  Travis  was  picking 
out  letters  on  the  ancient  typewriter,  his  brow  wrinkled  with  concentration, 
his  cap  clinging  precariously  to  the  back  of  his  head,  or  else  he  was  rushing 
out  to  get  more  details  for  the  most  important  part  of  the  paper  -  his  column 
on  the  editorial  page.  On  the  Tuesday  before  the  concert  Bill  Jackson  called 
a  dress  rehearsal,  and  Dick  Lambert  was  there  from  Jim  Taylor's  photo  studio, 
his  press  camera  flashing  as  he  took  pictures  of  the  excited  cast,  and  then 
a  flurry  of  last  minute  preparations  ended  in  the  triumph  of  the  concert,  a 
night  more  wonderful  than  Christmas  itself.  A  packed  house  applauded  every 
act,  shouted  itself  hoarse,  and  went  home  happy  and  very  pleased  with  itself 
and  with  what  Peaksville's  youngsters  could  do  when  they  put  their  minds  to  it. 
At  the  end  of  it,  as  the  audience  lingered  in  the  halls  and  corridors,  Hughie 
Travis  received  his  finest  Christmas  present  when  George  told  him  his  column 
in  the  paper  would  be  continued  on  into  the  new  year. 

"Gosh,  Mr.  Tirnford,  I  didn't  think  you'd  want  me  regular, 11  he  said. 
"I  thought  once  the  concert  was  over,  I'd  be  out  of  a  job." 

"We  couldn't  let  that  happen,"  George  said.  "Besides,  people  are 
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starting  to  look  for  your  stuff.  I  guess  you  can  find  plenty  to  write  about 
after  the  holidays." 

"Gosh,  I’ll  find  something  all  right,"  Hughie  promised  fervently. 

"I  guess  if  there  isn’t  enough  doing  around  school,  I'll  just  have  to  make 
something  happen.  We  newsmen  can't  let  the  public  down." 

"That's  right,"  George  agreed.  "By  the  way,  didn't  I  hear  something 
about  a  school  paper  you  were  planning?  What's  happened  to  that?" 

"There  just  isn't  anything  doing  yet,"  Hughie  told  him.  "Mr, 

Jackson  said  it  was  a  good  idea,  but  Mr.  Grenfel  said  he  thought  it  would  cost 
too  much  money." 

"I  see.  Well,  you  talk  to  Mike  about  that.  We  can't  afford  to  do 
any  printing  free  just  now,  but  we  might  figure  out  a  way  to  do  it  at  cost. 

Are  there  many  kids  interested  in  a  paper?" 

"Well, "  Hughie  said  thoughtfully,  his  brow  wrinkling  in  an  earnest 
effort  to  be  exactly  honest,  "pretty  near  everybody  would  like  to  have  a 
paper,  only  they  don't  want  to  work  on  it.  I  don't  think  I  could  get  more 
than  six  or  seven  who'd  be  any  good.  It  wouldn't  do  to  let  just  anybody  fool 
around  with  it." 

"I  don't  think  you'd  want  more  than  half  a  dozen,  Hughie.  Well,  you 
see  Mike  about  the  costs  and  I'll  talk  to  Mr.  Jackson.  We  might  be  able  to 
figure  out  something." 

"Gee,  thanks,  Mr.  Tirnford.  Of  course  -"  He  hesitated,  pushing  his 
hair  back  out  of  his  eyes  -  "I  wouldn't  want  to  start  anything  that  would  hurt 
the  Independent,  you  know. " 

"Oh,  I  don't  think  we  need  worry  about  that.  Competition  is  the  life 
of  trade,"  George  assured  him.  "Well,  I  guess  I'll  get  along  and  leave  you  to 
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write  up  the  concert.  We  don't  publish  till  Friday  next  week,  but  with 
Christmas  coming  in  before  that,  we'll  want  the  copy  in  by  Monday.  You  can 
manage  that  all  right,  can  you?” 

"I  sure  can,  Mr.  Tirnford.  Don't  you  worry  about  a  thing.  I  sure 
wouldn't  want  to  be  one  of  those  fellows  who  miss  deadlines.  You've  got  to 
be  reliable  in  the  newspaper  business."  As  George  followed  the  last  of  the 
audience  out  into  the  frost  street,  Hughie  Travis  was  hurrying  back  stage 
where  a  deliriously  happy  cast  had  to  be  interviewed  by  the  Representative  of 
the  Press. 

At  noon  on  Saturday  Sven  Hj  aimer  charged  up  Mill  Street,  straight 
from  work,  and  burst  into  the  office  of  the  Independent,  his  big  frame  and 
booming  voice  filling  the  little  office.  He  dropped  into  the  station  armchair 
and  grinned  widely  at  George,  his  whole  body  alive  with  excitement. 

"Iss  going  to  have  big  party,  Yorge, "  he  roared  confidentially. 

"Yean  don't  let  me  tell  nobody  till  today,  but  now  iss  telling  everybody! " 

He  hitched  his  chair  forward  and  leaned  toward  George.  "Iss  going  to  be  like 
damn'  sardines,"  he  declared,  grinning. 

'What  do  you  mean,  Sven?" 

"Iss  so  many  peoples  in  so  little  house  iss  going  to  be  packed  like 
can  of  sardines, "  the  big  man  explained,  "but  iss  good  fun,  by  Yoseph.  You 
come  to  party  with  Mary  on  Tuesday  for  big  blow-out?" 

"I  wouldn't  miss  it  for  the  world,  Sven.  Who's  all  going  to  be 

there?" 

Sven  spread  his  huge  fingers,  forgetting  to  grin  for  a  moment  as  he 
concentrated  on  the  list  of  guests.  "Iss  first  Mary  and  Yorge  -  iss  guests 
of  honor,  you  know,  because  iss  marrying  soon  -  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Timson.  .  ." 
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"I'm  glad  they’re  coming,"  George  said.  "It’ll  be  about  the  first 
time  they’ve  been  anywhere  together  since  Mr.  Timson  went  to  the  hospital." 

"Iss  maybe  not  staying  so  late,"  Sven  said,  "but  they  come."  He 
worked  his  way  through  the  fingers  of  his  left  hand  and  took  a  firm  grip  on 
his  huge  thumb.  "Iss  then  Mr,  Maxwell  too,  like  Santa  Clause  with  whiskers 
yet.  Iss  Ernie  and  Millie  -  they  get  married  too  maybe  sometime  -  and  Doc 
Settle  and  wife  if  no  babies  come.  Iss  Mike,  too."  He  pulled  at  his  ear  and 
frowned,  trying  to  remember.  "Oh,  Yean  hass  got  big  list."  He  struggled 
again  to  remember  and  then  gave  up  with  a  grin.  "I  think  maybe  I  come  too,  " 
he  said,  his  laugh  booming  into  the  back  shop, 

"It  sure  sounds  good,"  George  said.  "Why,  I  haven't  been  to  a  real 
party  in  years." 

"Iss  good  to  celebrate, "  Sven  told  him.  He  heaved  his  big  frame  out 
of  the  chair  and  moved  toward  the  back  shop.  "Iss  telling  Mike  now, "  he 
announced  happily.  He  disappeared  and  his  big  voice  thundered  through  the 
building.  A  moment  later  he  was  back  again,  grinning  at  George.  "Iss  asking 
more  peoples  now,"  he  said,  his  huge  paw  on  the  handle  of  the  door.  "I  don't 
tell  Mary,  though,  Iss  for  you  big  secret  to  tell,  eh?" 

"I'll  tell  her  as  soon  as  I  go  across  to  dinner,"  George  promised, 
"but  I  know  she'll  be  delighted  to  come.  Gosh,  I'm  beginning  to  get  all  pepped 
up  over  it  already.  Thanks  a  lot,  Sven." 

"Iss  nothing, "  Sven  insisted,  his  excitement  showing  through  an 
elaborate  attempt  to  appear  casual.  "By  Yoseph,  we  have  fun,  eh?"  He  went 
out  quickly  and  closed  the  door,  his  booming  laugh  echoing  back  from  the  busy 
street. 

George  watched  him  lumber  up  the  sidewalk  and  then  frowned  as  he 
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saw  Sylvia  Cappy  crossing  the  street  from  the  bakery.  She  hadn't  missed  a 
day  in  the  past  two  weeks,  and  George  wondered  what  her  excuse  would  be  this 
time  for  paying  a  visit  to  the  print  shop.  He  stood  at  the  window  and  watched 
her  come  in,  aware  of  a  certain  excitement  mingling  with  the  annoyance  he  felt. 
She  wore  a  shortie  coat  of  some  white  fur  with  a  collar  that  stood  up  at  the 
back  and  framed  her  blonde  hair  and  the  perfect  face  to  which  the  cold  had 
added  a  touch  of  unusual  color.  As  she  shut  the  door  and  came  to  stand  beside 
him  a  faint  aura  of  perfume  seemed  to  envelope  him  and  shut  out  the  ordinary 
sights  and  sounds  of  the  busy  day.  She  smiled  up  at  him  and  then  moved  to  a 
chair,  stretching  herself  like  a  kitten  and  making  herself  very  much  at  home. 

"Sometimes  I  wish  we  still  had  those  old-fashioned  stores  where  one 
could  sit  down  for  a  moment,  "  she  said,  her  blue  eyes  busy  denying  the  casual¬ 
ness  of  her  conversation.  "Shopping  simply  wears  me  out.  Of  course  I  could 
have  gone  to  the  coffee  shop,  but  they're  so  crowded  at  this  time  of  year, 
and  I  knew  you  wouldn't  mind  fust  for  a  moment. 

"Not  at  all,"  George  said.  "Make  yourself  comfortable."  Almost 
unwillingly  he  moved  over  and  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  desk  beside  her,  his  eyes 
on  the  smooth  curve  of  her  throat  as  she  looked  up  at  him. 

"Anyway,  you're  really  making  quite  a  stranger  of  yourself  these 
days,"  she  said,  ignoring  the  frequent  visits  she  had  made  to  the  print  shoo. 

"I'm  beginning  to  think  you've  forgotten  me  altogether." 

"Well,  I'm  engaged,  you  know,"  George  said  uncomfortably, 

"But  surely  that  doesn't  mean  you  have  to  be  a  hermit." 

"I  wouldn't  call  it  that, 

"But  Mary  is  working  in  the  evenings.  Surely  she  doesn't  expect 
you  to  stay  tied  to  her  apron  strings  already.  After  your  married,  of  course.  .  . 
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She  let  the  suggestion  hang  in  the  air  and  smiled  up  at  George.  "I  don’t 
see  how  she  could  expect  to  take  away  all  your  freedom  just  because  -  but  I 
talk  too  much,  don't  I?" 

"Well,  I.  .  . " 

"What  I  really  came  in  to  tell  you  is  that  Father  has  just  about 
decided  to  put  his  notices  back  in  the  Independent.  Mr.  Billings  -  he's  on 
the  finance  committee,  you  know  -  was  over  last  night  and  seemed  to  think  the 
church  should  pay  for  the  notices,  so  you  see  we're  all  beginning  to  jump 
through  your  hoop,  George." 

"I'm  just  doing  the  best  I  can  for  the  Independent, "  George  said, 

"but  I  do  think  Mr.Timson  deserves  some  kind  of  help  once  in  a  while." 

"Of  course  he  does,  George,  That's  what  I've  been  telling  Father." 

She  rose  easily  and  moved  toward  the  door.  "I'm  afraid  our  little  problems  won't 
mean  much  to  you  when  Mr.  Timson  comes  back  and  you  move  on  to  a  really  important 
job,"  she  said. 

"I  don't  know  what  chance  there  is  of  that  just  now." 

"Oh,  you  can  do  big  things,  George,  if  you  are  free  when  the  chance 
comes.  Father  says  the  only  way  to  get  up  in  the  world  is  to  shake  yourself 
free  from  everything  that  might  hold  you  back.  Of  course,  some  people  adjust 
themselves  better  than  others,  don't  they?  Well,  goodbye,  George." 

When  she  had  gone,  George  sat  down  again  and  tried  to  work,  but  a 
trace  of  her  perfume  still  hung  in  the  warm  air  of  the  office,  elusive  and 
disturbing.  After  a  few  attempt?  to  concentrate  he  gave  up  and  swung  around 
in  his  chair  and  sat  looking  out  of  the  window,  only  partly  aware  of  the  flow 
of  life  along  Main  Gtreet.  The  early  afternoon  train  was  in  and  an  unusual 
number  of  Peaksville's  sons  and  daughters  moved  past  the  window,  carrying  bags 
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and  suitcases,  their  faces  alive  with  the  excitement  of  Christmas  holidays 
at  home,  George  was  too  concerned  with  his  own  thoughts  to  notice  them,  or 
to  notice  the  heavy,  self-conscious  figure  of  Walter  Morgan  swagger  up  the 
street  and  turn  into  his  father’s  store. 

After  dinner  Mike  Fleming  brought  in  the  mail,  a  single  letter  with 
the  flamboyant,  two-color  imprint  of  the  Central  Syndicate.  Mike  leaned  in 
the  doorway  to  the  back  shop  and  watched  as  George  opened  and  read  the  letter. 

"I  figured  they’d  be  making  another  move  one  of  these  times,"  he 
said  sourly.  "They  ain’t  the  ones  to  give  up  if  they  think  there's  a  nickel 
to  be  made  somewheres.  They  makin'  another  offer?" 

"Well,  in  a  way  it’s  another  one.  Now  Mr.  Blakely  says  the 
Syndicate  is  willing  to  wait  for  me  until  I'm  through  here.  I  don't  know 
what  made  him  change  his  mind." 

"No,  I  don't  suppose  you  would.  What's  he  say  about  the  Independent?" 

"He  seems  to  have  given  up  all  thought  of  it, "  George  said,  "at 
least  until  Mr,  Timson  is  ready  to  give  it  up.  He  says  they  won’t  make  any 
further  move  as  far  as  the  Independent  is  concerned  unless  I  tell  them  they 
can  go  ahead.  It  does  seem  a  change  since  he  was  here." 

"It  don't  sound  much  of  a  change  to  me,  the  way  I  figure  it,"  Mike 

i 

said.  "Well,  it  ain’t  no  use  for  me  to  tell  you  what's  starin'  you  in  the 
face.  Besides,  I  got  work  to  do.  I  been  doin'  overtime  ever  since  you  come 
here."  His  grumbling  voice  faded  away  as  he  shuffled  into  the  shop. 

George  laughed  and  set  about  clearing  away  the  books  and  papers  he 
had  been  using,  putting  the  letter  from  the  Syndicate  in  his  coat  pocket. 

When  the  office  was  restored  to  some  kind  of  order,  he  shrugged  into  his  over¬ 
coat,  called  back  to  Mike  that  he  was  going  out,  and  joined  the  crowds  on  the 
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sidewalk.  Moving  with  the  main  flow  he  worked  his  way  up  the  street  and 
then,  when  he  found  himself  in  front  of  the  Bon  Ton,  he  detatched  himself 
from  the  jostling  shoppers  and  cut  across  the  street  to  talk  to  Joe  Smartt. 
Presently  he  took  his  turn  in  front  of  Ollie  Craig’s  window,  and  then  he 
entered  White’s  Drug  Store  and  made  a  purchase  or  two.  When  he  came  outside 
again,  the  loudspeaker  in  front  of  Martin’s  Music  store  was  booming  our  the 
voice  of  Bing  Crosby  and  "Adeste  Fideles".  Ernie  Steeves  waved  to  him  from 
Brock's  Law  Office  as  George  went  back  down  the  street  to  the  Independent. 

"That  evening  he  took  Mary  to  see  "Christmas  Holiday"  at  the  Bijou 
and  afterward,  because  it  was  still  early  and  warm,  and  because  the  snow  was 
falling  lazily  in  big  thick  flakes,  they  walked  up  Main  Street  instead  of 
down  until  they  came  to  the  hospital  grounds.  George  brushed  the  snow  from 
one  of  Old  Man  Green's  benches  and  they  sat  down  close  together  where  they 
could  look  down  the  length  of  the  street  through  the  falling  snow.  At  such  a 
distance  all  the  people  on  the  street  were  invisible,  and  even  the  Christmas 
lights  had  lost  their  sharp  outlines  and  were  only  splashes  of  color  all  mixed 
together  like  a  rainbow  that  had  been  stirred  with  a  giant  spoon  and  spread 
like  icing  over  the  lower  town.  As  though  from  very  far  away  came  the  sound 
of  cars  being  started,  the  sound  of  sleigh  bells  and  a  shout  or  two,  all  muffled 
into  unimportance.  Behind  their  quiet  bench  a  few  scattered  windows  in  the 
hospital  gleamed  with  light,  their  outlines  vague  and  seeming  more  remote 
than  they  were. 

"I  feel  as  though  it  should  be  Christmas  Eve,"  Mary  said,  "with  all 
the  colors  down  there,  and  the  snow  falling.  Do  you  remember  how  we  used  to 
wish  and  wish,  trying  to  make  the  time  go  faster. 

It  might  work  yet, "  George  said. 
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"Oh,  I  wouldn't  want  it  to,  not  really.  Father  used  to  tell  us 
we  shouldn't  make  wishes  like  that." 

'Why  not?" 

"Because  he  said  we  were  wishing  our  lives  away,  and  they'd  be 
gone  soon  enough  anyway.  He  always  wanted  to  hold  on  to  time,  and  it  would 
just  slip  away  when  he  wasn't  looking." 

"But  you  could  have  Christmas  Eve  tonight  if  you  wanted  to,  and  on 
Tuesday  as  well,"  he  told  her.  Close  as  she  was,  her  face  was  but  a  shadow 
in  the  darkness  except  for  her  eyes  and  the  snow  that  dropped  silently  and 
clung  to  her  hair. 

"You  do  make  it  sound  inviting,"  she  said,  "but  I  don't  believe  you." 

"That's  just  the  trouble,"  he  complained.  "Unusual  things  don't 
happen  nowadays  because  we  don't  believe  they  can."  He  pulled  the  woolly 
mitten  from  her  left  hand  and  beat  the  snow  from  it  against  his  leg  whilst 
his  other  hand  fumbled  underneath  his  overcoat.  "Now,  shut  your  eyes,"  he 
said, 

"And  open  my  mouth?" 

"You'd  better  not,"  he  said.  "I  won't  have  you  swallowing  this." 

As  he  spoke,  he  counted  her  fingers  with  his  thumb  until  he  came  to  the  proper 
one.  "How's  that  for  Christmas  Eve?"  he  asked. 

Quickly  she  pulled  her  other  hand  from  her  mitten  and  felt  the  ring 
on  her  finger,  and  then  she  held  it  up  very  close  to  her  eyes  until  the  stone 
caught  a  faint  ray  from  the  hospital  windows  and  gave  back  the  ghost  of  a 
sparkle.  "It  -  it's  beautiful,"  she  breathed. 

"Like  it?"  he  asked,  his  voice  as  casual  as  he  could  make  it. 

"Her  answer  was  direct  and  to  the  point. 
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On  their  way  back  down  town  they  chose  the  east  side  of  the  street 
because  the  lights  were  gayer  there  and  Mary  wanted  to  see  the  Bon  Ton  window. 
Bing  Crosby  had  grown  tired  of  Martin’s  Music  Store  and  was  now  singing  "White 
Christmas"  for  nickels  in  Wing  Lee’s  restaurant,  and  "God  Rest  you  Merry, 
Gentlemen"  in  the  Coffee  Shop.  Most  of  the  other  stores  had  closed  or  were 
just  closing,  and  Christmas  lights  gleamed  all  the  brighter  against  the  back¬ 
ground  of  darkened  interiors.  The  snow  still  fell  heavily  in  big,  lazy  flakes 
and  muffled  their  steps  as  the  crossed  Wood  Street  and  passed  the  bank.  In 
front  of  the  Independent  George  stopped  suddenly,  his  eyes  on  the  ground, 

"That’s  funny,"  he  exclaimed. 

"What  is?" 

"Look.  Fresh  footprints  leading  inside,  and  the  don’t  come  back. 

I’ll  have  to  look  into  this." 

"Well,  wouldn’t  it  be  Mike?" 

"He  wouldn't  have  any  reason  to  come  back  at  this  hour.  You  wait 
here  a  moment  while  I  see  what's  up."  He  fumbled  in  his  pocket  for  the  key 
and  then  slipped  silently  into  the  office. 

Once  inside  he  closed  the  door  and  stood  to  one  side  against  the 
wall,  listening  as  his  fingers  felt  for  the  light  switch.  As  he  touched  the 
button  he  thought  he  heard  a  faint  movement  to  his  left  and  leaped  aside  as 
the  office  light  blazed.  A  heavy  wrench  bounced  from  the  wall  and  clattered 
across  the  floor  at  his  feet  and  Mike  stood,  shorter  than  ever  in  his  sock  feet, 
blinking  and  foolish  before  him.  A  second  later  the  front  door  burst  open  and 
Mary  appeared,  her  face  a  study  in  surprise. 

"Why,  whatever' s  happening?"  she  cried. 

"As  near  as  I  can  tell,  Mike  tried  to  brain  me, "  George  said,  his 
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eyes  on  the  dint  in  the  wall  the  heavy  wrench  had  made, 

"It  would’ve  served  you  right  if  I  had,"  Mike  snorted,  "sneakin’  in 
like  that.  You’d  think  by  this  time  you’d  be  gettin'  a  little  sense." 

"I  don’t  think  I'd  call  it  sense  to  go  after  the  boss  with  a  wrench," 

Mary  said. 

"No,  I  don't  suppose  you  would.  I  suppose  George  hasn't  told  you 
that  Walter  Morgan’s  back  in  town,  eh?  He  wouldn't  have  sense  enough  to  think 
it  matters.  Well,  I  do.  Now  get  on  out  of  here  before  I  decide  to  try  again 
when  the  light's  better.  And  make  some  noise  when  you  come  back  another  time." 

"Do  you  mean  to  say  you  think  Walter  will  try  something  violent?" 
Mary  asked. 

"I  ain't  paid  to  think  around  here,"  Mike  grumbled,  picking  up  the 
wrench  and  starting  toward  the  back  shop.  "I  just  got  some  work  to  do  here 
in  the  morning  and  don't  want  to  be  bothered  goin'  home.  Might  as  well  have, 
though,  if  I'm  goin'  to  be  disturbed  all  the  time." 

"Sunday  morning's  a  funny  time  to  be  working,"  George  said,  eyeing 
the  printer  doubtfully, 

"Maybe  it  is  and  maybe  it  ain't.  The  feeder  ain't  workin'  right,  if 
you  must  know.  I  can't  do  nothin'  about  it  with  people  runnin'  in  and  out  all 
the  time."  He  padded  back  into  the  darkness  of  the  back  shop  and  a  moment 
later  they  heard  the  thump  as  he  set  down  his  wrench. 

"Has  he  got  anything  to  sleep  on  back  there?"  Mary  asked. 

"There  is  a  couch  that  Mr.  Timson  used  sometimes, "  George  told  her, 
"but  I  wouldn't  think  it's  too  comfortable.  Still,  I  don't  suppose  it's  any 
to  argue  with  him,  and  it's  all  right  with  me  if  he  wants  to  sleep  here." 

"Is  it  true  that  Walter  Morgan's  back?" 
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"I  guess  he  must  be,  though  Mike  seems  unnecessarily  stirred  up. 

I  don’t  see  that  there's  anything  to  worry  about.  Well,  it's  no  use  standing 
here.  Let's  go  over  and  get  something  to  eat," 

"Yeah,  and  shut  off  the  light  before  you  go  I"  Mike  shouted  from  the 
back  shop.  He  was  still  growling  to  himself  as  Mary  led  the  wack  to  the  street. 
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Chapter  23 


Monday  was  more  busy  than  usual  in  the  office  of  the 
Independent,  with  Mike  setting  as  much  as  possible  of  the  paper  before  the 
holiday,  and  George,  between  visitors,  clearing  up  accounts  and  running  out 
to  collect  copy  from  merchants  too  preoccupied  with  the  Christmas  rush  to 
pay  attention  to  deadlines.  In  the  afternoon  a  short  circuit  in  the  motor 
stopped  the  press  on  a  proof  of  page  three  and  could  not  be  repaired  until 
morning.  George  was  no  longer  in  the  mood  for  business  or  visitors  on  Tuesday 
afternoon  when  Sylvia  Cappy  pushed  open  the  door  and  stood  smiling  down  at 
him,  her  arms  full  of  gaily  wrapped  Christmas  parcels. 

"You  do  look  tired,  George, "  she  said,  piling  her  parcels  on  top 
of  the  papers  on  his  desk  and  sinking  into  the  chair  by  the  window.  "I  wasn't 
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sure  you’d  still  be  here,  just  before  the  holiday." 

"A  little  trouble,"  he  told  her.  "We’ll  be  closing  up  any  time  now." 

"You  look  as  though  you  need  a  rest." 

"I  guess  I  do.  I  feel  more  like  going  to  bed  than  anything  else." 

"Oh,  you  couldn’t  do  that  on  Christmas  Eve.  Father’s  been  nagging 
at  me  to  go  to  his  watch-night  service,  but  I’m  sure  there’ll  be  enough  there 
without  me,  and  there  is  that  big  affair  at  the  Elks’  Hall  tonight," 

"Yeah,  I  heard  about  it." 

"The  Legion  are  putting  it  on,  you  know,  with  an  orchestra  from 
Calgary.  I'll  bet  that  cost  a  bit.  Are  you  going?" 

"No,  I'm  afraid  not." 

"Oh,  you  should,  George.  It  might  not  be  quite  as  much  fun  with 
Mary  working,  of  course,  but  I  could  save  you  a  dance  or  two."  She  leaned 
back  gracefully  in  her  chair  and  looked  at  George  out  of  half  closed  eyes, 

"It  could  be  fun." 

"As  a  matter  of  fact,"  George  said,  "Mary's  getting  off  for  the 
evening.  A  couple  of  Soong  Yee's  nephews  are  visiting  him  for  the  holiday, 
and  they’re  going  to  help  out." 

"Oh,  how  nice  of  them.  But  aren't  you  taking  her  to  the  dance? 

She  does  dance  quite  nicely,  too  -  someone  said.  Of  course,  if  you've  made 
other  plans.  .  ." 

"We've  both  been  invited  out,"  George  said. 

"I  see."  A  slight  frown  appeared  for  an  instant  in  little  lines 
about  her  blue  eyes.  "Well,  I  hope  we  shall  see  something  of  you  during  the 
holidays,  George."  She  stood  up  with  a  studied  motion  of  her  hips  and  moved 
across  the  room  to  the  desk,  her  body  preventing  George  from  rising  as  she 
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reached  over  him  for  her  parcels.  "After  all,  one  does  like  to  have  some 
life  of  one's  own,  doesn't  one?"  She  laughed  lightly,  her  eyes  provocative 
and  a  little  mocking.  "Well,  Merry  Christmas,  George]" 

George  watched  through  the  window  until  she  had  disappeared  into 
the  crowd  on  Main  Street  and  then  he  got  up  and  opened  the  door.  The  cold 
air  from  outside  rushed  into  the  warm  office,  dispelling  the  heavy  scent  of 
Sylvia's  perfume  and  rousing  him  to  a  greater  wakefulness.  He  was  about  to 
close  the  door  again  when  Sven  Hjalmer  came  hurrying  across  the  street. 

"Iss  not  good  to  stand  too  much  in  cold  without  coat, "  the  big  man 
greeted  him,  pushing  George  back  into  the  office.  "Iss  not  wanting  cold  for 
party." 

"I  wasn't  there  long,"  George  assured  him.  "The  heat  in  here  was 
just  making  me  sleepy. " 

"Tired,  maybe?" 

"Yes,  I  guess  I  am  a  bit.  I  won't  help  much  to  liven  up  your  party, 
that's  for  sure." 

Sven  regarded  him  with  his  head  on  one  side.  "By  Yoseph,  iss  needing 
bath,  Yorge]" 

"Well,  I  was  going  down  to  the  roundhouse,  but.  .  , " 

"Oh,  roundhouse  is  for  getting  clean  only.  We  go  to  Yensen's  and 
feel  good,  too." 

"The  Finn  bath?  I've  never  been  up  there.  Don't  you  get  all 
steamed  up  and  then  roll  in  the  snow  or  something*? " 

"Iss  some  steam,"  Sven  admitted,  "but  iss  good  fun.  We  go  there 

now,  eh?" 

For  the  two  blocks  of  the  business  district  the  sidewalks  were  jammed 
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with  late  Christmas  shoppers  whose  arms  were  loaded  with  last  minute  purchases, 
and  whose  faces  wore  identical  expressions  of  strained  good  will.  All  Peaks- 
ville  seemed  to  be  there,  and  all  the  farmers  for  miles  around.  Men,  women 
and  children  dashed  in  and  out  of  stores,  hurried  along  the  street,  bumped  and 
pushed  past  the  inevitable  dumpy  women  who  could  find  no  better  place  to 
gossip  than  the  middle  of  the  sidewalk,  darted  across  the  street  in  cheerful 
disregard  of  the  cars  that  skidded  to  sudden  stops  to  avoid  running  them  down. 
Bing  Crosby  was  back  at  Martin's  Music  Store,  and  from  above  Ollie  Craig's 
door  across  the  street  a  transcribed  choir  blasted  out  "Silent  Night",  The 
model  train  still  crawled  through  the  miniature  landscape  to  judge  by  the 
crowd  of  men  and  boys  in  front  of  his  window.  From  his  usual  place  in  the 
window  of  the  Gregory  Hotel,  Tom  Maxwell  waved  to  them  as  the  two  men  won 
their  way  to  the  end  of  the  block  and  turned  east  along  the  deserted  length 
of  Elm  Street. 

A  block  past  the  school  they  turned  in  through  a  rustic  gate  and 
followed  along  beside  a  leafless  caragana  hedge  to  a  low,  rambling,  half  log 
and  half  board  house  set  in  a  grove  of  evergreens.  The  skirted  the  log  portion 
of  the  building  and  entered  a  low  door  at  the  corner  of  a  long,  unpainted, 
flat-roofed  shed  that  stood  behind  the  house,  finding  themselves  in  a  bare 
room  with  unpainted  benches  along  three  walls  and  another  door  leading  out 
through  the  far  wall.  A  short,  solid  man  sat  at  a  small  table  in  the  middle 
of  the  room  beneath  a  single  naked  light,  dealing  cards  with  short,  stubby 
fingers  into  the  circle  of  clock-face  Patience.  The  room  was  pleasantly  warm, 
and  there  were  clothes  hanging  from  some  of  the  hooks. 

"Hello,  AmieJ"  Sven  cried  as  he  closed  the  door.  "Amie  -  iss 
Yorge  Tirnford  -  Arnie  Yensen.  You  got  room  yet  for  two  dirty  ones?" 
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"Yah,  I  got  room.  Three  fellows  is  just  in  and  the  rocks  is  fresh 

hot. " 


They  hung  their  coats  on  hooks  driven  into  the  bare  wall  and  un¬ 
dressed  quickly  after  placing  some  silver  on  the  table.  Arnie  handed  out  two 
white  towels  from  a  cardboard  box  beside  him  and  went  back  to  his  cards,  and 
Sven  led  the  way  into  the  next  room.  It  was  still  warmer  ther  and  the  air 
was  damp.  George  felt  himself  beginning  to  sweat.  They  hung  their  towels 
on  pegs  close  to  the  door  and  stood  for  a  few  moments  getting  used  to  the  heat 
while  George  looked  about  him.  A  dim  electric  bulb  glowed  faintly  above  the 
door  through  which  they  had  come,  but  the  main  light  came  from  a  single  small 
window  high  up  in  the  outside  wall.  Almost  below  the  window  was  a  large 
barrel  of  water,  icy  cold  to  George’s  finger,  and  beside  it  two  galvanized 
pails. 

"Iss  not  so  good  as  snow, "  Sven  told  him,  "but  iss  no  drifts  now 
for  rolling." 

"This  water  will  be  cold  enough  for  me,  "  George  declared,  shivering 
at  the  thought  of  plunging  naked  into  the  icy  snow  -  the  usual  conclusion  to 
a  session  in  the  steam  room. 

"Iss  cool,"  Sven  admitted,  "but  iss  hot  enough  in  there."  He  led 
the  way  and  George  followed. 

"It  was  hot.  Great  clouds  of  steam  rose  from  a  trough  on  one  side 
of  the  room  where  Doc  Mills,  his  big,  muscular  body  glistening  with  sweat, 
poured  water  over  a  row  of  hot  boulders,  and  already  it  was  impossible  to 
distinguish  the  features  of  the  two  shadowy  figures  at  the  other  side  of  the 
room. 

"You  just  got  here  in  time, "  a  voice  announced.  "Those  are  fresh 
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rocks,  and  hotter 'n  Hades.  In  another  minute  we  won’t  be  able  to  see 
nothin’  in  here.  Say,  who's  that  you  got  with  you,  Sven?" 

"Iss  Yorge  Tirnford. " 

"Oh,  yeah.  So  it  is."  The  voice  came  nearer  until  George  could 
make  out  the  flat-nosed  face  of  Joel  Taylor,  the  blacksmith.  "I  don't  know 
what  I  come  up  here  for  unless  it’s  because  it's  the  only  place  I  can  sweat 
without  workin' . " 

"I  think  I  could  use  a  little  cold  water  now, "  Doc  Mills  announced. 
"Any  of  you  want  to  splash  a  little?" 

"Sven  was  quick  to  take  up  his  challenge  and  the  two  men  went  back 
into  the  middle  room  from  where  they  could  be  heard  laughing  and  gasping  as 
they  used  the  buckets  to  hurl  the  icy  water  at  each  other.  They  came  back 
into  the  steam  room  after  a  few  minutes  and  Jim  Dyer  came  out  of  the  mist  to 
take  on  the  blacksmith.  Then  it  was  George's  turn,  and  Sven  went  with  him  to 
make  sure  he  was  properly  doused,  and  the  two  men  skipped  about  like  boys, 
gasping  with  the  sudden  shock  as  first  one  and  then  the  other  scored  a  direct 
hit. 

"Iss  best  to  get  dry  quick  now, "  Sven  advised.  "First  time  iss  not 
good  to  stay  too  long, "  and  George  was  more  than  willing  to  follow  the  big 
man's  advice. 

As  soon  as  they  were  dry  they  went  back  into  the  first  room  to  put 
on  their  clothes,  and  to  make  sure  their  hair  was  completely  dry  before  they 
ventured  out  into  the  cold.  Arnie  Jensen  had  disappeared,  but  he  came  in 
from  outside  just  as  they  were  ready  to  leave. 

"You  sure  don't  stay  long,"  he  said. 

Although  it  was  but  a  few  minutes  after  four,  it  was  already  beginning 
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to  grow  dark  when  the  two  men  stepped  outside,  a  heavy  bank  of  clouds  to  the 
west  serving  to  cut  off  the  thin  sunlight  even  before  the  sun  had  reached  the 
mountain  peaks,  and  Main  Street,  when  they  reached  it,  was  sparkling  with  a 
renewed  brilliance  of  colored  light. 

"I  have  to  go  back  to  the  office  for  a  few  things, "  George  said, 

"and  then  I  have  to  find  out  when  Mary  can  get  away.  I  guess  I  might  as  well 
eat  down  town . " 

"Iss  too  much  already  eating  at  restaurant, "  Sven  protested,  "and 
Yean  iss  expecting  you.  Maybe  we  get  first  crack  at  party." 

,fWell,  okay,  but  I  still  have  those  things  to  do.  Will  you  come 

along?" 

"I  think  maybe  iss  best  to  go  home, "  Sven  decided.  "There  maybe  is 
things  to  do  yet.  You  come  soon  up  though?" 

He  waved  a  big  hand  and  started  along  Elm  Street  while  George,  after 
a  brief  visit  to  Tom  Maxwell  in  the  lobby  of  the  Gregory,  hurried  on  down  to 
the  Independent .  A  few  minutes  later  he  called  in  at  Soong  Yee's,  but  there 
he  had  a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  wait  before  Mary  had  a  moment  free  to  speak  to 
him. 

"I  hope  the  Hjalmers  aren't  expecting  me  too  early,"  she  said, 
smiling  at  George.  "We're  awfully  busy,  you  know,  and  I  don't  like  to  leave 
until  the  rush  slows  down  a  little.  After  all,  I  really  should  be  working 
tonight. " 

"Well,  from  what  Sven  says,  the  party  will  be  starting  a  little 
after  eight,  but  I  don’t  suppose  everybody  will  be  there  so  early." 

"I  should  be  finished  by  half  past  eight.  I  can  dress  in  half  an 
hour,  I  guess,  if  I  hurry."  She  moved  away  to  attend  to  a  customer  and  George 
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leaned  back  in  his  chair  to  watch  her,  a  thrill  of  pride  in  her  serving  to 
kindle  a  keen  anticipation  of  the  evening  ahead,  A  moment  later  she  was  back 
at  his  table  again.  "I  saw  Sylvia  Cappy  going  into  the  Independent  this 
afternoon  with  a  whole  load  of  parcels.  She  didn’t  leave  any  of  them,  did  she?” 

"She  sure  didn’t.  She  wanted  me  to  go  to  the  dance  tonight,  even  if 
I  had  to  bring  you.  I  don’t  know  what  her  idea  is.” 

’’You  aren’t  usually  as  slow  as  that,”  Mary  told  him.  ”1  think  I 
could  guess  if  I  tried  hard.” 

’’She’s  a  darned  nuisance,  if  you  ask  me,"  George  said.  "Cute,  of 
course,  but  I’d  be  just  as  happy  if  she’d  visit  somewhere  else.  She  always 
seems  to  come  in  when  I  don’t  want  to  be  bothered,” 

"I  won’t  mind  a  bit  if  that’s  the  way  it  always  is,”  Mary  laughed. 

She  wrinkled  her  nose  at  him  and  hurried  back  to  her  work.  George  drifted  out 
of  the  cafe  and  turned  west  along  Mill  Street  to  avoid  the  ccowds. 

At  supper,  Sven  was  like  a  big  child  awaiting  its  first  party,  his 
broad  face  shining  with  anticipatipn,  his  railraod  watch  almost  constantly  in 
his  hand  S3  he  compared  it  with  the  clock  on  the  wall.  "By  Yoseph,  iss  not 
much  time  now,’’  be  said  happily  a  dozen  times  dxiring  the  meal. 

"Iss  not  for  sure  who  comes  this  night,”  Mrs.  Hjalmer  told  George 
as  he  helped  her  with  the  dishes.  "Sven  is  asking  many  peoples  and  forgets 
who.  Also  I  ask  somebodies.  Iss  plenty  come,  I  think.” 

"You’re  really  going  to  have  a  houseful,"  George  agreed. 

"I  told  you  iss  sardine-can  party,"  Sven  boomed  happily.  "I  think 
maybe  I  take  roof  off  now  to  make  sure." 

"Iss  better  no  nonsense  and  getting  ready  now,"  his  wife  insisted. 
"You  don’t  mess  up  place  neither.  We  use  maybe  the  room  for  coats." 

’’Sardines  is  not  wearing  coats,  I  think,"  Sven  objected,  his  face 


quivering  with  his  effort  to  seem  serious.  Moving  quickly  for  so  large  a  man, 
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he  avoided  his  wife’s  half-hearted  slap  and  retired  into  the  bedroom,  his 
big  voice  cheerfully  murdering  the  chorus  of  ’’Yingle  Bells”. 

'/hen  the  dishes  were  done,  George  dressed  quickly  and  went  back 
down  town,  stopping  in  at  Billy  Eogge’s  for  a  game  of  snooker.  When  he  came 
out  again,  it  was  barely  eight  o’clock,  and  Main  Street  was  more  crowded  than 
ever.  For  a  few  minutes  he  let  himself  be  carried  along  in  the  stream  of 
hurrying  shoppers  and  then,  just  as  he  reached  the  Super  Market,  he  saw  a  light 
in  the  back  of  the  print  shop  and  angled  his  way  across  the  street.  Mike  Fleming 
had  a  chair  tilted  back  against  the  folding  table  and  was  busy  checking  proof 
of  the  pages  they  had  set  that  morning.  He  looked  up  and  frowned  when  he  saw 
George. 

’’You’d  think  sometimes  you  could  get  a  moment’s  peace  around  here." 

"I  thought  you’d  be  on  your  way  to  Sven’s  party  by  now,"  George  said. 

"Aw,  these  parties  make  me  sick,"  Mike  grumbled.  "There  ain’t  no 
sense  gettin’  there  early.  All  you  do  is  set  around  till  you're  flat  on  the 
fanny  waitin’  for  somethin*  to  happen.  It’s  time  enough  to  get  thete  when  the 
food’s  startin’  around." 

"You  might  have  something  there.  I  was  just  surprised  to  see  the 
light  on.  Well,  I’ll  be  seeing  you  up  there."  George  started  back  the  way  he 
had  come. 

"You  might,  if  I  feel  like  it.  Most  likely  there  won’t  be  nothin' 
better  to  do."  Mike  bent  his  head  over  the  proofs,  still  grumbling  as  George 
closed  the  door. 

The  restaurant  was  still  crowded  when  George  walked  in  exactly  on 
the  half  hour,  but  Mary  had  already  gone.  Soong  Yee  grinned  from  behind  the 
cash  register  and  told  him  she  had  hurried  homo  to  get  dressed,  and  George, 
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after  exchanging  "Melly  Chlismasses"  with  the  little  Chinese,  went  on  to 
the  Smallwoods’.  Mary’s  voice  called  to  him  to  come  in,  and  then  directed  him 
to  the  living  room,  and  in  a  few  minutes  Mary  herself  appeared.  George  rose 
with  an  exclamation  of  delight. 

”My  gosh,  Mary,  you’re  beautiful!” 

’’Well!  It  isn’t  much  of  a  compliment  to  be  that  surprised  about  it," 
Mary  said,  pretending  to  be  annoyed. 

"lib,  but  -  really,  I  didn’t  mean  ...”  George  floundered  in  confusion 
and  then  recovered  as  the  twitching  at  the  corners  of  her  mouth  betrayed  Mary's 
real  feelings,,  "Well,  darn  it  all,  you  are  beautiful,”  he  said,  "and  you  couldn’t 
expect  me  to  imagine  you  all  dolled  up  like  this." 

"That’s  a  little  better,"  she  decided.  "Do  you  like  my  dress?" 

She  spun  around  to  give  him  a  better  view  of  the  royal  blue  velvet 
that  clung  close  to  her  body  and  then  fell  in  perfect  folds  almost  to  her  neat 
slippers.  Her  eyes  seemed  to  have  taken  some  of  the  color  from  her  dress,  and 
she’d  done  something  to  her  hair  to  make  it  seem  longer,  a  red  gold  frame  for 
the  startling  fairness  of  her  face  and  throat.  Her  arms  were  bare  and  white 
against  the  deep  color  of  her  gown,  and  she  wore  the  ring  George  had  given  her, 
whose  brave  little  sparkle  might  have  been  a  reflection  of  the  light  in  her 
eyes.  A  plain,  heart-shaped  locket  hung  on  a  thin  gold  chain  about  her  neck. 

She  turned  again  and  stood  looking  at  him.  "Well,  do  you?"  she 

repeated. 

George’s  eyes  glowed  as  he  looked  at  her.  "Im  just  trying  to  make  up 
my  mind,”  he  said,  "whether  it's  the  dress  or  just  -  just  you.  "  He  took  a 
step  toward  her  and  she  moved  quickly  into  his  arms,  accepting  his  answer  as 
complete  and  satisfactory.  At  last  they  sighed  and  moved  apart.  "And  now  we 
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have  to  go  to  that  doggoned  party,”  George  said  ruefully. 

"Why,  of  course  we  do.  You  don’t  think  I’d  get  dressed  up  like  this 
just  for  you,  do  you?” 

”1  had  thought  of  it,”  George  admitted.  ’’Well,  get  your  coat,  your 
majesty,  and  put  your  overshoes  on  too  if  :>rou  don’t  want  to  ruin  those  slippers.” 

"I’ve  really  got  Mrs.  Conroy  to  thank  for  this  dress,”  Mary  told  him 
when  they  had  turned  out  the  lights,  locked  the  door,  and  were  climbing  the 
slope  of  First  Avenue.  ”1  did  the  sewing  myself,  but  she  got  the  material  for 
me  a  lot  cheaper  than  I  expected.  It  still  cost  more  than  I  could  really  afford, 
but  I  guess  it’s  worth  it.” 

’’Maybe  we  should  have  gone  to  the  dance,  after  all,”  George  suggested, 
"except  that  I  never  crowd  my  luck.  It’ll  be  hard  enough  to  keep  watch  on  Mr. 
Timson  and  Mike  without  asking  for  any  more  trouble.” 

"I  might  have  my  worries  too,”  Mary  said. 

George  just  laughed  out  loud  and  tightened  his  arm  around  her. 

Sven’s  promise  of  a  packed  house  was  more  than  fulfilled,  and  even 
sardines  would  have  had  to  curl  up  to  find  room  in  the  Hjalmer’s  little  home 
that  evening,  yet  still  the  guests  continued  to  arrive,  and  still,  with  a 
genius  as  great  as  his  hospitality,  Sven  found  places  for  everyone.  His  big 
laugh  boomed  out  louder  than  ever  when  at  last  George  appeared  with  Mary  on 
his  arm. 

’’Yean!  Iss  Mary  come,  and  Yorge  too!  Come  in!  Come  in!  Iss  lots  of 
room,  by  Yoseph!”  Before  she  could  protest  he  had  lifted  Mary  like  a  feather 
and  had  deposited  her  at  the  door  of  the  bedroom  where  the  women  had  left  their 
coats  and  hats.  ’’Yean,  iss  Mary  come  by  air!"  He  laughed  again  at  his  wife’s 
face  and  turned  back  to  the  company.  "Iss  wanting  to  sing  something  yet?” 
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"Anybody  here  know  "White  Christmas’?"  Ernie  Steeves  called  out.  The 
roar  of  protests  and  laugher  that  greeted  his  quefetion  drowned  out  the  first 
chords  from  Sven’s  accordion. 

George  went  into  his  own  bedroom  to  hang  up  his  coat  and  Henry  Timson, 
looking  better  than  he  had  for  years,  followed  him  inside. 

"I  was  hoping  you’d  get  here  before  we  had  to  leave,"  the  old  man  said. 
"I’d  stay  all  night  if  I  could,  but  Martha  and  that  horse-doctor  of  mine  won’t 
have  it.  I’ll  bet  he’ll  be  here  till  the  last  dog’s  hung." 

"i'l/hatever  he  does  to  you  seems  to  be  good." 

"Oh,  I  feel  fine,  George.  I  was  hoping  I  might  get  down  to  the  office 
for  a  few  minutes  after  the  Mew  Year.  I’d  iike  to  see  all  the  improvements  Mike 
has  been  talking  about." 

"I  hope  you  can,"  Geogge  told  him..  "After  all,  you’ll  be  back  there 
regular  pretty  soon." 

"Perhaps,  but  we  can’t  fool  ourselves  forever,  you  know." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"The  truth  of  it  is  that  the  Independent  needs  youth,  George,  and  I 
haven’t  got  it  to  give." 

"But  everyone’s  waiting  for  you  to  get  back." 

"Not  everyone.  Some  of  the  business  men,  perhaps.  Ollie  was  asking 
after  my  health  the  other  night.  I  knew  what  he  meant." 

"But  it  wouldn’t  be  the  Independent  without  you." 

"It  has  been  for  almost  five  months.  People  are  beginning  to  under¬ 
stand  you,  George.  I  like  to  feel  that  the  Independent  is  still  in  the  thick  of 
the  fight.  Mary's  a  fine  girl,  George." 

"I  think  I.  realize  that,  Mr.  Timson." 
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"And.  a  Mary  succeeds  a  Martha.  That  seems  appropriate  too.  But  I’m 
keeping  you  from  the  party,  George,  and  Martha  will  want  to  go  home.  Henry 
Timson  rose  from  the  bed  and  led  the  way  back  into  the  crowded  room. 

There  were  other  parties  in  Peaksville  that  night,  and  some  of  them 
were  in  larger  homes,  and  some  progressed  from  house  to  house,  and  some  ended 
up  at  the  dance,  and  some  began  there,  but  nowhere  was  there  a  more  successful 
party  than  Sven’s.  dith  a  careless  good  humor  and  complete  disregard  for  the 
fitness  of  things,  Sven  had  invited  anyone  and  everyone,  and  Jean,  with  a  kindly 
eye  for  those  to  whom  Christmas  might  not  mean  a  time  for  rejoicing,  had  in  her 
turn  invited  people  as  far  removed  on  the  social  scale. 

So  it  was  that  Benny  the  bootlegger  found  himself  wedged  in  beside 
Minnie  Perfuss  on  the  chesterfield,  and  Mrs.  Conroy  sat  beside  her  crippled 
husband  in  the  corner  with  Geogge  Tirnford  on  a  stool  at  her  feet.  The  Smartts 
were  there,  and  the  Smallwoods,  and  Ernie  Stteves  and  Millie,  and  Mrs.  Bucham, 
looking  as  dowdy  as  ever.  The  Travises,  with  Hughie  bashfully  squiring  Jessie 
Miller,  formed  one  little  group  with  the  Millers,  the  Settles,  and  Bill  Jackson. 
Tom  Maxwell  sat  in  a  chair  half  way  into  the  new  sun  porch,  talking  to  Jack 
Brown,  whose  house  had  burned,  while  Mrs.  Brown  and  Mary  helped  Mrs.  Hjalmer 
with  feeding  the  mob.  Huge  in  the  archway  between  kitchen  and  living  room, 

Sven  himself  dominated  the  proceedings,  his  wide,  wind-burned  face  aglow  with 
school  boy  delight  in  the  success  of  his  party. 

There  wasn’t  much  that  anyone  could  do  with  so  many  in  so  small  a 
space,  but  they  sang  and  laughed,  talked  and  told  jokes,  and  stuffed  themselves 
full  of  the  finest  of  Swedish  cooking  in  the  land.  The  Timsons  went  home  early, 
refusing  the  ride  Benny  offered  them,  but  the  rest  of  the  guests  stayed  on, 
forgetful  of  the  time,  until  someone  noticed  it  was  three  o’clock. 
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Eenny  the  bootlegger  offered  to  take  Mary  and  George  in  his  car, 
but  they  were  staying  to  help  the  Hjalmers,  and  in  the  end  he  took  the  Conroys 
to  the  far  side  of  town  and  then  drove  back  west  on  Ferry  Road  to  deposit  a 
twittering  Miss  Ferfuss  at  her  neat  white  gate.  When  he  put  his  car  in  the 
garage,  he  was  still  grinning  and  talking  to  himself  in  the  language  of  Ivan 
the  Terrible. 

Back  at  the  Hjalmers,  the  two  women  washed  dishes  for  an  hour  while 
Sven  and  George  dried,  and  then  they  stacked  them  away  in  their  places  while 
the  two  men  produced  some  kind  of  order  in  the  living  room.  When  the  job  was 
done,  it  was  twenty  minutes  after  four. 

"Iss  good  thing  we  don’t  work  today,  By  Yoseph,"  Sven  declared,  "but 
itfass  damn  good  party,  eh?" 

It  was  a  wordefful  party,  Mr.  Hjalmer  -  the  very  best  one  I’ve  ever 
been  at.  But  I’ve  got  to  go  now,  I’m  afraid." 

"Iss  all  arranged,"  Mrs.  Hjalmer  announced.  "Tonight  you  stay  here.’’ 

"But  the  Smallwoods  would  think  I  had  been  kidnapped  or  something," 
Mary  said,  her  eyes  on  George. 

"Iss  not  so.  I  speak  to  them  before  they  go.  Iss  with  them  okay. 

Sven  iss  with  Yorge  sleeping  this  once." 

George  grinned  at  Sven.  "Well,  I  guess  I  can  stand  it  if  you  can," 
he  said.  "Now  we’ll  see  how  good  this  Eaton  bed  of  yours  really  is."  They 
said  goodnight  quickly,  trying  to  stifle  their  yawning,  and  then  George  went 
into  the  new  bedroom  with  Sven  at  his  heels.  "You  know,  there’s  just  one  thing 
that  bothers  me  about  tonight.  I  thought  sure  Mike  would  be  along  sometime  in 
the  evening.  He  didn’t  show  up  at  all." 

Sven  gave  a  gigantic  yawn.  "Iss  maybe  celebrate  a  littfte  first," 
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he  suggested  sleepily.  ”Iss  funny  man,  Mike  -  but  good.” 

At  ten  o’clock  the  next  morning,  George  went  down  to  the  print 
shop  to  tend  the  fires.  He  had  fixed  the  stove  in  the  office  and  was  starting 
toward  the  camp  heater  at  the  back  of  the  shop  when  he  saw  Mike.  The  printer 
was  lying  a  yard  or  two  from  the  back  door,  his  greying  hair  clotted  with 
blood  from  a  deep  cut  almost  directly  above  his  right  eye,  his  right  hand 
still  clutching  his  heavy  wrench. 
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Chapter  24 


The  Peak3ville  Independent 
Friday,  December  27,1946 

EDITORIAL 


It  is  possible  that  our  readers  will  detect  in  this 
present  issue  errors,  typographical  and  otherwise,  which 
do  not  usually  appear  in  the  Independent  .  For  these 
possible  errors  we  do  not  apologize,  but  we  do  feel  an 
explanation  is  in  order. 

At  ten  o’clock  on  Christmas  morning  we  paid  a 
visit  to  our  shop  for  the  purpose  of  tending  the  fires, 
and  so  we  were  the  first  to  discover  a  crime  which,  but 
for  the  grace  of  Cod,  might  have  been  murder.  Cn  the 
floor  of  our  back  shop  we  discovered  Mr.  Mike  Fleming, 
our  printer,  unconscious  and  bleeding  from  an  attack  by 
a  party  or  parties  unknown.  The  details  of  the  crime  we 
do  not  propose  to  disclose  at  this  time,  but  we  can  assure 
our  readers  that  it  is  at  this  moment  under  investigation 
by  the  Mounted  Police.  Mr.  Fleming  is  at  present  recovering 
in  the  Peaksville  hospital,  and  in  his  absence  we  have  been 
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forced  to  publish  the  Independent  as  best  we  can., 

We  must  confess  that  during  the  early  days 
of  our  association  with  this  paper  we  were  inclined  to 
believe  that  all  Peaksville  was  as  rotten  as  some  parts 
of  it  had  proved  to  be.  Since  that  time  we  have  learned 
better.  Wow  we  know  that  the  vast  majority  of  you  do  want 
a  better  Peaksville.  So  far  you  haven’t  done  much  about 
it,  but  that  is  something  that  can  be  corrected.  So  far 
what  efforts  you  have  made  have  been  defeated  by  a  small 
group  of  selfish  men,  men  to  whom  personal  gain  means  more 
than  decency  and  honor  itself.  That,  too,  is  something  that 
can  be  changed.  It  may  be  that  the  present  event  may  serve 
to  rouse  you  to  the  action  of  which  you  are  capable. 

Let  it  be  understood  that  we  do  not  accuse  anyone 
of  the  attack  upon  Mr.  Fleming,  but  our  opinions  are  our 
own.  Obviously  the  attack  was  a  part  of  a  larger  intention 
to  wreck  our  plant,  and  such  a  plan  could  hold  no  interest 
save  for  those  who  oppose  us  in  our  campaign  for  a  better 
Peaksville.  'Therefore  we  serve  notice  upon  the  person  or 
persons  concerned  that  the  Independent  is  not  to  be 
intimidated.  If  a  further  attack  is  made  upon  our  plant 
or  our  persons,  it  will  be  met  with  effective  actions 

*  *  * 

NEWS  ITEM:  Mr.  Jim  Dyer,  night  constable,  spent  a 

pleasant  Christmas  Eve  at  the  home  of  his 
wife’s  brother,  Mr.  James  Gibson,  ten  miles  west  of  town. 

In  his  absence  the  town  of  Peaksville  was  without  police 
protection. 


♦  *  * 

ACKNOWLEDGEMENT :  We  wish  to  extend  our  grateful  thanks 

to  Mr.  Henry  Timson,  owner  and  publisher 
of  the  Independent ,  who  defied  the  strict  orders  of  his 
doctor  that  he  might  direct  the  printing  of  this  present 
i ssue. 


*  *  * 

With  Mike  Fleming  in  the  hosoital,  George  took  over  the  guardian¬ 
ship  of  the  print  shop  at  night,  at  last  convinced  that  the  threat  against 
the  Independent  was  more  than  the  product  of  the  little  printer’s  soured 
imagination.  Even  in  the  daytime  he  hesitated  to  leave  the  shop  unless  some¬ 
one,  Flughie  Travis  perhaps,  was  there  to  keep  watch,  and  the  suspicion  he 
felt  showed  plainly  in  his  eyes  whenever  he  chanced  to  meet  Walter  Morgan 
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on  the  street,  matching  the  hatred  in  Walter’s  own  sneering  face.  Hughie 
Travis  haunted  the  print  shop,  delighted  to  accept  new  responsibilities, 
and  taking  full  advantage  of  the  freedom  giVen  him  by  the  holidays  from 
school.  On  Saturday  evening  Sven  Hjalmer  and  his  wife  came  down  to  the  office 
to  play  rummy  with  George  and  Mary,  and  on  Sunday  Benny  the  bootlegger  brought 
the  Timsons  down  for  the  afternoon.  On  Monday  morning  Fred  Miller  appeared, 
piloted  by  a  delighted  Hughie  Travis.  He  hesitated  just  inside  the  door,  his 
long,  spare  frame  stooped  a  little,  his  face  still  showing  a  hospital  pallor 
under  the  blue-black  of  his  close-shaven  whiskers. 

Hughie  strutted  a  little  as  he  presented  his  find.  "Jessie  Miller 
and  I  got  talking  at  the  party  the  other  night,"  he  announced,  "and  she  told 
me  her  Dad  had  been  a  nrinter  once.  Once  a  printer  always  a  printer,  I  guess, 
in  the  newspaper  business.  Anyhow,  I  went  up  yesterday  and  told  him  we  at  the 
Independent  might  need  somebody  till  Mike  gets  back." 

"You’re  darned  right  we  do.  Are  you  really  a  printer,  Mr.  Miller?" 

"I  started  out  in  the  trade,"  the  tall  man  said.  "Got  my  papers  all 
right.  Then  after  a  spell  I  got  sick  and  they  told  me  it  was  the  ink  that  done 
it  and  I  had  to  quit.  Odd  jobs  was  all  I  could  do  after  that." 

"Then  maybe  getting  back  to  it  won’t  be  good  for  you." 

"Oh,  it  don’t  come  on  me  that  sudden,  and  I  could  use  a  few  days’ 
work.  There  ain’t  much  doin’  in  town  just  now.  Of  course,  I  ain’t  been  at 
printin’  for  years  now.  I  wouldn't  expect  the  regular  rate." 

"You'll  get  it  just  the  same,"  George  told  him.  "Can  you  start 
r j  ght  away?" 

"Reckon  I’m  ready  any  time.  But  it  don't  pay  to  expect  too  much 
to  start  with.  You  get  your  hand  out  if  you  ain’t  been  at  a  thing  for  a  spell.' 
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He  looked  unhappy  and  George  wondered  if  there  was  something  about  printing 
that  made  one  see  the  mournful  side  of  life* 

’’Does  that  solve  the  difficulty,  Mr.  Tirnford?”  Hughie  asked. 
’’’Course  I’ll  be  around  too,  you  know.” 

’’You’ve  done  a  good  stroke  of  business,  Hughie,”  George  told  him. 

Fred  Miller  proved  better  than  his  word.  He  was  slow,  and  his  make¬ 
up  wasn’t  equal  to  Mike’s,  but  he  got  the  work  done,  and  that  was  the  main 
thing  in  the  present  emergency.  George  mentioned  him  to  Mike  when  he  visited 
the  little  printer  at  the  hospital  that  afternoon. 

"It’s  tough  he  can’t  stand  up  to  it  for  long,”  Mike  said.  "Just  as 
well" for  me,  though.  Maybe  I’d  be  out  of  a  job  otherwise.” 

"You  know  better  than  that,  Mike.” 

"Well,  it  ain’t  very  smart  to  go  gettin’  conked  on  the  head  like  I 
did.  I  was  pushin’  open  the  door  at  the  time  or  he  would  have  missed  me.” 

"Who  was  it,  Mike?” 

"If  I’d  seen  him  enough  to  know  who  he  was,  do  you  think  I’d  have 
got  pasted?  I  ain’t  that  much  of  a  damn  fool.” 

"Have  you  any  idea,  then?" 

?’You  got  one,  ain’t  you?  Your  mess  oughta  be  as  good  as  mine.” 

"Walter  Morgan,  maybe?” 

"He  ain’t  got  too  much  reason  to  love  you,  nor  his  old  man  neither. 
Figurin’  it  out  ain’t  provin’  it,  though.” 

"That’s  the  heck  of  it,  Mike.  I  wonder  why  he  didn’t  finish  the  job 
after  he  got  you." 

"If  it  was  Morgan,  the  answer’s  plain  enough.  No  nerve.  Mary  said 
you  was  sloepin*  in  the  shop.  I  guess  that  should  do  until  I  get  out." 
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"You’ve  been  looking  after  things  I  missed,  Mike,  You  should  have 
said  something  about  it," 

"It  ain’t  my  job  to  make  speeches,  I  can’t  help  it  if  you  can’t  see 
what's  right  under  your  nose.  I’ll  tell  you  one  thing-,  though." 

'"‘/hat’s  that,  Mike?” 

"If  we  get  a  lot  of  business  at  the  shop  -  which  most  likely  we 
won’t  -  we  could  get  Fred  Miller  in  once  in  a  while.  He  could  use  the  dough, 

I  guess," 

On  the  way  back  from  the  hospital  George  called  in  at  Ollie  Craig’s 
hardware  for  the  copy  for  the  week.  Ollie  was  bus^r  with  a  customer,  and  George 
spent  the  time  he  had  to  wait  in  looking  over  a  new  display  of  fishing  rods. 
After  a  minute  the  customer  went  out  and  Ollie  moved  behind  the  counter  and 
stood  looking  at  Ceorge  uneasily. 

"How’ s  Mike?”  he  asked. 

"Good,  He  should  be  out  in  a  day  or  two.” 

"I  see.  That  editorial  of  yours  was  pretty  strong." 

"What  did  you  expect?  Mike  could  be  dead  now,  you  know  -  or  maybe 
that  doesn’t  mean  anything  to  you.” 

"I’ve  got  nothing  against  Mike.  We’re  business  men  in  Peaksville, 
Tirnford ,  not  gangsters.” 

”1  didn’t  think  you  were  in  on  the  violence,  if  that  what  you  mean. 
But  it’s  plain  that  someone  wanted  to  wreck  the  Independent .  You  could  have 
had  that  idea  easy  enough.” 

”How  do  you  know  they  were  after  the  paper?  They  didn’t  do  any 
damage  to  the  shop,  did  they?" 


"No.” 
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"It  could  have  been  something  personal.” 

"With  Mike?  Are  you  kidding?" 

”1  wasn’t  thinking  of  Mike,”  Ollie  said. 

The  police  investigation  of  the  attack  on  Mike  proved  futile,  and 
in  the'  next  few  days  it  became  clear  that  whoever  had  perpetrated  the  attack 
had  made  a  clean  getaway.  Mike  came  out  of  the  hospital  on  New  Year’s  Day,  and 
on  Friday  was  back  at  work,  as  sour-faced  as  ever  and  unwilling  to  talk  with 
anyone  about  the  events  of  Christmas  Eve.  The  single  act  of  violence,  however, 
had  done  more  good  for  the  Independent  than  a  month  of  editorials.  Many  of 
Feaksville’s  less  important  citizens  made  a  point  of  calling  in  at  the  office 
to  indicate  a  sincere  if  unspecified  support,  and  even  the  Reverend  William 
Cappy  went  so  far  as  to  decry  from  the  pulpit  the  violence  that  had  been  done 
to  Mike.  A  wave  of  new  subscribers  appeared,  and  the  Independent  reached  a 
new  pinnacle  of  importance  in  Feaksville.  The  inner  circle  of  the  Chamber  of 
Commerce,  meeting  by  invitation  in  the  back  of  Ollie  Craig’s  hardware,  decided 
that  there  was  nothing  that  they  could  do  to  combat  the  popular  enthusiasm, 
and  determined  to  bide  their  time  until  Henry  Timson  returned  to  control  of 
the  Independent. 

That  Henry  would  return  soon  seemed  to  them  increasingly  likely  as 
the  old  Editor  appeared  more  and  more  frequently  in  the  office  of  the  paper. 

He  seldom  stayed  more  than  an  hour  or  two,  and  George  continued  in  control, 
but  the  golden  time  for  which  Ollie  and  his  friends  waited  seemed  sufficiently 
imminent  to  warrant  the  Christian  patience  with  which  they  looked  to  the  future. 
There  was,  then,  no  opposition  to  the  increasing  popularity  of  the  Independent , 
and  George  himself  rode  the  crest  of  the  wave. 


Neither  he  nor  Mike,  however,  relaxed  the  vigilance  they  maintained 
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over  the  print  shop,  and  after  some  argument  it  was  decided  that  George  and 
Mike  should  act  as  watchman  on  aternate  nights.  Joel  Taylor  was  commissioned 
to  make  a  stronger  bar  for  the  back  door,  and  the  Mar less  Electric  supplied 
the  wiring  for  a  new  system  of  night  lights.  The  Mounted  Police  were  sure  that 
no  further  attempt  would  be  made  against  the  newspaper,  but  agreed  that  all 
possible  precautions  were  in  order. 

On  the  Monday  after  New  Year’s,  George  was  working  in  the  front 
office  when  the  door  opened  quietly  and  Chief  Little  Volf  appeared,  a  black 
woollen  sweater  showing  under  the  buckskin  coat  he  wore  his  only  concession 
to  the  below  zero  temperature  outside.  He  shook  hands  with  George  without 
speaking,  and  accepted  the  station  armchair  which  George  offered,  sitting  very 
straight  as  he  dug  his  pipe  from  his  pocket,  filled  and  lighted  it,  and  smoked 
silently  for  several  minutes.  George  lit  a  cigarette  and  stood  by  the  window, 
watching  Gus  Erizzel  sweeping  snow  from  in  front  of  his  premises.  In  the  back 
shop  the  press  clacked  steadily,  like  an  old  maid  school  teacher  clapping  the 
time  as  her  students  filed  by. 

’’Someone  try  to  kill  Mike,  eh?"  the  Chief  asked. 

"Oh,  I  don't  think  they  were  trying  to  kill  him,’’  George  said.  "Unless 
I’m  wrong,  they  were  trying  to  wreck  the  plant,  and  were  scared  off  after  they 
knocked  him  out.  Anyway,  we’re  not  taking  any  more  chances." 

"You  watch,  eh?" 

"Like  a  hawk.  Nobody’s  going  to  put  us  out  of  business." 

Chief  Little  Wolf  nodded  and  smoked  again  in  silence.  Presently  he 
took  his  pipe  from  his  mouth  again  and  was  about  to  sneak  when  the  door  burst 
open  and  Hughie  Travis  rushed  into  the  office,  his  eyes  dancing  with  delight, 
his  whole  body  quivering  with  excitement. 
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"By  gosh,  they’ve  done  it,  Mr.  TirnfordI  They’re  gonna  have  a  He 
stopned  short  as  he  saw  Chief  Little  Wolf.  "Gosh,  I’m  sorry,"  he  stammered, 
reddening  with  embarrassment.  "I  didn’t  ..." 

"That’s  quite  all  right,  Hughie.  Chief  Little  Wolf,  I’d  like  you  to 
meet  Hughie  Travis.  He’s  on  our  staff  her  at  the  Independent.  I  guess  you’ve 
seen  the  Chief  before  this,  eh  Hughie?" 

"Gosh,  yes  I"  Hughie  breathed,  "but  not  up  close!"  He  stepped  forward 
and  offered  his  hand,  which  the  Chief  shook  gravely.  "Gee,  I’m  sure  pleased  to 
meet  you,  Chief.’” 

"Now,  what  was  it  you  were  so  excited  about  when  you  came  in?"  George 

askedo 


"Gee,  meeting  the  Chief  here  just  about  made  me  forget.  Well,  we’re 
going  to  have  a  paper  at  the  school,  Mr.  Tirnford.  Mr.  Jackson  got  Mr.  Grenfel 
to  say  we  could  and  then  we  had  an  election  and  guess  who  won." 

"Let’s  see  now,"  George  said,  grinning  at  the  Chief.  "It  couldn’t  have 
been  -  Patricia  Desmond,  maybe?" 

"She  pretty  near  did,"  Hughie  said,  shaking  his  head  at  the  closeness 
of  the  election.  "I  only  got  three  more  votes  than  she  did.  As  soon  as  they  got 
through  counting  I  asked  her  to  be  Art  Editor,  and  she  said  she  would.  Say,  do 
you  think  ’Th9  Peaksville  Pinnacle*  is  a  good  name?” 

"It  sounds  good  to  me.  What  do  you  think,  Chief?” 

Chief  Little  Wolf  puffed  on  his  pipe  as  he  considered  the  matter. 
"Good,”  he  agreed  at  last. 

"Well,  I  guess  that  settles  it,”  Hughie  declared.  "Pat’ll  be  glad. 

She  was  the  one  that  suggested  it.  Now  we've  got  to  get  all  sorts  of  articles 
and  -  gee,  Mr.  Tirnford,  do  you  think  Chief  Little  Wolf  would  mind  if  I  sent 
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a  -  a  reporter  to  interview  him  for  the  Pinnacle?" 

"He’s  right  here,  you  knew,  Hughie." 

Hughie  swallowed  hard  and  turned  to  the  Indian.  "Would  it  be  okay  if 
I  did,  Chief?"  he  asked.  "I  wouldn’t  send  out  a  crazy  kid  or  anything.  I’d  make 
sure  it  was  somebody  who  knoxvs  the  newspaper  business."  He  waited  in  agony  for 
Chief  Little  Volf  to  make  up  his  mind. 

"You  come,"  Chief  Little  Wolf  decided.  "No  reporters."  He  jerked  a 
thumb  over  his  shoulder  to  indicate  the  west.  "You  come  to  river  Saturday  for 
sure . " 

"Gosh!  Gee,  I  sure  will,  Chief!  Thanks!"  Hughie  squirmed  with 
excitement,  not  quite  sure  how  to  get  himself  out  of  the  office. 

"You’d  better  step  in  and  tell  Mike  about  the  Pinnacle , "  George 
suggested,  and  grinned  as  Hughie  bolted  from  the  room.  "You’ll  have  to  excuse 
the  interruption,  Chief,  but  you  have  to  take  enthusiasm  when  you  find  it. 
Hughie’ s  going  to  be  a  real  newspaperman  some  day." 

Chief  Little  Wolf  nodded  and  continued  to  smoke  in  silence,  only  his 
eyes  alive  in  a  face  that  might  have  been  carved  of  some  dark  wood.  "'.Valter 
Morgan  out  of  jail,"  he  said  at  last.  "Too  bad." 

"He  hasn’t  been  bothering  your  boys  again,  has  he?" 

"I  hear  young  men  talk.  Walter  Morgan  promise  plenty  extract  this 

snring." 

"He’ll  get  himself  back  in  the  jug,  and  he  won’t  feet  out  so  soon 
next  time.  He  just  hasn't  sense  enough  to  learn,  I  guess." 

"Young  men  say  you  leave  here  soon,"  the  Chief  informed  him. 

"Leave?  T  wonder  where  they  got  that  idea  -  Morgan  again?" 

Chief  Little  Wolf  nodded.  "You  stay  here?" 
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"Well,  I’ll  certainly  be  here  for  some  months  yet,  and  maybe  for 
good.  But  whether  I’m  here  or  not,  Chief,  there  won’t  be  any  extract  sold  in 
Peaksville.  I  can  promise  you  that  much." 

Again  the  Chief  nodded,  pressed  out  the  embers  of  his  tobacco  with 
his  thumb  and  returned  the  pipe  to  his  pocket,  rising  from  the  chair  with  the 
ease  of  a  boy.  "Good,"  he  said,  and  shook  hands  again  with  George. 

As  January  wore  away,  the  business  of  the  Independent  continued  to 
grow  as  though  in  defiance  of  the  usual  post-Christmas  slump.  New  or  renewal 
subscciptions  continued  to  pour  in,  some  usually  careless  citizens  felt  them¬ 
selves  moved  to  settle  old  accounts,  and  the  red  ink  which  had  so  liberally 
besmirched  the  books  of  the  Independent  sat  unopened  on  the  desk.  Convinced 
of  the  value  of  the  fame  or  notoriety  George  had  achieved,  the  younger  merchants, 
and  the  less  conservative  of  their  elders,  hastened  to  sign  contracts  for 
favored  places  in  the  paper,  and  for  a  variety  of  bills  and  flyers,  unmasking 
their  thoughts  by  insisting  that  each  printing  job  should  bear  the  conspicuous 
imprint  of  the  Independent  Press.  Fred  Miller  worked  as  Mike’s  assistant  half 
days,  and  Hughie  Travis,  blissfully  conscious  of  his  editorial  responsibilities, 
darted  in  and  out  daily  with  pieces  of  copy  for  the  first  edition  of  the 
Peaksville  lir  nacle. 

Despite  the  apparent  success  of  the  paper,  however,  George  was  less 
happy  than  he  had  been  before  Christmas.  In  the  first  place,  the  necessity 
of  continued  vigilance  cramped  his  movements,  and  left  him  with  all  too  little 
time  for  Mary.  Even  the  week-ends  were  spoiled,  for  George  could  not  allow 
Mike  to  do  more  than  his  share  of  garrison  duty,  and  the  charms  of  the  print 
shop  as  a  place  of  entertainment  wore  thin  after  the  first  few  days.  Had  it 
not  been  for  Mike's  dogged  insistence,  George  might  hove  decided  that  the 
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emergency  had  passed.  Accepting  the  fact  that  to  some  extent  a  state  of  siege 
did  still  exist,  there  was  some  doubt  in  George's  mind  whether  the  threat 
was  really  directed  at  the  Independent  as  such,  or  merely  at  himself.  There 
remained  the  possibility  that  the  trouble  could  be  ended  by  the  return  to  full 
control  of  Henry  Timson.  Only  the  old  Editor's  obvious  determination  to  retire 
prevented  George  from  suggesting  an  early  return  to  the  old  order.  George 
caught  himself  wishing  that  Henry  Timson  would  change  his  mind* 

On  the  third  of  February  that  question  at  least  was  settled,  for 
Henry  ^imson  himself  appeared  at  the  office  unusually  early  in  the  morning, 
hung  up  his  hat  on  the  peg,  took  off  his  coat  and  hung  it  up,  put  his  hat 
back  on  his  head,  and  seated  himself  in  front  of  the  ancient  typewriter.  He 
typed  a  few  words  slowly,  and  then  swung  around  in  his  swivel  chair  as 
George  came  into  the  office  from  the  shop. 

"I  was  going  to  write  something  special  in  my  column  today,  George, 
but  I  think  that  maybe  I  should  ask  a  favor  of  you  instead.  Have  you  thought 
of  anything  of  importance  for  your  editorial?" 

"Not  yet.  Did  you  have  something  on  your  mind?" 

"I'd  rather  like  to  write  a  guest  editorial  this  time,  if  you 
agree,"  Henry  said.  He  smiled  at  George  with  a  boyish  wistfulness.  "I  wanted 
to  announce  my  retirement,  George,  and  I  thought  perhaps  the  news  might  be 
worth  an  editorial.  You  see,  I  used  to  keep  all  my  best  news  for  the 
editorials." 

"You’ve  made  up  your  mind,  then?" 

"Oh,  I'd  done  that  long  ago  -  before  we  talked  of  it  at  Christinas. 

I  was  just  waiting  for  the  proper  time." 

"But  do  you  think  this  is  the  proper  time?  If  I  know  Ollie  and 
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and  the  rest,  they’ll  jump  on  the  Independent  with  both  feet  once  they  hear 
you’re  going  to  leave  it  in  my  hands.  Ollie  said  a  while  ago  that  he  was  only 
letting  things  slide  because  you  would  be  back  soon.” 

"The  battle  is  one  you  will  have  to  fight  sooner  or  later,  George.” 

”Yes,  I  suppose  so.” 

’’You’re  still  sure  you  don’t  want  to  work  for  Mr.  Blakely?” 

”1  don’t  think  I  like  the  idea  of  a  syndicate  very  much.  Maybe  the 
Independent  has  spoiled  me  for  that.” 

’’Yell ,  then,”  the  old  Editor  declared,  ”Here  goes  for  my  last  scoop!” 

’’That’s  one  editorial  that  makes  the  front  page,”  George  said,  and 
Henuy  Timson  smiled. 

”In  a  box,”  he  added. 

EDITORIAL 


Some  months  ago  we  promised  the  citizens  of 
Peaksville  that  we  would  continue  to  publish  this  paper 
as  a  real  Independent ,  and  expdcted  to  lose  our  shirt 
doing  it.  We  are  now  going  to  break  that  promise,  and  to 
tell  the  truth,  we  are  pretty  happy  about  it. 

We  do  not  mean  that  you  will  have  to  put  up 
with  assembly  line  junk  as  do  some  of  the  other  towns 
around  here,  or  no  paper  at  all.  The  Independent  will 
still  be  going  strong  -  stronger,  maybe,  than  ever  before  - 
but  its  triumphs  and  its  tribulations  will  be  ours  only 
second  hand.  After  thirty  years  of  printing  honest  news 
and  the  best  opinions  we  could  figure  out,  we  have  found 
someone  else  to  carry  on.  tfe  are  tired,  and  damn  it,  we 
have  a  right  to  be.’ 

In  the  last  five  months  you  have  seen  what  can 
be  done  in  Peaksville,  and  you’ve  been  given  some  pretty 
plain  hints  about  what  remains  to  be  done.  Some  of  you  may 
have  been  a  little  surprised,  but  we’ll  bet  that  shirt  we 
stillhave  that  those  of  you  who  are  thinking  of  Peaksville' s 
good  can  look  back  with  some  thanksgiving  to  the  night 
when  Doc  Settle  finally  got  his  hooks  into  us  and  George 
Tirnford  took  over  the  editorial  chair.  The  best  cotribution  we  can 
make  to  the  welfare  of  this  town  is  to  let  him  feet  on  with  what  he 
has  started.  Those  of  you  who  don't  want  a  better  Peaksville  had 
better  start  running  now. 
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There  is  still  enough  printers’  ink  in  our 
veins  to  make  us  want  to  keep  a  finger  in  somewhere, 
and  so  our  column  on  page  three  will  continue  as  long 
as  the  good  Lord  and  the  Editor  are  willing.  Beyond  that 
we  have  no  ambition,  unless  it  is  to  see  the  Independent 
grow  bigger  and  better  in  a  Peaksville  as  great  as  every 
citizen  can  make  it. 

The  Independent  will  continue  to  be  published 
every  Thursday  under  the  editorial  control  of  Mr.  George 
Tirnford,  and  Mr,  Mike  Fleming  is  as  good  a  printer  as 
anyone  can  find.  In  our  modest  way  we  have  always  been  for 
Peaksville;  and  that  the  Independent  will  always  be  so  is 
our  honest  and  sincere  belief. 

Henry  D.  Timson  -  Editor  (retired). 

Leaving  his  copy  still  in  the  machine,  Henry  Timson  rose,  took  off 
his  hat  and  hung  it  on  the  peg,  took  down  his  overcoat  and  put  it  on,  settled 
his  hat  on  his  head  again  and  left  the  office,  whistling. 


uro  xxx  Max  ’enedalTq  ^3  ire  no  Hits  el  ei8.cfn 

qua.  zb  aml&noo  II  iw  ©STild  9360  ro  rur.yloo  Tiro  os  bon 

dsrfd  bnoyol  .anllliv  sib  iodiJb£  s Id  bae .  I>to,I  loog.srfd  as 
•■■  :ef>.  -  ~) r .  r:  I  end  osa  »o  ?  i  di  r.e*  ••  ,noi.rtd  •;  on  :-v?-o  ©v 
q:e\-  :•:  i-  '  ex-  elliva^ps'l  r  ni  lodisd  tire  le^ld  \-n- 


d/  l  t  'o  ri 9siJ-.ro 


bsdaildi/q  ed  od  euaidnoo  II  Jtw  jH9frnsqe£aI  sriT 
esrro&O  . 'r  do  IotJjxoo  IsiTOirle  arid  tobau  -/bp-:, r 'jffi  yiev© 
TedniTq  b  f>oog  es  ax  gnijcsi  , 

dadfioof  tlto  nl  .bald  ubo  eaevas 

i 


'1:11;  ©too c*. is  dap-  jeortorf  Tiro 


©t)  rrodxBS  -  aosjaiT  »G  yin ©H 


Vto  loci  ,seoi  noemiT  yiael  t  onMojam  add  nx  Hide  \qoo  aid  gnlvseJ 

-  ,n  di  dxiq  bus  dsooievo  airl  nvrob  tfood  ,  d  d  •  bus  dfl  a  :  • 


.  [  cl  : 


Chapter  25 


That  the  news  of  Henry  Timson’s  retirement  did  not  please 
Mayor  Gordon  was  evident  the  following  day  when  he  jerked  his  Cadillac  to  a 
stop  in  front  of  Ollie  Craig’s  hardware  and  went  inside,  his  heavy  face 
scowling.  Ollie  was  busy  in  the  paint  section,  checking  off  items  as  Bill 
Forsland  called  down  colors  and  sizes  from  his  position  on  a  step  ladder. 

The  Mayor  jerked  his  head  at  Ollie  and  continued  to  the  back  of  the  store 
and  into  the  office.  A  moment  later  the  hardware  man  joined  him,  closing  the 
door  carefully  and  waving  Mayor  Gordon  to  a  chair  before  he  sought  his  own 
place  behind  the  desk.  Picking  up  a  pencil,  he  turned  it  over  and  over  in  his 
fingers,  waiting  for  his  visitor  to  speak. 

Mayor  Gordon  cleared  his  throat  loudly.  "Well,  I  suppose  you’ve 
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read  the  Independent?" 

Ollie  nodded#  "Yes." 

"Craig,  we’ve  got  to  do  something!  If  Tirnford  stays  as  editor  of 
the  paper  we  won’t  be  able  to  call  our  souls  our  own!" 

"Have  you  seen  Brock?" 

"Yes,  I  talked  to  him  last  night#  He  can’t  find  a  thing  we  can  use." 

"How  about  the  business  license?" 

"Renewed  by  Timson  in  January.  Anyway,  it  would  only  raise  a  stink 
if  we  refused  it.  What  reason  could  we  give?" 

"The  building  was  condemned  during  the  war,  wasn’t  it?" 

Mayor  Gordon  bit  the  end  from  his  cigar  and  spat  it  on  the  floor# 

"Sure  it  was,  and  so  were  half  a  dozen  other  buildings  -  Morgan’s  place,  for 
instance  -  and  he  knows  that  as  well  as  we  do.  If  we  started  on  the  Independent, 
Tirnford  would  make  sure  we  didn’t  stop  there,  and  we’d  have  more  trouble  than 
we’ve  got  now." 

Ollie  nodded  again,  tapping  the  pencil  against  the  nails  of  his  left 
hand,  his  pale  eyes  expressionless  as  he  looked  past  the  solid  figure  of  the 
Mayor.  "I  had  thought  of  the  Syndicate." 

"Yeah?  What  about  them?" 

"I  phoned  Blakely  this  morning#  The  Syndicate  aren't  interested  in 
Peaksville  just  now." 

"But  hell’s  bells!  There  must  be  something  we  can  do!  The  next  thing 
we  know,  Tirnford  will  be  running  the  town.  Just  wait  till  he  gets  through 
with  the  fire  department  and  starts  in  on  something  else!" 

"It  could  be  embarrassing,"  Ollie  admitted# 

"Embarrassing!  Why,  it'd  be  .  .  ."  He  stopped  short  as  the  door  flew 
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open  and  James  Morgan’s  sneering  face  appeared,,  ’’Well?  Have  you  got  any  ideas 
for  getting  rid  of  Tirnford?” 

’’Craig’s  the  one  who  kept  telling  us  to  let  things  slide,"  Morgan 
countered.  "’Just  take  it  easy  and  wait  till  Henry  comes  backo ’  Maybe  no w 
when  he  ain’t  cornin’  back  we  can  get  Ollie  to  tell  us  what  to  do  next." 

"I  wouldn’t  suggest  knocking  people  on  the  head,  if  that’s  what 
you  mean!”  Ollie’ s  face  remained  impassive,  his  pale  eyes  icy. 

’’What ’re  you  talkin’  about?” 

’’I  think  it  should  be  fairly  obvious,”  the  Mayor  cut  in.  "You’d 
better  tell  Walter  to  keep  his  hands  off  until  we  get  this  thing  settled.  If 
you  get  any  better  idea  you  can  come  back  and  let  us  know."  He  turned  his 
shoulder  to  Morgan  and  puffed  on  his  cigar. 

"But  what  are  we  gonna  do?” 

’’If  you  must  know,”  Ollie  told  him  coldly,  "We  aren’t  going  to  do 
anything  just  now.  There  isn’t  anything  we  can  do.  My  own  view  is  that  one  of 
these  days  Tirnford  will  go  too  far.  I’m  afraid  we’ll  just  have  to  wait  for 
that  time,  and  be  ready  when  it  comes.  Now,  if  you  don’t  mind,  the  Mayor  and 
I  have  some  private  business  to  talk  over.” 

”Yeah  -  how  to  kiss  Tirnford’ s  foot,  most  likely."  Morgan’s  laugh 
was  ugly  as  he  stamped  out  of  the  office,  banging  the  door  behind  him. 

"That  might  be  the  answer,"  Ollie  murmured  when  the  grocer  had  gone 

"For  a  long  minute  the  two  men  stared  at  each  other  across  the  desk 
and  then  Ollie  went  back  to  his  tapping  and  Mayor  Gordon  laughed.  "As  Mayor," 
he  said,  "I  couldn’t  countenance  any  violence  in  Peaksville  -  afterwards.” 

To  George  Tirnford,  however,  his  appointment  as  permanent  editor  of 
the  Independent  seemed  to  present  more  difficulties  than  Mayor  Gordon  or  even 
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Ollie  Craig  could  see.  In  the  first  place,  there  was  the  continued  necessity 
to  guard  against  a  repetition  of  the  attack  on  the  print  shop,  an  attack  he 
considered  to  be  less  against  the  business  than  against  him  personally.  With 
the  police  admittedly  baffled,  there  was  not  even  any  possibility  of  ending 
the  night  vigils  by  eliminating  the  threat  itself.  Henry  Timson,  by  announcing 
that  George  was  no  longer  a  temporary  replacement,  might  well  have  supplied  a 
new  motive  for  action  against  the  Independent. 

At  the  same  time  there  was  always  the  possibility  that  readers  of 
the  Independent  who  had  come  to  expect  Henry  would  not  be  content  with  George 
as  his  permanent  successor.  His  fears  on  that  score,  however,  were  soon  put 
to  rest  by  a  series  of  congratulatory  visits  within  the  week  that  followed 
Henry’s  final  editorial,  and  by  the  fact  that  advertising  and  subscriptions 
continued  to  come  in  without  a  break.  Even  the  opposition  of  the  Chamber  of 
Commerce  was  not  complete,  for  some  of  the  younger  members  not  only  applauded 
Henry’s  action,  but  spoke  openly  of  starting  a  move  to  elect  George  a  member 
of  their  organization.  George  was  not  deceived  about  their  chance  for  immediate 
success,  but  the  very  fact  that  they  had  thought  of  such  an  action  augured  well 
for  the  future.  It  seemed  to  him  quite  possible  that  a  time  would  come  when  the 
Independent  and  a  younger  Chamber  of  Commerce  could  work  together  for  Peaks- 
vi lie’s  good. 

The  immediate  friends  of  both  editors  were,  of  course,  enthusiastic, 
and  both  Henry  and  George  received  congratulations  and  good  wishes. 

”It  seems  to  me  that  you  have  done  the  wisest  thing  possible,  Henry," 
Tom  Maxwell  sai^  one  day  when  the  two  men  met  in  the  office  of  the  newspaper. 
"It  is  just  my  misfortune  that  I  have  no  younger  man  to  take  over  my  respons¬ 
ibilities.  There  are  times,  you  know,  when  I  should  like  to  retire  to  a  life 


■  "  '  .  dsniS,  on  a  fll  ,esp  iXtroo  jXbtO  eillO 

-  dxrXnq  edd  no  ](9B^9  add  So  noia  rdo  qan  s  ^sfllfi^js  oneng  od 

“  b 9 X  8cf  od  bs'iebianoo 

gnibns  aO  y& ilicfiason  xzp  nave  ton  saw  anadd  ,  bsXMac  ^XfcsddXmba  ©oiloq  add 

■ 

;  .  .  Xlswr  M&jfc®  tiireaieasXqsn  ^dBnogjtaad  s  negnoX  on  saw  agnoaO  a  add 

•  .  _  0  :  ‘  .  07/ 

a *16 Lb 9i  J  o;  .r  Y7  r.iicfxaaoq  add1  e^ewiB  saw  saedd  ©mid-  smae  grid  iA 
e^noeo  dv<  i'/»  dnodnoc  ad  o’ on  oXirovt  -^nrroH  doeqxa  od  ©moo  £>sd  odv;  dgabnecrebn  r  edd 

oIXo‘*  dsdd  j  :  p&iaJtv  •'■■••■  :c:b Ijjjp-xgrToo  So  eei-ras  e  \*cf  dBen  od 

-  -  -  '  ;  "  '  ■•  d  -  E  E  «  £  : 

;  '  sgxj  add  Sc  ■  ,  ■  .  ;  .  .  ■,  •  -  .  - 

oS  ©anado  niadd  l  .  So 

( 

1 

"■r>  -  nsddegod  dnow  0X000  eon©  uso  rrediosdJ  nagnciOTS  a  bnc  daebnerrebnl 

.  o  -;.  ’  ~IXiv 

0  ,  -  a ti.-f:  da  od  So  sbrr©i*iS  efriftflovi  arfT 

• 

«  •  .  -  :  •■  -  !  ;  -r,,--.  r-vrr. f  darfd  sm  od  amees  dl" 

•  ■  So  !  'a  rri  tfi-:  neni  c/d  -da  aeri  yeb  sno  bi ?  XXevoce  1  moT 

-  n  "3  -*i  ••;■•••  a  c»d  ^  nas  rov  on  .-*v,  1  I  a  ©da  ennanoSaim  yra  dent  el  dl* 

:  ,  . 


353 


of  lotus  buds,” 

’’You’ve  made  your  bed  of  them  as  long  as  I’ve  known  you,  Tom. 
Besides,  I  haven’t  retired  completely,  you  know,” 

”1  hope  not.  Peaksville  isn't  quite  perfect  yet.”  Maxwell  puffed 
on  his  pipe  and  looked  across  the  room  to  where  Henry  Timson  sat  in  the  swivel 
chair  that  had  been  officially  his  for  thirty  years.  ”1  think  we  can  still 
find  enough  for  you  to  do,”  he  said. 

Sven  Hjalmer's  delight  was  immediate  and  stentorian.  "By  YupiterJ” 
he  roared  as  soon  as  he  heard  the  news,  using  the  oath  he  reserved  for  the 
greatest  occasions,  ”By  YupiterJ  iss  good  news  ,  Yorge J  Yean,  iss  boarding 
now  a  big  shotJ” 

’’There  really  isn’t  any  difference  in  the  job,”  George  explained. 

"I  still  do  the  same  things." 

"But  now  iss  steady?”  Jean  asked,  gathering  up  her  apron  to  remove 
a  pan  of  buns  from  the  oven.  "Iss  not  now  working  only  for  short  time?” 

"That's  right,  Mrs.  Hjalmer.  Unless  you  throw  me  out,  I  guess  I’m 
here  for  the  rest  of  my  life." 

"Iss  perhaps  Mary  to  speak  of  that,  I  think.” 

"Well  ...” 

"By  Ycseph,  this  time  I  get  yob  on  paper J"  Sven  announced.  "Like 
Hughie  Travis  I  will  be  yournalist.  But  iss  doing  it  for  good  wages  only.” 

Jean  Hjalmer  regarded  her  husband  with  alarm.  "Iss  then  letting 
down  Mr.  Yameson?  Iss  best  to  keep  word  always." 

"I’m  afraid  I  wouldn't  be  able  to  pay  enough  to  tempt  him,  Mrs. 
Hjalmer,”  George  laughed.  "I  don’t  suppose  there'll  ever  be  enough  money  to 
attract  him  to  the  Independent." 
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With  terrific  effort  Sven  twisted  his  big  rounf  face  into  a 
semblance  of  woe,  while  two  great  paws  wiped  away  imaginary  tears.  "Iss 
liking  me  only  cows  and  Mr.  Yameson.  Iss  big  flop  only.”  He  sat  down  on  the 
couch  and  howled  to  such  good  purpose  that  Dinty  came  hurrying  from  behind 
the  stove  and  sat  looking  up  at  him,  his  black  face  eloquent  with  sympathy. 

”By  YupiterJ  Iss  good  news  just  the  samel” 

"Iss  best  to  work  steady,”  his  wife  agreed. 

To  the  average  citizen  who  found  himself  espousing  neither  the 
old  order  nor  the  new,  Henry  Timson’s  announcement  made  very  little  difference. 
He  waited  until  the  next  issue  of  the  paper  made  its  appearance,  observed  that 
the  usual  features  appeared  in  their  usual  places,  glanced  at  the  editorial 
to  which  he  had  become  accustomed,  and  decided  the  change  was  reasonable  if 
not  entirely  obvious.  The  Reverend  William  Gappy  read  the  news,  sighed,  and 
decided  there  was  no  help  for  it.  His  notices  would  appear  again  -  at  half 
the  regular  advertising  rate.  It  was  natural  that  his  decision  should  be 
conveyed  to  George  by  Sylvia  herself. 

"You’re  getting  to  be  quite  an  important  person  in  town,”  she  told 
him.  "You  shouldn’t  find  any  trouble  in  getting  a  really  good  job  after  this, 
if  you  work  it  right."  She  sat  on  the  corner  of  his  desk  and  poked  absently 
at  the  keys  of  the  ancient  typewriter.  "The  right  woman  could  make  something 
out  of  you,  George.”  Her  blue. eyes  told  him  plainly  what  woman  she  meant. 

"My  mother  used  to  say  a  squaw’s  place  was  in  the  home,”  George 
said,  and  watched  Sylvia  flinch  and  then  recover  quickly.  "I  don’t  thirk  I’d 
care  to  have  a  woman  making  something  of  me." 

"You  wouldn’t  know  about  it,  silly.  Nobody  needs  to  know  anything 
unless  they’re  told.  You  won’t  always  be  in  Peaksville,  you  know." 
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"I  don’t  think  I’d  lay  any  bets  on  that,"  George  said. 

On  Tuesday,  February  11th,  the  first  number  of  the  Peaksville 
Pinnacle  was  ready  for  distribution,  and  as  was  fitting  for  a  fellow  editor, 
George  received  the  first  copy  from  the  hands  of  a  proud  and  happy  Hughie 
Travis.  George  reached  in  his  pocket  for  a  dime,  but  Hughie  shook  his  head. 

"That  ’ten  cents’  in  the  corner  is  just  for  the  kids,"  he  explained, 
"and  people  around  town.  We  don’t  make  any  charge  in  the  trade." 

"Well,  that’s  good  of  you,  Hughie.  Say,  you’ve  got  a  nice  lay-out  here. 

"It’s  just  a  quarter  the  size  of  the  Independent , ”  Hughie  said,  ’’but 
it’s  eight  pagesl  The  editorial  page  is  on  the  inside." 

"Yes.  ’Hugh  M.  Travis  -  Editor’  -  you  know,  that  looks  good." 

"Pat  Desmond  wanted  me  to  put  ’Editor-in-Chief’,  but  that’s  kid 
stuff.  Her  art’s  okay,  though.  You  can  read  the  editorial  later,  when  you  get 
time. ” 

"I’d  like  to  be  able  to  give  it  my  whole  attention." 

"Of  course  it’s  just  a  start,  Mr.  Tirnford.  I  guess  even  the 
Independent  wasn’t  perfect  right  at  the  beginning.  It’s  bound  to  take  a  little 
time  to  sort  of  -  well  -  settle  the  policy,  isn’t  it?" 

"It’s  bound  to." 

"Well,  I  guess  I  better  get  along.  The  kids  can  hardly  wait  for  the 
Pinnacle ,  I  bet,  but  I  told  them  there  wouldn’t  ever  be  any  Pinnacle  if  it 
wasn’t  for  you  and  Mike.  That’s  what  -  well,  you  just  read  the  editorial,  Mr. 
Tirnford .  ’’ 

”1  sure  will,  Hughie,"  George  promised,  and  grinned  as  Hughie  darted 
back  into  the  print  shop  for  a  bundle  of  Peaksville’s  first  school  paper. 

A  little  later  in  the  day,  when  he  had  a  few  minutes  to  spare, 
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George  picked  up  his  free  copy  of  the  Finnacle  and  turned  casually  to  the 
editorial  page.  Above  Hughie’s  initials  a  single  short  paragraph  held  the 
place  of  honor# 

EDITORIAL 

With  this  issue  Peaksville  takes  a  big  step 
forward  in  the  newspaper  business#  Instead  of  just  one 
paper,  we  now  have  two.  The  Pinnacle  is  published  by 
your  own  Peaksville  Public  and  High  Schools,  and  will 
appear  every  month  from  now  on.  Hirst  off,  though,  we 
want  to  thank  all  those  who  made  this  paper  possible, 
and  mostly  Mr.  George  Tirnford  and  Mr.  Mike  Fleming. 

Also  Mr.  Jackson  who  has  been  our  good  angel  at  school# 

The  fact  that  the  Independent  is  big  enough  to  let 
another  paper  start  up,  and  to  print  it  for  us,  is  sure 
proof  that  co-operation  in  the  newspaper  business  is 
one  of  the  good  things  about  Peaksville.  There  are  other 
good  things  which  are  too  numerous  to  mention  here.  Cur 
best  advice  is  to  buy  both  the  Independent  and  the  Pinnacle 
and  get  all  the  best  news  in  town. 


H.  M.  T. 

At  the  end  of  the  week  George  checked  the  books  of  the  Independent 
and  assured  himself  once  again  that  business  was  continuing  to  increase  and 
that,  although  it  was  by  no  means  already  won,  the  battle  to  set  the  paper 
firmly  on  its  feet  was  noxv  running  strongly  in  his  favor.  Outstanding  accounts, 
some  of  them  from  years  back,  were  gradually  being  cleared  off,  the  subscription 
list  was  longer  than  it  had  ever  been  before,  and  advertisers  were  realizing 
that  they  could  get  results  from  a  paper  that  more  and  more  people  were  buying 
and  everybody  read.  By  limiting  his  own  spending  as  much  as  he  could,  George 
had  managed  to  show  a  fair  profit  for  the  Timsons,  and  had  made  some  payments 
toward  the  restoring  of  Henry’s  personal  insurance.  The  balance  he  had 
contributed  as  part  of  his  own  investment. 

The  parts  and  type  which  Mike  had  declared  to  bo  absolutely  necess¬ 
ary  were  bought  and  paid  for,  and  by  fortunate  and  careful  buying  by  Mike 
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himself  had  cost  less  than  he  had  estimated.  The  added  efficiency  and 
popularity  of  the  Independent  *  s  job  printing  plant  had  made  the  hiring  of 
Fred  Miller  for  part  time  work  an  excellent  investment. 

"It  looks  as  though  our  biggest  worries  are  over,  Mike,"  George 
declared  as  he  closed  the  books  on  Saturday  afternoon  and  prepared  to  go  to 
supper  at  SoongYee’s. 

"That’s  what  everybody  said  before  the  depression,"  Mike  reminded 
him  sourly.  "You  can’t  expect  to  be  dealt  all  the  good  cards." 

"Maybe  I’ve  been  getting  deuces  so  long  tha|:  anything  else  looks 
good,"  George  grinned.  "If  I  didn’t  have  to  stay  here  tonight  I’d  be  sitting 
on  top  of  the  world." 

"I’ll  be  sticking  around  until  midnight  or  so,"  Mike  said. 

"You  know  I  didn’t  mean  that." 

"Who  said  you  did?  I’ve  got  to  get  the  damned  machines  cleaned  up 
sometime,  don’t  I?  We  had  two  papers  runnin’  this  week,  you  know." 

"Say,  Hughie  was  tickled  with  the  Pinnacle ,  wasn’t  he?  That  kid’s 
going  to  be  a  real  editor  some  day." 

"He  ain’t  bad,"  Mike  admitted  grudgingly.  "At  least  he  knows  enough 
to  ask  what  can  be  done  before  he  tells  me  to  do  it.  Most  likely  he’ll  get 
over  that,  though." 

"Not  with  you  training  him,  Mike." 

The  little  printer  accepted  the  tribute  without  comment.  "There 
ain’t  no  sense  both  of  us  bein’  around,"  he  grumbled.  "You’d  only  get  in  the 
way  anyhow.  Maybe  you'd  cheer  up  Gordon  if  you  give  him  some  business." 

"I  did  hear  there's  a  good  show  on." 

"Well,  £0  to  it,  then.  And  don’t  come  wanderin’  back  here  before 
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you’re  good  and  ready.  Benny  might  come  over  and  play  a  little  blackjack 
if  I  get  through  before  morning.  Besides,  the  bed  here  ain’t  no  worse  than 
the  one  I  got  at  Mrs.  Carter's.* 

’’Thanks,  Mike,  but  you’d  better  go  across  and  get  your  supper  now.” 

”1  et  when  I  was  out  an  hour  ago.  I  have  got  sense  enough  to  feed 
myself  once  in  a  while.”  He  gave  C-eorge  a  sour  look  and  turned  back  into  the 
print  shop.  George  grinned  and  started  for  the  restaurant,  after  making  sure 
to  lock  the  front  door. 

George  and  Mary  took  in  the  first  show  of  ’’Colonel  Blimp”,  laughing 
as  they  tried  tb  imagine  the  Colonel  without  his  moustache,  or  Mayor  Gordon 
with  one.  Then,  mindful  of  Mike’s  strict  orders,  they  drank  a  cup  of  coffee 
at  Soong  Yee’s  and  started  for  a  walk  out  Mill  Street.  It  was  still  freezing 
outside,  but  the  air  was  so  still  that  the  cold  did  not  penetrate,  and  George 
found  himself  opening  his  windbreaker  at  the  throat  by  the  time  they  had  passed 
Benny’s  place  and  were  heading  out  along  the  highway  toward  the  river.  They 
followed  the  road  until  it  crossed  the  railway  tracks,  and  then  turned  off 
and  walked  between  the  rails,  taking  the  branch  line  that  swung  south  along 
the  bank  of  the  river.  When  they  reached  the  trestle  over  Willow  Creek  they 
paused  and ' leaned  against  one  of  the  water  barrels,  looking  down  into  the 
steep  V  of  the  ravine  through  which  the  creek  dropped  by  steps  to  join  the 
main  current  of  the  river. 

"If  we’d  come  here  in  the  daytime  I’d  have  climbed  right  down  to 
the  bottom,"  Mary  said,  "and  looked  up  past  all  the  little  ice  falls.  They're 
beautiful  with  the  sun  shining  on  them." 

"And  you’d  probably  get  your  feet  wet.  That  creek’s  going  to  be 
running  again  in  a  day  or  two." 
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”1  did  see  a  bit  of  an  arch  this  morning,  but  I  guess  it  didn’t 
amount  to  anything.  Usually  we  get  a  Chinook  about  this  time.  Cf  course,  if 
it  were  blowing  now  there  wouldn’t  be  all  those  stars  up  there.” 

’’You  can  see  them  better  from  down  below.  If  you  want  to  come 
there’s  a  path  on  the  other  side.” 

’’Well,  it  wouldn’t  be  the  first  time  I’d  played  mountain  goat.” 

After  some  searching  tv.ey  found  the  path  and  climbed  and  skidded 
down  until  at  last  they  stood  at  the  edge  of  the  creek  and  could  look  up 
past  the  dark  outline  of  the  trestle  to  the  stars  overhead. 

’’Why,  they  are  brighter  when  you’re  down  hereJ”  Mary  exclaimed. 

"When  I  was  at  Daniluks’  I  helped  to  dig  a  well.  From  the  bottom 
you  could  see  the  stars  even  in  the  daytime,” 

”I’ve  always  wanted  to  go  down  a  well,”  she  said,  laughing,  "but 
I  never  got  up  quite  enough  nerve.” 

"Why  not?" 

”0h,  I  was  afraid  the  sides  would  cave  in  on  me."  She  stood  silent 
beside  him,  her  head  thrown  back  as  she  tried  to  count  the  stars  that  seemed 
to  sit  in  a  row  along  the  dark  edge  of  the  trestle.  George  moved  closer  to 
her,  his  eyes  looking  deep  into  hers.  "It  was  good  of  Mike  to  stay  at  the 
shop  tonight,"  she  said  at  last,  forgetting  the  stars. 

"He  said  he  had  the  presses  to  clean,  but  I  don’t  think  he  did. 

I  happened  to  say  that  I  wished  I  didn’t  have  to  stick  around,  and  then  he 
insisted  on  staying  himself.  He  said  Benny  might  be  over  after  a  while." 

"Oh?  I  thought  Mike  had  just  about  given  up  drinking." 

"I  think  he  has.  He’ll  probably  get  even  with  Benny  by  filling  him 
full  of  that  coffee  he  makes  on  the  office  stove,  and  take  a  couple  of  bucks 
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from  him  at  blackjack  as  well.  Mike’s  a  terror  at  that  game.” 

”He’s  changed  a  lot  since  you  came  back.  Before  that  he  was  at 
Benny’s,  drinking,  more  than  he  was  at  the  print  shop.  Now  the  shop  seems 
to  be  his  whole  life.” 

”1  treated  him  pretty  rough  that  first  day,”  George  admitted. 

"Maybe  I  took  out  some  of  my  hate  on  him.  After  that,  though,  I  think  he 
realized  that  I  needed  him  more  than  Mr,  Timson  had,  and  that  I  couldn’t  get 
the  Independent  out  without  him.  Now  he  doesn’t  really  need  me.” 

”1  wonder  what  he’d  do  without  the  Independent.” 

’’Get  a  job  somewhere  else,  I  guess." 

"It  wouldn’t  be  the  same,  though.” 

"No.” 

”1  wouldn’t  want  to  be  as  old  as  Mike  and  still  without  a  home  of 
my  own,"  Mary  said.  "When  I  had  the  boys  to  look  after,  I  used  to  think  how 
wonderful  it  would  be  to  board  out  somewhere,  free  from  all  the  responsibilities 
of  firing  and  keeping  the  house  clean.  I’ve  wished  myself  back  a  good  many 
times  since." 

"Not  recently,  I  hope.” 

"Well,"  she  laughed,  "Maybe  I  have  been  thinking  a  little  differently 
in  the  last  while.  I  am  glad  you’re  going  to  be  settled  at  the  Independent , 
George  1” 

"Are  you  that  fond  of  Peaksville?” 

"It  could  be  of  you,”  she  said,  "but  I  don’t  think  I’ll  ever  want 
to  leave  Peaksville." 

They  stood  for  a  few  minutes  longer,  looking  first  up  at  the  trestle 
and  then  down  the  other  way  to  where  the  frozen  creek  took  its  last  icy  drop 
to  the  level  of  the  river.  The  river  itself  was  just  a  wide  expanse  of  snow 
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that  reached  to  the  farther  bank,  wind-driven  into  sharp-edged  drifts.  Beyond 
a  dark  border  of  evergreens  the  white  slopes  of  mounting  hills  led  back  into 
the  darkness  to  blend  at  last  with  the  vague  shadows  of  the  mountains. 

"There  may  be  a  Chinook  coming  after  all,"  George  said.  "Well,  I 
suppose  we  had  better  be  getting  back.  We  won’t  be  very  much  before  midnight." 

They  climbed  back  along  the  creek  until  they  came  tb  the  beginning 
of  the  path.  George  led  the  way,  grasping  at  willow  bushes  for  support  and 
reaching  back  to  help  Mary  over  the  more  slippery  places.  They  were  more  than 
half  way  to  the  top  when  the  first  sounds  from  the  town  came  to  their  ears  - 
the  frenzied  clamor  of  the  fire  bell. 

"It’s  a  fire  in  town!"  George  cried,  and  scrambled  back  to  the  trestle 
with  Mary  at  his  heels. 

One  glance  was  enough  to  send  them  racing  back  along  the  track.  A 
mile  away,  half  the  sky  was  lit  with  an  angry  orange  glare  against  which  trees 
and  buildings  on  the  edge  of  town  stood  out  sharp  and  black,  and  obove  the 
glare,  thick  clouds  of  heavy  black  smoke  twisted  in  agony.  At  first  it  seemed 
that  the  rink  was  burning,  and  then,  as  they  reached  the  highway,  they  caught 
a  glimpse  of  Morgan's  store  and  the  leaping  flames  just  beyond.  The  Independent 
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Chapter  26 


At  nine  o’clock  that  evening,  Walter  Morgan  turned 
out  all  but  the  night  lights  in  the  Morgan  store  and  moved  out  to  the  front. 
He  paused  long  enough  to  take  out  a  key  and  double  lock  the  door,  and  then 
crossed  the  street  and  started  up  the  hill  toward  the  Gregory  Hotel.  As  he 
passed  the  office  of  the  Independent  he  turned  his  head  and  looked  inside, 
the  light  from  the  bare  window  throwing  into  relief  the  lines  of  hatred  that 
cut  deep  into  his  puffy  face,  and  the  thick  lips  that  pulled  back  like  a 
hound’s  from  his  clenched  teeth.  Mike  Fleming  was  sitting  by  the  window, 
hunched  forward  as  he  went  through  the  motions  of  dealing  cards  to  an  unseen 
opponent.  For  a  moment  the  man  outside  paused  as  though  contemplating  some 
action,  and  then  he  spat  on  the  sidewalk  and  went  on  up  the  hill. 
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He  passed  the  dark  windows  of  closed  shops,  and  the  lighted  ones 
of  the  Coffee  Shop  and  Mah  Wing’s,  without  a  glance,  and  turned  into  the 
beverage  room  of  the  Gregory  Hotel.  The  room  was  crowded,  and  for  a  moment  he 
stood  frowning  close  to  the  door  before  his  eyes  became  used  to  the  light  and 
he  could  see  Bill  Forsland  sitting  by  himself.  He  pushed  his  way  through 
between  the  packed  tables  and  flopped  into  the  chair  opposite.  Forsland  looked 
up  without  enthusiasm. 

"Well.  You’re  later  than  usual,  aren’t  you?" 

"Some  people  don’t  know  when  it’s  quitting  time.  Besides,  I  had  to 

lock  up." 

Forsland  smiled.  "I  thought  maybe  you’d  been  doing  a  little  business 
out  the  back  door  -  or  has  George  Tirnford  scared  you  off?  Want  a  beer?"  He 
raised  two  fingers  toward  a  watchful  waiter  and  slapped  a  quarter  on  the  table, 
pocketing  the  nickel  change  and  pushing  one  of  the  glasses  toward  Walter.  "I 
would  have  thought  there  was  enough  profit  in  the  business  to  make  it  worth 
while  to  take  a  chance." 

Morgan  drank  his  beer  at  a  gulp  and  motioned  for  more,  his  eyes 
avoiding  the  young  man  across  the  table.  "I  was  framed,"  he  muttered  uneasily. 

"Sure.  Everybody  knows  that." 

"Well,  I  was J" 

"I  wasn’t  arguing,  was  I?  Only  it  was  funny,  coming  right  after  that 
business  with  Chief  What ’ s-his-name  and  George.  Just  coincidence,  I  guess." 

The  waiter  brought  five  more  glasses  and  Walter  grudgingly  moved 
one  an  Inch  toward  Forsland.  The  two  men  sat  without  speaking  while  loud- 
voiced  arguments  from  other  tables  flowed  around  them,  and  glasses  clinked 
to  snatches  of  a  bawdy  "Road  to  the  Isles"  from  a  table  in  the  back  corner. 
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Half  way  up  the  room  a  middle-aged  man  rose  uncertainly  to  his  feet,  his 
hollow  face  grinning,  and  threaded  his  way  toward  the  singers,  the  glass  in 
his  hand  slopping  beer  as  he  tried  to  keep  time  to  the  lively  tune.  He  had 
almost  reached  his  goal  when  the  song  stopped  suddenly  in  the  middle  of  the 
final  booming  note. 

"Zja  good  song,  but  lesh  hear  "Nor*  ’lantic  Squadron!’  Lesh  all 
shing  ’Nor’ lantic  ShquadronI’”  The  singers  made  way  for  the  new  recruit  and 
started  xvith  enthusiasm  on  the  interminable  verses. 

Forsland  bought  another  beer  and  again  Walter  took  five,  each  man 
paying  for  his  own.  By  the  time  their  glasses  were  empty  again  it  was  ten 
o'clock  and  the  bar  was  closed. 

"Want  to  shoot  a  little  pool?" 

"Vhat  else  is  there  to  do  in  this  bloody  town?"  Walter’s  chair 
crashed  on  the  floor  as  he  rose.  He  left  it  there  and  barged  through  the  men 
at  the  door  on  his  way  out  into  the  street.  "If  Tirnford's  shootin’  pool 
tonight  I’ll  kick  his  teeth  in!"  he  threatened,  returning  drunkenly  to  the 
subject  of  an  hour  before. 

Forsland  laughed.  "He  won’t  be  around  tonight,  that's  for  sure  - 
not  when  it’s  Mary  Cameron’s  night  off.  Say,  I  thought  you  used  to  be  sort  of 
interested  in  that  little  redhead." 

"What  would  I  want  with  that  damn,  red-headed  b  .  .  .?"  The  rest  of 
the  question  was  lost  in  a  volley  of  oaths  as  he  stubbed  his  toe  on  a  rock  in 
the  middle  of  the  roadway. 

"Could  be  sour  grapes,"  Forsland  said,  and  grinned  at  the  answer 

he  got. 

Most  of  the  regulars  at  the  pool  hall  had  gone  to  the  late  show,  or 
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home  to  get  dressed  for  the  dance  at  the  Elks*  Hall.  The  two  front  tables 
were  dark,  and  Billy  Hogge  himself  was  playing  a  desultory  game  of  billiards 
with  a  red-faced  farmer  on  the  third.  The  back  table  was  taken  up  by  four 
young  Indians  who  moved  silently  in  the  glow  of  the  lights  while  three  older 
men  of  the  tribe  sat  stiffly  on  the  straight  bench,  their  faces  unmoved  as 
they  watched.  Walter  glared  back  at  them  and  yanked  at  the  light  cord  of  the 
first  table. 

"What  do  they  let  them  greasy  monkeys  in  here  for  anyway?" 

"I  guess  maybe  they’ve  saved  a  little  money  in  the  last  few  months.” 

They  played  a  game  of  snooker  which  Forsland  won  easily,  and  then 
shifted  to  billiards  at  Walter’s  profane  demand.  Finding  no  better  success  there, 
he  changed  the  game  back  to  snooker  again,  and  again  fell  behind.  In  the  middle 
of  the  game  he  slammed  his  cue  back  into  the  rack. 

"You’re  too  damn  lucky,”  he  snarled  and  turned  to  Billy  Hogge.  ’’Well, 
do  you  want  your  money  or  don’t  you?”  The  clock  above  the  cash  register  showed 
ten  minutes  to  eleven  as  he  stamped  outside. 

Walter  ignored  the  late  crowd  from  the  show  and  turned  back  down  the 
street.  In  the  entrance-way  to  the  Morgan  store  he  paused,  his  eyes  angling 
across  the  street  to  the  light  that  still  shone  in  the  front  window  of  the 
Independent.  From  where  he  stood  he  could  see  that  Mike’s  visitor  was  Benny 
the  bootlegger.  After  a  moment  he  turned  around  again  and  let  himself  into 
the  store,  moving  through  between  covered  display  tables  and  back  into  the 
storeroom,  the  faint  glow  of  the  night  lights  showing  the  way.  He  left  the 
storeroom  door  open  and  stumbled  forward  into  the  increasing  gloom,  his 
hands  feeling  their  way  along  a  shelf  of  wax  polishes  against  the  wall.  One 
of  the  cans  jumped  as  he  touched  it  and  crashed  to  the  floor,  catching  him  on 
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the  ankle  as  it  fell.  Walter  stood  still  in  the  shadows,  cursing  under  his  breath. 
Then  he  went  on  until  his  fingers  encountered  the  object  of  his  search,  and  he 
pulled  a  bottle  of  whiskey  from  among  the  cans.  Turning,  he  held  the  bottle  up 
to  the  dim  light  from  the  open  doorway.  A  quarter  of  the  dark  liquid  still 
remained.  He  had  pulled  the  cork  and  was  about  to  raise  the  bottle  to  his  lips 
when  someone  rattled  the  front  door. 

Walter  shrank  back  into  the  deeper  shadows.  Thee,  moving  carefully 
to  avoid  the  light,  he  slid  around  until  he  could  look  through  the  open  door 
of  the  storeroom  to  where  the  front  windows  showed  bright  with  light  from  the 
street.  Jim  Dyer  stood  in  the  entrance-way.  As  Walter  watched,  the  night 
constable  pressed  close  to  the  glass,  peering  within,  and  then  rattled  the  door 
again.  Satisfied,  he  stumped  away,  and  Walter  relaxed,  again  turning  his 
attention  to  the  bottle  in  his  hand.  He  drained  the  contents  quickly,  making 
sucking  noises  like  an  animal,  swaying  on  his  feet.  With  the  bottle  still  in 
his  hand  he  stumbled  over  to  the  corner  of  the  storeroom,  where  a  steel  drum 
lay  on  its  side  on  a  low  trestle. 

Five  minutes  later  he  let  himself  out  the  back  door,  moving  with 
heavy  caution,  and  turned  south  toward  Mill  Street.  He  made  his  way  slowly 
through  the  shadows  behind  Frizzel’s  meat  market,  clung  to  the  far  side  of 
the  alley  as  he  passed  the  lighted  kitchen  of  Soong  Yee’s,  and  swung  out  in  a 
wide  arc  over  the  packed  snow  behind  the  station  to  pass  the  lower  end  of 
Main  Street,  pausing  at  the  double  row  of  parked  cars  that  lined  Mill  Street 
at  the  side  of  the  Elks*  Hall.  From  the  assembly  room  upstairs  came  the  wail 
of  saxophones  and  the  dull,  steady  beat  of  a  bass  drum.  A  tall  man  and  a  girl 
in  a  white  fur  jacket  came  suddenly  around  the  corner  of  the  building,  the 
girl  laughing  as  they  made  their  way  to  one  of  the  parked  cars.  Walter  waited 
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in  the  shadows  until  he  heard  the  car  door  slam,  and  then  slipped  into  the 
alley  between  the  back  of  the  hall  and  Ashburn’s  Feed  Store.  A  moment  later 
he  stood  behind  Weaver’s  barber  shop,  the  long  blank  wall  of  the  print  shop 
on  his  right# 

tf$y- 

*  *  * 

A  block  ahead  of  Mary,  George  reached  Main  Street  and  burst  through 
the  crowd  that  lined  the  sidewalks  farthest  from  the  fire,  their  eyes  staring 
with  frightened  fascination  at  the  sea  of  flames  that  engulfed  the  Independent. 
Already  the  fire  had  burst  through  the  roof  along  more  than  half  of  the  building, 
and  crackled  and  hissed  and  roared  as  it  vomitted  black  smoke  and  tore  with 
insane  fury  at  the  screaming,  twisting  boards  of  the  doomed  structure.  Above,  the 
sky  glared  with  an  obscene,  hateful  red,  while  great  tongues  of  yellow  flame 
speared  through  the  writhing  smoke,  reaching  higher  and  higher  in  leaping, 
ravenous  glee.  At  the  front  of  the  building,  smoke  poured  through  the  smashed 
office  window,  and  through  the  doorway,  curling  up  past  the  blistering  paint 
of  the  sign  and  masking  from  the  watchers  the  white  hot  flames  that  seared 
through  the  wall  from  the  back  shop.  Behind  the  crackling  and  hissing  of  the 
fire  a  deeper  growl  grew  steadily  louder  and  more  intense,  as  though  some 
ravenous  beast  gorged  itself  in  a  den  of  smoke  and  flames  and  scorching  heat. 

From  the  middle  of  the  street  the  newer  of  the  chemical  rigs  spouted 
a  feeble,  ineffective  dribble  of  water  through  the  broken  front  window,  with 
Frnie  Steeves  holding  the  hose.  George  raced  through  the  stifling  heat  to  his 
side. 

"’Where’ s  Mike  Fleming?”  he  yelled  above  the  roaring  of  the  flames. 

"Ain’t  seen  him  since  the  fire  started!" 

"Anybody  seen  Mike  Fleming?"  George  swunr  around  again  and  was 
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starting  for  the  smoke-filled  doorway  when  Benny  the  bootlegger  grasped 
his  arm, 

'’He’s  okay,  George!  Fried  a  little,  gettin*  the  books  out.  Damn 
fool  went  in  once  too  often.  They’re  patchin*  him  up  at  the  hospital,  but 
he’s  okay.”  Benny  waved  his  hands  reassuringly,  and  George  saw  that  both  were 
bandaged, 

"Were  you  with  him,  Benny?" 

’’Yeah,  The  damn  fire  came  up  before  we  knew  it,  I  got  the  books  in 
the  car  when  you  want  ’em.  Henry  Timson’s  there  too." 

"By  himself?" 

"Hughie  Travis  is  with  him.  Says  editors  have  to  stick  together  or 

somethin’ 

"Well,  keep  him  there,  Benny.  I  don't  want  him  getting  into  this  mess. 

As  he  spoke  another  section  of  the  roof  collapsed  in  a  shower  of 
sparks  that  rose  high  into  the  air,  an?  the  fire  roared  a  higher  note  of 
triumph.  In  the  midst  of  the  glare  Sven  Hjalmer  charged  around  from  the  bank 
side  of  the  building,  his  big  hands  waving. 

"Iss  damn  fools!’’  he  roared.  "Iss  no  chance  to  save  Independent ! 

Soon  iss  going  other  places  if  not  watching!”  He  jerked  abound  as  he  saw 
George.  "You  come,  Yorgei"  He  raced  back  the  way  he  had  come  with  George  and 
Doc  Mills  pounding  at  his  heels.  The  chemical  rig  gave  its  last  blurp  and 
Ernie  Steeves  pulled  in  the  hose.  Half  a  dozen  men  with  Joe  Smartt  at  their 
head  raced  the  rig  down  the  street  for  another  filling  at  the  fire  hall  pump. 

Already  scraps  of  shingles  had  landed  on  the  flat  roofs  of  the  bank 
and  jail  house  and  were  blazing  there  furiously.  At  George's  yell,  dark  figures 
raced  for  ladders  and  buckets.  Sven  leaped  for  the  bank  and  ^eorge  swarmed  to 
the  roof  of  the  jail  and  the  fires  hissed  out  under  cascades  of  water. 
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"Keep  watch  from  the  street  side!"  George  yelled.  "You’ll  fry  herei 
Thank  the  Lord  they’re  brick  buildings  I" 

He  met  Sven  on  the  ground  again  and  they  rushed  around  to  the  other 
side  to  where  half  a  dozen  men  spelled  each  other  off  at  Dick  Wong’s  pump,  and 
txventy  more  ran  as  close  as  they  could  to  the  burning  print  shop,  hurled  their 
buckets  of  water  and  returned,  gasping,  for  more  water. 

"Iss  no  use  for  thatj"  Sven  roared.  "Look I  Already  iss  fire  at  Elks’ 

EallJ" 

The  men  swung  around  and  stared  at  the  blaze  behind  them  in  a  pile 
of  stacked  lumber  against  the  side  of  the  hall,  and  then  weorge  led  a  rush 
to  put  it  out. 

Convinced  at  last  that  nothing  could  be  saved  of  the  Independent ,  nor 
of  Frank  Weaver’s  barber  shop  next  door,  the  volunteers  concentrated  on  the 
roofs  and  walls  of  the  surrounding  buildings,  George  and  Sven  dashed  back  and 
forth  to  wherever  the  fire  threatened  most,  giving  help  where  it  was  needed, 

Sven  roaring  encouragement  to  the  fighters.  Together  they  organized  bucket 
brigades  with  Forsland,  Grainger,  Jim  Wong  and  Bill  Jackson  in  charge,  while 
other  men  smothered  xvith  snow  and  dirt  odd  bits  of  burning  debris.  Along  Main 
Street  they  called  out  some  of  the  older  men  to  form  a  cordon  to  keep  the 
crowd  back  from  the  danger  area. 

A  dozen  men  from  the  Legion  clung  to  the  ridge  of  the  Memorial  Hall 
roof  or  passed  up  buckets  of  water  to  those  who  were  there,  while  still  others 
ran  back  and  forth  through  the  blazing  heat  of  the  alley,  splashing  the  walls 
and  rushing  back  again  and  again. 

On  Main  Street  the  crowd  packed  itself  in  as  close  as  it  dared,  a 
sea  of  white,  terrified  faces  reflecting  the  red,  flickering  glare  of  the  wildly 
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dancing  flames.  Young  boys  edged  closer,  daring  each  other,  and  anxious 
mothers  called  them  back  with  strident  voices. 

At  every  moment  the  fire  grew  more  intense,  the  flames  rose  higher, 
the  sweating  men  grew  black  and  exhausted,  their  eyes  bloodshot,  their  faces 
streaming.  At  Soong  Yee’s,  Mary  and  the  little  Chinese  rushed  to  serve  coffee 
and  sandwiches  and  doughnuts  to  the  men  as  they  staggered  into  the  restaurant 
for  a  brief  respite  from  the  fight.  Between  times  they  stood  by  the  window 
together,  Soong  Yee  silent  and  serious  beside  a  desperately  casual  Mary. 

'’Fire  velly  bad,'1  he  said  at  last,  his  forehead  wrinkling  as  he 
struggled  to  find  the  right  words  to  express  his  sympathy. 

At  the  other  end  of  the  block,  Ollie  Craig  stood  with  Mayor  Gordon 
in  the  doorway  of  Landsturm’s  Super  Market,  a  single  step  above  the  crowd.  As 
they  watched,  the  last  bit  of  roof  of  the  burning  building  collapsed,  the 
front  wall  trembled,  swayed,  and  then  crashed  outward,  spewing  flame  and  red 
hot  coals  almost  the  width  of  Main  Street.  The  crowd  cried  out  and  pressed 
backward  in  sudden  panic.  George  appeared  on  the  run,  leading  a  gang  of  men 
with  buckets  and  shovels  in  a  quick  move  to  meet  the  new  danger.  Then  Ernie 
Steeves  and  his  men  appeared  with  the  recharged  chemical  rig,  and  together  they 
beat  out  the  fire  or  nushed  it  back  across  the  street,  the  heat  from  within 
the  tottering  side  walls  blasting  out  at  them  and  blistering  hands  and  faces. 

"'Veil,  there  goes  the  Independent , "  Mayor  Gordon  murmured,  satis¬ 
faction  playing  an  obligato  to  his  words.  "I  wonder  what  could  have  started 
the  fire." 

"I  wouldn't  know,"  Ollie  said,  his  voice  low  and  guarded,  "but  I 
saw  Walter  Morgan  about  five  minutes  before  the  alarm.  I  was  coming  out  of 
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"Right  close  to  the  Independent ,  tool” 

"He  was  drunk,”  Cllie  said,  "but  he  smelled  more  of  coal  oil  than 
anything  else." 

"Weill  Maybe  we  ought  to  get  him  out  of  the  way  before  anybody  else 
starts  looking  for  him." 

"Why?"  Ollie  asked,  a  faint,  cold  amusement  on  his  face. 

The  Mayor  nodded.  His  satisfaction  was  still  plain  when  Tom  Maxwell 
appeared  from  farther  down  the  street.  "We  were  just  saying  that  the  Independent 
looks  pretty  well  finished,  Maxwell." 

"That  would  appear  to  be  obvious,"  Maxwell  agreed  coldly.  "I’m  afraid 
I  cannot  share  your  pleasure,  however.  Peaksville  has  suffered  a  blow  from 
which  it  may  never  recover." 

"Oh,  come  now,"  Ollie  objected.  "Peaksville  doesn’t  live  because  of 
the  Independent. " 

"You  think  not?  In  exact  terms,  perhaps  you’re  right.  But  the 
Independent  has  stood  for  decency  and  progress,  gentlemen,  for  toleration  and 
human  ideals.  You  must  realize  your  indebtedness  to  such  virtues  -  or  follies." 

"I  don’t  know  whst  you’re  talking  about."  Mayor  Oordon  cleared  his 
throat  loudly  and  turned  half  away. 

"Why,  your  very  record  of  political  triumphs,  Mayor  Oordon,  is  a 
record  of  Peaksville’ s  toleration,  and  Ollie  here  has  a  house  that  is  as  much 
a  monument  to  humanity  as  the  hospital  itself,  for  it  was  paid  for  out  of  the 
same  account.  You  surprise  me  by  your  lack  of  appreciation." 

"You’re  drunk  as  usual,"  Craig  declared  roughly. 

"In  vino  veritas,  my  dear  Ollie.  Perhaps  tomorrow  I  shouldn’t  bother 


to  tell  you.  If  this  is  the  end  of  the  I ndependent ,  gentlemen  -  if  it  is  - 
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all  of  Peaksville  -  you  bloodsuckers  as  much  as  the  rest  -  has  suffered  the 
worst  defeat  it  has  ever  brown."  He  paused  long  enough  to  light  his  pipe,  and 
then  turned  the  corner  on  to  Wood  Street  where  Henry  Timson  sat  in  Benny’s 

car. 

*  *  * 

By  half  past  five  the  fire  was  over.  Only  a  few  piles  of  smoking 
rubble  stacked  about  the  skeletons  of  the  rmined  presses  served  to  mark  the 
place  of  a  vanished  Independent.  The  crowds  had  thinned  away;  the  men  who  had 
fought  with  bucket  and  spade  had  taken  their  weapons  and  gone,  leaving  only  a 
corporal’s  guard  of  volunteers  and  the  one  feebly  efficient  chemical  extinguisher 
under  Sven  Hjalmer’s  command.  George  sat  hunched  over  on  the  edge  of  the 
charred  sidewalk,  his  blackened  face  cradled  in  raw  and  blistered  hands,  and 
watched  through  the  greying  darkness  the  men  who  poked  among  the  ruins.  A 
sudden  gust  of  wind  from  the  west  fanned  a  heap  of  embers  into  a  dull  red  glow 
of  returning  life;  a  man  moved,  there  was  a  hiss,  and  the  glow  went  out.  Came 
another  gust  and  the  act  was  repeated  in  another  place.  Then  quickly  the  air 
grew  misty  and  warn  as  the  long-expected  chinook  reached  out  from  the  mountain 
pass,  driving  before  it  a  fine,  steady  rain  that  raised  clotids  of  steam  from 
the  wreckage  and  penetrated  to  kill  the  last  vagrant  spark.  Sven  sent  the  last 
of  the  volunteers  back  to  the  fire  hall  with  the  rig  while  he  and  Ernie  Steeves 
moved  over  and  stood  beside  George,  who  did  not  seem  to  have  noticed  the  rain. 

"Iss  best  to  eat  now,"  Sven  said,  his  big  hand  on  George’s  shoulder. 
"Iss  no  use  to  get  wet."  As  he  spoke,  a  freight  engine  in  the  yards  beyond  the 
station  whistled  hoarsely  -  the  same  ticket  out  of  Peaksville  that  George  had 
refused  six  months  before. 

In  some  ways  it  was  a  pity  that  he  had  been  quick  enough,  or  smart 
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enough,  to  have  caught  the  freight  as  he  had  intended  and  saved  himself  the 
six  months  that  had  brought  him  to  the  same  end.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  was 
worse  off  now  than  he  would  have  been.  Now  he  had  no  money  in  his  pocket,  no 
credits  coming,  and  no  name  in  Peaksville  for  being  a  bloody  hero  and  keeping 
the  town  one  up  in  its  hero-competition  with  Benton.  And  then,  had  he  left 
town  when  he  should  have,  perhaps  Henry  Timson  would  have  his  print  shop 
standing  as  it  had  stood  for  thirty  years,  instead  of  the  blackened  mess  there 
in  front  of  him. 

’’Well ,  let’s  get  going?"  Ernie  Steeves  blurted  out.  "I  could  eat  a 
horse  and  use  the  hay  to  sleep  on!" 

"You  go  on,  Ernie,"  Sven  said.  "Iss  coming  soon  with  Yorge." 

No,  it  would  be  a  pretty  cheap  business  to  wish  away  the  last  six 
months,  to  want  to  take  back  what  little  he’d  been  able  to  do  for  those  who 
had  done  so  much  for  him.  Henry  Timson,  for  instance.  The  Indeuendenf  wouldn’t 
be  there  now  if  George  Tirnford  were  still  bumming  -  not  the  real  Independent 
that  was  something  more  than  just  a  ramshackle  building  and  some  worn  type. 
Henry  Timson  himself  might  not  be  around.  Now,  at  least,  he  was  alive,  and  the 
insurance  would  keep  him  and  Martha  in  their  modest  way.  No,  he  couldn’t  regret 
the  six  months  for  the  Timsons. 

"Iss  perhans  catching  cold,  Yorge." 

There  was  Sven,  Too,  end  Jean  Hjalmer  with  her  practical  mind  and 
big  warm  heart.  Six  months  ago  he  hadn’t  known  it  was  possible  to  have  friends 
like  the  Hjalmers  -  or  like  Tom  Maxwell,  hiding  the  true,  honest  gentleman 
behind  grizzled  whiskers  and  the  smoke  from  his  pipe.  There  were  others,  too  - 
Bill  Jackson,  Rrnie  Steeves,  Joe  Smnrtt,  and  Hughie  Travis  with  his  Royalty 
to  "us  editors"  -  a  loyalty  his  father  must  have  taught  him.  And  then  there  was 
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Mike,  sour-pussed,  cyn i cal  old  Mike  with  his  monkey  wrench,  and  then  .  .  . 

"Iss  maybe  I  sit  down  too,”  Sven  said.  ”Iss  holiday  today  anyhow.” 

.  .  .  And  then  there  was  Mary.  "I  don’t  think  I’d  ever  want  to  leave 
Peaksville."  -  except  to  folloxv  him  to  Baghdad  and  back  again!  ”So  you’re  going 
to  stay  in  Peaksville,  eh?  -"hat  made  you  change  your  mind?”  She’d  probably  know 
what  he  was  thinking  right  now. 

”Iss  best  we  go  now,  I  think.  Iss  long  night  for  Mary  too.” 

George  slammed  his  feet  down  hard  and  stood  up.  "Let’s  go  and  eat,” 
he  said.  He  took  one  glance  at  the  blackened  ruins  of  the  Independent  and  then 
started  out  with  Sven  to  cross  the  street. 

Mary  was  at  the  cash  register  close  to  the  window  when  the  two  men 
entered  the  restaurant,  but  George  knew  that  it  had  not  rung  all  night.  He 
leaned  on  the  counter  and  looked  across  at  her,  at  the  white  tired  face  and 
'heavy,  worried  eyes.  ”1 *m  sorry  we’re  so  late,”  he  said.  "It  was  my  fault.” 

’’But  you’ve  got  things  -  straight?” 

George  grinned  with  cracked  lips.  ”1  told  myself  you’d  know  what  I 
was  thinking.  Yes,  they’re  straight  now,  I  think.”  He  felt  some  of  his  weariness 
drop  from  him  as  the  worry  left  her  eyes. 

"You  sure  set  a  heck  of  an  example  for  the  newspaper  business,”  she 
told  him,  "keeping  your  staff  up  all  night  waiting  for  you." 

"Why,  what  .  .  .?" 

"You’ll  find  a  couple  more  editors  at  the  back  table,"  she  said, 

smiling  at  him. 

Hughie  Travis  scrambled  to  his  feet,  rubbing  the  sleep  out  of  his 
eyes,  as  George  appeared.  "Gosh,  Mr.  Tirnford,  I  thought  you’d  never  get  here! 

I  ain’t  -  haven’t  ever  been  up  this  late  before!” 
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"I  thought  you’d  be  in  bed  long  ago,  Hughie." 

’’Well,  I  guess  I  should’ve  been,”  Hughie  admitted,  ’’but  -  well  gee, 

Mr.  Tirnf ord l  Us  editors  have  to  stick  together,  don’t  we?” 

"We  were  just  planning  what  we’d  do  for  the  next  couple  of  months,” 
Henry  Timson  explained,  his  face  drawn  but  smiling.  ”It  will  take  at  least  that 
long  to  get  another  building  up,  and  there’s  the  Pinnacle  to  think  of  now,  you 
know,  as  well  as  the  Independent 

George  stiffened  and  stared  across  the  nodding  head  of  Hughie  Travis 
straight  into  the  eyes  of  Henry  Timson.  "You  mean  .  .  .?” 

’’Hughie ’s  father  and  a  couple  more  stopped  by  the  car  during  the  fire," 
he  said.  "They  offered  to  take  up  a  little  of  the  slack.” 

"But  ...” 

"You  wouldn’t  expect  me  to  quit  now,  would  you?”  Henry  asked.  "Not 
just  when  I’ve  got  started?  Why,  George  boy,  us  editors  have  to  stick  togetheri” 


*  *  * 


The  End 


*  *  * 
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